v
LETTERS

OF

GEORGE SAND.

w

TRANBLATED AND EDITED BY

RAPHAEL LEDOS DE BEAUFORT.

WITH .
PREFACE AND BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH BY THE TRANSLATGZ.

Ilustrated toith Six Porteaits of George Sand

AT VARIOUS PERIODS OF HER LIFE.

Fn Theee Bolumes,
VOL. 1L

LONDON:
WARD AND DOWNEY,
12, YORE STREET, COVENT GARDEX, W.C
1886,

[AL rights reserved.]



£

t
B
22
mn
a2
£:
-3
5



CORRIGENDA. Vo II

Pages 4, 5, Letter to M. Girerd, Nevers, 6 March, 1848. Instedd of
“ Michael ” read  Michel ” throughout.

Page 10, instead of * poked out” read * forked oat.”

» 10, bottom of page, for “I have made acquaintamce with
Jean Reynaud Barbts and M, Boudin, a candidate for
the representation of the Indre” read “I have made
the avquaintance of Jean Reynaud, Barbds, and M. Boudin,
a candidate for the representation of the Indre.”

» 28, top of page, instead of “flies for his life” read *fiees for his
life.” 4
» 94, instead of *5th of March, 1849 read “15*,11 of March,
1849.7
,» 97, instead of *“If the Red Republic joins in the fray” read
% if the Red Republic join in the fray.”
Pages 144, 152, 220, “Jérome "’ should be written *Jéréme.”

Pags 177, instead of * The logic of facts compels them to admit the
prigeiple of the Jesuits of the Inquisition of '3, ete.” read
“The logic of facts compels them to admit the principle of
the Josuits; of the Inqulsxtlon, of '93; ete.”

", 185, instead of V1 find myself once mors oving the people”
read # I find myself once more loving the psople.”

»
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LETTERS OF GEORGE SAND.

To Mavrice SAnD, Paris,

Nowmaxr, 18th February, 1848,
My pear Boy,

I sm very glad to hear from you. I am not very
cheerfu]l when you are not with me, althongh I dc:my best
to drive away melancholy. Buat it is no doubt necessary that
yon should stir yourself a little, that you should breathe the
pure and balmy air of Paris, and pay your homage to the
divine decree of the jury of painting. You must expect the
worst, 80 as to save yourself the grievous disappointment
of former years.

You must send me @t once the official record of my
father's services. I informed you some time ago that it
was of the utmost importance that I should have this without
delay; I also told you 'to make inquiries fron? your uncle
on the subject. But you plunge yourself inso the delights
-of Carnival, and forget your errands. In a foew days I shall
reach a period of my father's life with which I am entirely

unacquainted. The Villeneuve family cannot give me any
oL 18, B °
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particulars. T wrote to General Exelmans, but be is a
Bayonne, and goodness knows when he will reply, and wh
ovents he will recollect. My uncle ought to know whai
campaigns my father was engaged in from 1804 to 1808
Do not forget, above all, the record of services; that is ¢
sure guide for the leading facts. Lowze no time in send
ing it.

. . . Borie is quite upset at the idea that they are on
the poin£ of hating a revolulion in Paris. 1 do not mysell
see that the banquet business justifies any such action. The
prohibition of the journalists’ banquet is but an intrigue
between Ministers on the point of being ousted from office
and Ministers aiming at power. Should any row take place
in connection with the bangnet, the result will only be that
harmless idlers will get knocked about and assassinated by
the mouchards, and I scarcely believe that the bulk of the
people will side with M. Thiers in his quarrel with M. Guizot.
Thiers is, no doubt, a better man; but bhe will not give bread
to the poor any more than the others. . I, therefore, do not
advise you to have.anything to do with the manifestation ;
for people are likely on that occasion to be knocked down
without any advantage to the good canse. Were it necessary
that you shonld risk your life for the country, I should not
interfere, you know that well enongh; but it would really
“be too-stupid to gkt a skoll-dragging for the sake of Odilon
Barrot & Co. Write to me what yon may see from a distance
(if you shounld see anything at all}; *but do not, under any
pretence, get ipto the scrimmage, if such there should bLe,
which I do not believe.

Were you not aware that Bakounine had been banished by
our honest Government? About a month ago I received a
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letter from him, which I fancy I read to youn, but you do not

ember it. I replied to him, confessing that we are governed
by the canaille, and that we are very wrong to put up with it.
Besides, Italy is quite apset, Sicily proclaims its independence, -
or very nearly so. Naples has risen in revolution, and the King
gives way. That news is now quite confirmed, But the only
thing they will gain by it will be to pass from & despotic to a
constitutional Government, from violence to corruption, from
terror to infamy, and when arrived at that they will, like us,
long remain in their new condition, . . . '

‘We are a generation of loafers, and the new deity is called
Circulus. Let us endeavour, in our own little sphere, not to
become ignoble, so that if pe'rcha.nce in my old days, or in
yours, there should be a change from all that, we might enjoy
it without having to blush at our past. . . .

To M, GrrerD, Nevers.

[

Panis, Monday Evm;ing, 6th March, 1848,
T rrenm, '
Everything goes well. Personal griefs disappear when
- public life calls and absorbs us. The Republic is the best of>
families ; the people the best of friends. We must not think ,
of anything else. .

The Republic bas ‘Ea_l;ried the day/in Paris; the question
now is whether it should also carry the day in the provinces
where its cause is mot popular. It was not T who obtained
.your appointment, but I confirmed it ; for the Minister holds
me in some-way regponsible for the conduct of my friends,

and gave me full power to encourage, stimulate, and reassure
B 2
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them against all intrigues on the part of their enemies, all
weakness on that of the Government. You must then, dear
brother, act with vigour. Situated as we now are, we must
not only display devotion and loyalty, but also fanaticiam if
veed be. 'We must rise above ourselves, abjure all weakness,
and even shake off our affections if *hey should counteract the
progress of a power elected by the people, and truly, thoroughly
revolutiopary. Do not pity Michael’s fate. Michael is rich;
he is now what he wished, what he chose to be. He betrayed
and forsook ns in the days of adversity; mow his pride, his
gpirit of domination are roused. He will have to give the
Republic some real guarantees of his attachment to its institn-
tions before obtaining ita confidence, Parliamentary representa-
tion is an hononr to which he may pretend, and which bia talent
will perhaps secure for him. It is in Parliament that he will
show himsels as he now is, and disclose his opinions as they
now are te the whole nation. Nations are generous, and freely
forgive those who atone for their errors.

As for the duty of a provisional Government, it consists in
selecting reliahle men, 80 as to bring about sincerely Republican
elections. We must therefore impose silence upon friendship,
and refrain from impradently influencing poblic opinion in
favour & a man who is strong enongh to rise again if his
hea.rt is pure and lns will bonest.

Y cannot too stronor]y advice yoa not to hesitate in sweep-
ing away all tainted with the bourgeois bpirit. Later on, the
pation, mistress of its destinies, may, if it should deem ft,
display idalgence, and it will do well to prove its strengih Ly
its meeknezs. Bat, to-day,if it be more mindful of its friends
than its duty it will be losi, and the men employed by it at
the beginning of its career will become parricides.
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Michael, and many other apostates whom I know, stad
need of the sacrifice of my life, I would gladly make it, bat
that of my conscience, never, Michael forsook democracy out
of haired for the demagogy. But demegogy exists no longer.
The people proved itself to be grauder, nobler, and purer in
motive than all the wealthy and learned people of this world.
Calumniating the masses to-day and flattering’ them to-morrow
inspires me with but little confidence, and I should have far
more esteem for Michael were he still to protest agaiﬁb the
Republic. I should then say that he is mistaken, but that his
convictions are earnest and sincere.

His efforts are now perhaps directed towards bringing
about an aristocratic republic, wherein the rights of the poor
and weak will be denied and trampled down. Rhould he act
thus, he will break off the alliance so subliméiy cemented on the
barricades between the rich and the poor. He will kill the
Republic, and delives it into the hands of intriguers; and the
people, now conscious of its strength, will not tolerate them
any looger. I betrayed, they will give way to condémnable
excesses ; society will become the prey of fearful anarchy, and
the rich who have torn down the sacred compact will, in their
turn, become poor, in the midst of social convulsions to which
everything will saccumb. ’ ?

They will be punished by their own sins; but it will
be too late to repent. Michael does not knew, and never
kuew, the people; why does he not make himself acquainted
with them to-day? He would then appreciate their strength
and respect their virtues.
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I wish you courage, good-will, and perseverance fit to
contend against all emergencies.
Yoars for life,
- Geonrae.

I shall be to-morrow evening, 7th of March, a4 Nohant,
where I intend spending a week, after which I shall probably
come back here in order to devote myself entirely to the new
duties which the sitoation imposes upon us.

To M, Coarres Powcy, Toulon.

Nouaxy, 9th March, 1848.

The Republic for ever! What a dream, what en-
thusiasm, ang, at the same time, what admirable and orderly
behaviour, is that "of Paris! I have joat arrived from there;
I have visited all parts of it. I saw the removal of the
last barricades. I have witnessed the nobleness, the sublimity,
the simplicity, the generosity of the French people assembled
at Parig, the heart of France, the heart of the world; indeed,
thé most admirable people in the world! 1 have lately
spent many sleepless nights, many days on my legs.
We are all excited, intoxicated, and delighted at having
‘gone to eleep in the mire and woke up in heaven. Let all
thoss who surround you have conrage and eonfidence !

We have.secured the Repablic, It is safe now; we will
all perish ratheg than sbandon it. The Governwent is com-
posed of men excellent as a role, though perhaps mot quite
efficient for a task which would require the genius of
Napoléon snd the beart of Jesus. Bat the anmiva of all
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those men, full of talent and generoms impulse and good-
will, is sufficient to master the situation.” They mean good,
they seek it, and try to do it. They are all sincerely guided
by principles superior to the individual capacity of each
of them. The will of all, the right of the people. The
people of Paris are so kind, so indunlgent, so confident in
their own cause, and Bo sfrong, that they themselves help
their rulers. .

Could sach a disposition last for ever it would be a social
ideal. It ought to be fostered. From one end of France to
the other, everybody must keep the Republic and protect it
from its enemies. The desire, the principle, the fervent wish
of the members of the provisional Government is that the
people should send to the National Assembly men who are
troly its representatives, many of whom, as many as possible,
should come from its own ranks. . .

Your friends ought to think of the foregoing congiderations,
and turn their eyes upon you at the forthcoming elections.
I am very sorry to be unacquainted with the influential people
of our political views in your town. I should beseech them to
select you, and order you, in the namne of my motherly affec-
tion for you, to accept without any hesitation. See to every-
thing yourself ; direct public opinion, for it needs guidance.
It is no longer a question of vanity or ambition, as was
formerly the case. Every one of us must put his hand to thé
belm, 86 as to help iu steering the ship of the State, and place
his whole time, his whole heart, his own intelligance, his whole .
virtue at the disposal of the Republic. Poets may, like
Lamartine, be great citizens. As for the working classes,
they must let us know their wants, their aspirations. Write
tv me soom, snying that that is your opinion, and that you will
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endeavonr to enforce it. Had I auy friends here, I shounld de
my best to make them share my views on that subject.

In a few days I shall probably start for Paris, there to
establish a newspaper or perform any other useful work.
Depend upon it, I ehall select the best possible means to
farther our aims! My heart is foll and my head distracted.

All my physical sufferiogs, all my private tronbles, are for-
gotten, I am full of life, strength, and activity; I feel as
though I were ‘only twenty years of age. I came here in
order to belp my friends as far as lay in my power, to revo-
lutionise Berry, which seems to lack enthnsiasm. Maurice is
doing his best at Nobant. Everybody does what he can. In
the meantime, my daughter has been safely delivered of s girl.
Borie will probably be elected deputy for the Department of
the Corréze. In the meaniime he will help me to organise my
paper. -

I hope that we shall all meet again in Paris, full of life
sad resolution, ready to die on the barricades if the Republic
should succumb. Baot no! the Repablic will live; for now is
its time. Upon you, who have sprung from the people,
devolves the duty of defending it to the last.

Many kisses to Désirée and Solange. I bless and love

you all.
Write to me here. Your letter will be forwarded to me

%0 Paris, shoald I bi there.
Show this letter to your friends. Upon this oceasion I

aathorize and request yon to do so.
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To M, MAavriCE SAND, Nohant.

Panis, 24¢th Mareh, 1848, .
My pear Boy,

I am as busy a8 a statesman. To-day I wrote two
governmental circnlars, one of which is intended for the
Ministry of Public Instruction, the other for the Ministry of
the Interior. What amuses me is that that 4hose circulars-
sre intended for the mayors, so that you will receive your
mother’s instructions through official channels.

Ha, ha! Mister Mayor#* you must now walk straight;
and, to begin with, you will have to read every Sunday, to
your assembled National Guards, oue of the Bulletins de la
République. When you have read it you will have to explain
it, after which you will have to see that it be poste% upon the
church doors. The postmen have received”instructions to
report any mayor failing to carry out the foregoing regu-
lations. Do not, therefore, neglect them. By carefully
rending those bulletins, you will‘aoon'perceive that they
clearly define your duties as a mayor and as a citizen. Yoa will
have to do the same with the eirculars of the Ministry of
Public Instroction, I am harassed right and left. I don’t
know how to reply to all who call on me. Yet I am quite
willing to do so. _ *

While I am thus busy, my two Letters to the People are
being printed. I am aboht to write a review + with Viardot,f

* Maarice Sand had just been appointed mayor of the Communs of
Nohant-Vie,

t La Cauee du Peuplo (The Peoplds Cause).

1 Paul Viardot.
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a prologue* for Lockroy.t I have induced Ledru-Rollin to
ask Pauline } for a Marseillaise. At all events, Rachel sings,
go they say, the trne Marseillnise every evening at the
“ Franceis,” § in & most admirable manner. I intend going
to-morrow to hear her. ’

My puoblisher is beginning to pay me. He has already
poked out (sic) 8,000 francs, and promised the rest some
time next week; I therefors hope to be soon out of
difficulties. Of conrse you understand that 1 refrain from
asking our Government for a penny piece. But, should I
find myself in straits, I would requmest a loan from them, and
thas avoid the risk of a catastrophe. You also will under-
stand that the fact of my being the anthor of the official Acts
of the Government must not be divalged on the house-tnps.
I do not sign my name to any of them. You must have
recoived the first six numbers of the Bulletin de la Tipublique;
the seventh will be my own production. 1 shall keep the
whole series for you; you may thus post yours without caring
whether they get destroyed by the rain or not.

In to-day’s Réforme yon can see my report of the fite of
Nohant-Vic, and your name figuring foremost in it. Every-
thing is going as well here as it is going irong in onr Depart-
ment. I warned Ledru-Rollin of what was taking place at
La Chatre. He is about to send a special representative
there. Keep that piece of news to yourself. I have made
acquaintance with Jean Reynand Barbés, and M. Boadin, a
candidate for the representation of the Indre. The latter

* Le Ryi attend (The King is wailing).’
- ¢ A distinguished joornalist
$ Panline Viardit, an actress.
§ Le Théatre Francais—the principal Frepch theatre.
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appears to me a rather staunch Republican; he is, indeed,
on intimate terms with Ledrz-Rollin. We may, perhaps,
have to back him up. I believe that the elections will be
delayed. But you must not say so, and above all must not
neglect the political training of the people entrusted to your
care. Yon have your own part to perform; every ome has a
duty to folfil with respect to those elections, even Lambert,
who must exert himself to preach the Republic to the in-
habitants of Nohant, ‘

I am still living in your shanty, and shall probably stay in
it. From an economical point of view it answers my purpose,
and the members of the provisional Government are not
deterred from calling on me there. Solange writes to me that
she is quite well, and is starting for Paris, Clésinger * will,
by degrees, secure success, The Republic acknowledges his
talent, and, when rich, will give him work, »

Rothschild is now indulging in the- expi:ession sof fine
gentiments towards the Republic. The provisional Govern-
ment is closely watching his movements, and would send
the Mobile Goards after him if he were to attempt to run
away with his money, That is another piece of news which,
1 need not tell you, must be kept to yourself. Funny things,
indeed, are now happening daily. _

Both the Government and the people here are expecting
that the provinces will return deputies holding reactionary
views, snd are agreed upon pitching them through the
window. Come, and we will go together to ses the perform-
ance and lsugh over it. People bere are as, bold as they
. are timorous in our part of the country. The people are

* A celebrated sculptor, Solange Sand’s husband.
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playing their last card, but the game is worth it, Farewell,
dear boy; a thousand kisses.

Le Pdtu* goes every evening to a clab of Correzians. . . .
There they only speak pafois. It must be grand!

He (Borie) intends starting for his Department as scon
as I settle down. He is quite annoyed at having to wait
for me, often until one or two in the morning, in the ante-
rooms of the Ministers upon whom I call, for he always comes
with me, He says that that is a confounded nuisance. I
fancy that he will be returned to Parliament, where he will
no doubt propese the adoption of some protective messure
in favour of chestnul growers.

Do not fail to tell your National Guards that their doings
constitute the leading fopic of the day in Paris. That will
flatter them a little.

Keepoup your energies, for we are going at fine speed.
Emmaxzue! + was threatened for two wholo hours by ruffians
who wanted to kill him, they not wishing to give up the keys
of the Lyons powder magazine and eight pieces of cannon.
He, however, maneged to pacify them, thanks to his eloquence
and pluck; for he can display the latter whenever required.

- Despite all obstacles, you will see that we shall have
the Republic. The people Lave risen here, and the masses
offer a derilishly fine spectacle. Every day, and st every
point of the town, they are planting frees of lderty. I
gaw three of them yesterday in diffevent streets; they were
immense pine-trees, carried on the shonlders of fifty work-
mep. Preceding them came drums, flags, and crowds of
thoee handsome toilers of the soil, powerful, grave in their

#* Victor Borie, t+ Emmannel Amga,
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countenances, with wreaths of foliage on their heads, and
spades, pick-axes, or hatchets on their shounlders; what a
magnificent sight, far above all the Roberis in the world !

To M. pE LAMARTINE, Paris.

" Panis, April, 1848
Sig, '
I fully understand you. Your object is to avoid a ravo-
lation, bloodshed, violence, the too prompt sdvent of a blind
democracy, in many respects still barbarous and uncivilised.
I believe that you exaggerate the state of infancy of that
democracy on the one band, and that, on the other, you feel
doubts as to its convulsions being likely to bring about its
rapid and divine progress. How can you feel doupts about
. it? you, who were never admitted to decipher')(:‘rod’ 8 deaigns,
and can therefore appreciate how dear to Him is that poor
humanity in labour | you who, from the sublime revelations
which pepetrated into your postic and artistic soul, can
judge of the miracles which the Almighty keeps in re-
serve for the understanding of the weak snd the oppressed!
What! in a few years, you scaled the loftiest regions of
homan thought, and, making your way through the dark-
ness of Catholicism, were carried by the Spirit of God
high enough to utter this oracle, which I repeat from morning’
till night: '
“The more light there is, the better one sees (xod !
The light that sprung from you has scattered the mist
of fuint smoke and light fogs in which the vanity of the
world wanted o detein you; and, now, you are unwilling
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to believe that its divine will, which performed that wonder
with a single individual, can cause the same lights of truth
to flash upon a whole nation ! You believe that it will wait
centaries before bringing into reslity the magic picture
which it allowed you to glance at? No, indeed! No!
its dawn is nearer at hand than you think, and if nearer, it
is because it i8 inscribed upon the dial of centuries. You
have made a mistake s regards the appointed hour, great
poet and great man! You believe yourself to be living
in the times when the duty of righteons men and of men
of genins was identicsl, and tending equally to delay the
rain of societies etill good and durable! Yon belicve that
the rnin is only beginning, whereas it is consummated, and
one single stone is alone preventing the edifice from falling
to pieces! Do you then wish to be that last sfone, the
keystone of that impure vanlt, yon who hate impuority
from the bottom of your heart, and, in your lyrical impalses,
deny Mammon in the face of the world ?

If the society of the business men.with whom yor conde-
scend to aseociate were to frankly occupy itzelf with the
emancipation of the human race, I would admire you a8 &
saint, and say that to condescend to eat at the punblicans’
table in order to canse truth toJawn upon them is to unite
~ the meekness of Jesus with His genios. But yoa kpow full
" well that yon eanhot bring abont suoch results. The miracle
which consists in converting and touching corrapted or
ignorant souls is in the bands of the Eternal alone, and it
appears that He does not intend thus to begin the work of
regeneration, since He does not enlighten or soften any of
those souls. The under strata of society are alone Leing
worked upon, and the upper strata seem intended to be pat
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aside as mere dross. Why are you with those whom God does
not wish to enlighten, snd not with those whom He en-
lightens? Why do you place yourself between the wealthy
bourgeois and the proletariat, preaching to the one resigna-
tion—~that is the continuation of its sufferings until & new state
of things, which your business men will delay as much as they
possibly can—to the other, sacrifices resulting only in insig-
nificant concessions, themselves brooght a.bont by fear rather
than by persuasion ? '

If fear alone can shake and vanqulsh the latter, do, for
heaven’'s sake, side with the disinherited of this world in their
menaces, even if you should have the next day fo interfere
in order to prevent their carrying them out. Bince you want

action, since you are ano active nature anxious for something
to do, that is tha nuly action worthy of you; for times are ripe
for it, and it will gurprise you, in the midst of the unpa.rtlal calm-
ness wherein you are wrapped up, closing both eyes angd.pars,
before the ebbing and roaring tide. It is time yet, and, since
your heart is full of truth and its love, there is between you
and this people but an error of calculation as regards the
calendar, which each of you consults in & different Jight. Do
not cause posterity to say: “That great man died with his’
eyes open to the future and closed to the present. He pre-
dicted the reign of justice, and, by a strange contradiction
~too frequent, alas| among celebrated men—he held to the
past and did his best to prolong it. It is true that one verse
from him was ‘of more worth and effect than -all the political
lubours of his life; for, that verse was Lhe wvgice of God
speaking within him, and to those pclitical labours he was
doomed by human error; yet it is cruel to think that he can
only be reckoned among th.o lights, and not among the beraes
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of the period of struggle whose rapid progress and close
issne he failed to perceive,”

If you should become President of the Chamber, and
remain, while occupying the presidential chair, the same as
you are in the vanlted hall at Saint-Point, so much the better.
I believe that you could do a deal of good there, for you are
conscientious, full of integrity, incorruptible, sincere, honest
in the full political acceptation of the word, I am well aware
of that now ; yet how much more strength, enthusinsm, abne-
gation, and pions fapaticism yon would require to be as s
politician the same man as yon are as a poet! No, you never
will be that ; yon will be afraid lest you should appear odd
and ridiculous ; yon will give way to prejudices; you will
think that business men are to be treated in & businesclike
manner, Yon will forget that, onteide the deaf and narrow
walls of Parliament, the voice of a man of heart and genios
will4agoand abroad and stir the whole world.

No, you wounld not dare to do it! Having spoken the
beautiful things that fill your speeches, you will, in an after-
thought—an aftarthought which so fally justifies M. de
Talleyrand's hateful saying-—endeavour to calm the irritation
bronght about by your bold epeeches, and rub the sponge
of oblivior over yoar fiery worda. As in your verse, you will
again sey: “Be not afraid of me, gentlemen, I am not o
democrut ; I shotld too much fear that I might appear befoure
you as 8 demagogne.” That you will not dare to do!

It is not for fear of low-minded men that you will do it ; T
am aware that yoa would readily face misery and tortures, but
it be for fear of scandal, for fear of those self-sufficient
uojﬁtias who pose as statesmen, and might say with seorn-
ful pity: “He is mad, ignorant, and of coarse tate; Le
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flatters the people; he is but a poet, he is not & statesman,
a profound politician like us.”” Like them ! like them who,
infatuated with themselves, stand with one foot in the gaping
abyss which already carries them away, withont their being
aware of it ! ‘ ‘ ‘

But what of that, if the whole universe were to refuse to
acknowledge the courage of a great man, if the people them-
selves, in their blind ingratitnde, were to twit you with being
a fool, a dreamer, and a simpleton. . . . But no, you are not
a fanatic, and yet you ought to be one, since you are one
of those to whom God speaks on Sinai. You may also re-
enter private life, but you ought not to be an ordinary citizen.
You are expected to carry into the icy midsts, in which cor-
rupted hearts get paralysed and languish, the fire that inflamed
you in your meeting with the Lord.

" You are a man of intellect and honesty ; it remrins for you
to be a virtuous one.

May the source of light and love canse the zeal for its glory
to absorb your heart, O creature of élite !

'To Maveice Sanp, Nokant,

Pangs, 17th April, 1848
Mr prar Boy, :

My opinion is that the Republic has been destroyed in
principle and in its future, at least in its immediate futore.
It wuas to-day sullied by demeands for blood. Daring the
whole of the daey liberty, equality, fraternity were trampled

tpon, It is the counterpart of the manifestation against the
buslies,
YOL. IL 0
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It was not only the busbies ; it was the whole bourgeoirie
armed and in full wniform; it was the whole saburbs, those
same ferocious suburbs which, in 1832, used to yell : ** Death to
the Eepublicans!™ To-day they shout: *““Long live the
Hepublic! ” but “ Death to the Communists ! * Death to
Oabet!” Those cries were uttered by 200,000 voices, the
majority of which repeated them though quite mnaware of
what Commaunism is. To-day, Paris bekaved like La Chatre.

I must tell you how all this occurred, for yor would he
unable to make anything out of the various newspaper
accounts. Keep that secret for yourself,

Three, or rather four, conspiracies have been set on foot
during the Jast week, _

First of all, Ledru-Rollin, Louis Blanc, Flocon, Caussidiére,
and Albert wanted to onst Marrast, Garnier-Pagés, Carnot,
Bethmontg-in fine, all the moderate men of the Repablic—
from the provis.i.onal Government, They would have retained
Lamartine and Arago, who, preferring power to opinions,
which they do not possess, would have gone over to them
and the pecple. K was a well-meant plot. All the others
were intended to bring us back monarchical institations, the
reign of bankers, extreme poverty and mneglect of the poor,
unbridled loxory for the rich; in short, the eystem which
canses the working classes to be slavishly dependent om the
" work which masters mete out to them, cavilling abouat it and
withholdiog it as they please. That co;msplracy could, therefore,
have saved the Republic, proclaimed at once the diminutisn
of the taxatign of the poor, taken measures which, without
ruining honest fortunes, could have brought France safcly
throggh the financial crisis she is suffering from; it could
have modified the form of the electoral law, which is bad ard
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likely to give unsatisfactory results; it could, in fine, have
brought about sll the reforms that are now needed, enlisted
the sympathies of the people in favonr of the Republic,
which, thanks to the bourgeois, goes thoroughly against it
in the provinces, and succeeded in securing for us a National
Assembly which would have required no compulsion in order
to vote nseful measares.

The second conspiracy was that of Marrast, Garnier-Pagés,
and Co., who wanted to arm the bourgeoisia and to induce if -
to declare itself against the people, at the same time pre-
serving, under the name of Republic, Louis Philippe’s system.

The third was, so they say, that of Blanqui, Cabet, and
Raspail, who intended to attempt a coup de main, with the
help of their disciples and friends of the Jacobin eclubs, in
order to put themselves in the plﬁxce of the provisional
Government. i =

The fourth was a complication of the first: Louia Blane,
with Vidal, Albert, and the working men’s school of the
Luxembourg, bent.upon securing his appointment as Dictator
and sweeping all before him. I have uo direct proof of
that, but it now appears to me pretty certain,

‘This is the story of those four conspiracies :

Ledru-Rollin, unable to arrange with Louis Blane, or
thinking bimself betrayed by him, failed to act adequately, in
fact, took no prominent part in the proceedmgs

Under the pretence that Cabet was bent upon bloodshed
and pillage, Marrast and Co secretly called to their aid all the
suburbs and all the armed bourgeoisie, and succezeded so well
in impressing everybody with that belicf, that Ledru-Rollin's
honest and respectable party, supported by Barbés, Caussidiére,

and ell my friends, never stirred, being unwilling, in the
c2 .
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midst of the confusion of & popular aunthority, to give help
and protection to Cabef, who is an ass, or to Raspail and
Blanqui, the Marat of the present times, The conspiracy of
Blangui, Raspail, and Cabet did not perhaps exist by itself,
though it was possibly part and parcel of Louia Blanc’s. The
former cannot, by themselves, rely upon more than a thousand
faithful followers throughout the whole of Paris. They,
therefore, do not deserve all the noise made about them.

Lonis Blanc’s conspiracy, sapported by 30,000 work-
men belonging to the various trade unions, closely united
by the formula of the organisation of Iabour, was the only
one which could really canse any uneasiness to Marrast's
party. Bat then it would have been croshed by the armed
Nationa! Guards, if it had made the semblance of & movement,

Each of the foregoing combinations bad a different pretext
for making a demonstration to-day.

Thatof Loais Blanc’s workmen was to meet in the Champs
de Mars, in order to elect their staff officers.

That of Marrast’s snburbs was to essemble to recerve ita
officers, -

As for the Mobile Guards, and Canpssidiire's and Ledru's
police, their object was to prevent Blanqui, Raspail, and
Cabet attempting a coup de main.

As for the latter, they met with the avowed object of
carrying patriotic offerings to the Hotel de Ville.

In the midst of all this, two meu thought of themselves,
withont playing any part in the manifestation. Leroux was
ready to usarp Cabet’s rule over the Communists. But he had
not enongh steadiness in his ideas, nor emough aundacity to
carry out his designs. He did nol put in an appearance.

The other was Lamartine, a kind of Lafayette minus his
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shrewdness, who wants to become President of the Republic
and will perhaps succeed in his endeavours, because he
respects all ideas and all men, without believing in any idea
or loving any man. Without his having done anything, the
honours and the trinmph of the day belonged to him.

This is how matters passed :

At two o'clock Louis Blanc’s 30,000 workmen came
to the Champ de Mars, where they were told that Louis
Blanc had not been; on hearing which they grew quite cool
and dissatisfied. At the same hour, at the various points, the
National Guards of Paris and its saburbs appeared, at least
100,000 men, who marched to the Invalides, the esplanade
of which they merely crossed on their way to the Hotel de
Ville, which they were bent upon rea.ch.mg at the same time
a8 the workmen.

The movement was most cleverly executed. The working
men carried bunners, npon which were inseribed theip various
mottoes and devices: Organisation of labour; No more
exploitation of man by man.

Their object was to secure definitively from the provisional
Government its adherence to those principles. It is thought
that, if any of the members of the Government had refused,
the working men would have iusisted upon their resignation.
They would have endeavoured to carry their aim peacefully,
for they were unarmed; though, being all of them National
Guards, they could ‘tansily have bronght their arms with
them.

But they had no chance of enforcing their, wishes; they
were only allowed to tender their offerings and make their
requests with the greatest civility; for they had scarcely
entered on the Quai du Louvre, when they were hemmed in
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by two rowa of National Guards, armed to the testh, with
Joaded guns and pouches full of cartridges. Arrived at the
Pont des Arts, the workmen were further divided. A third
row of National and Mobile Guards was placed in the centre,
So that five rows were walking abreast : three rows of armed
bourgeois in the centre and on the flanks, two rows of
uparmed workmen on the right and left of the centre row;
and, in the intervals, patrols of mounted National Guards,
stupid and lngl;,r as usnal,

it was a fine, yet sod spectacle, that prond and dissatisfied
popalace walking in the midst of all those bayonets I Those
who carried the bayonets kept ghouting and bawling:  Long

" live the Republic! Long live the provisional Government!
Long live Lamartine!”” The working men replied : * Long live
the good Republic ! Long live Equality ! Lomg live Christ’s
true Bepuldic 1

Crowds of spectators covered the footpath, embankments,
and all available places. I was with Rochery, and it was
impossible to walk otherwise than with she body of workmen,
always kind, politey and brotherly. Every five minutes the
workmen had to come to a standstill, and the National Guards
sent forward several of its platoons, so as to preserve a space

Jbetween each body of workmen, and even between each
trade union. The workmen were, so to speak, caught in the

® meshes of a vast net. They fully realised it, and restrained
their indiguation. .

Arrived at the Place de I'Hitel de Ville, they had to
wait a whole khour so that the Mobile and bourgevis Guards
might take up their positions. At the windows of the
Hitel de Ville the provisional Government were posing like
so many Apolles. Louis Blanc assumed the correct attitude
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of & Saint-Just. Ledru-Rollin showed himself but little, and
made the best of a bad bargain. Lemartine was triumphant
thronghont. Garnier-Pagés had a regular Jesuit’s counte-
nance; Crémienx and Paguerre were lavish of their hideous
faces and wers royally bowing to the populace.

The poor workmen were kept back behind the bourgeois
guards, along the houses round the square. The troops at
last opened their ranks so aa to leave a i:assage for them, so
narrow that instead of four abreast, in which the workmen .
were before, they had to walk in twos, being thus permitted
to reach the railings, behind which stood 100,000 bayonets
and loaded guns, The armed Mobile Guards, excited .
or deceived as to the real intentions of the working men,
would have fired on them at the first command. The great
Lowartine condescended to come down on the landing of the
outside staircase to givé them empty promises.

I could not hea}r the speeches; but they 1s.st.edqf|’111y ten
minutes, and, satisfied or not, the workmen had to listen, after
which they broke up their meeting, going home through the
back streets, while the bourgeois and the National Guards were
being pompously reviewed by Lamartine and the others.

As T had worked my way into the midst of the boyish
Mobile Guards es far as the centre of the square in order to
see better, I then made off so as to be spared the grand
honour of being reviewed with them, and’ went to dine af
Pinson’s,* {feeling quite depressed at seeing how low the
prospects of the Republican Kepublic stand, perhaps for many
years to come,

This evening I went out with Borie to see what was
going on. All the workmen were gone; the streets were in

# A fashionable restaurant-keeper.
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the power of the bourgevis, stadents, shopkeepers, idlers of all
sorts, who shouoted : *“ Doun with the Communists ! Death fo
the Cabetists! Death to Cabet | And children in the streets,
not knowing what they were saying, were echoing those cries
for blood. That ia how the bourgeoisic is"educating the people.
The first cry of death and the delightful word lanterne® were
to-day flung at the Revolution by the bourgeois. They will do
fine things if they bave their own way.

On the Pont des Arts we heard the drums beating the
charge, and, by the light of the torches, we saw an immense
line of bayonets moving quickly in the direction of the Hétel
de Ville. We ran there. It was the Second Legion, com-
posed of the leading bourgeois of Paris and others of the
same rank, about 20,000 men altogether, deafeningly vocife-
rating that eternal cry of “ Death to Cabet!” *f Death lo
the Communists!” I certainly do not much care for Cabet ;
but why, out of three men of whom he is not the worst, is he
always taken to task? Blanqni and Raspail, withont doubt,
deserve more hatred, yet their names were pot even once
pronounced. It is that they do not represent ideas, and that
is precisely what the bourgeoisie wanta to do away with, To-
morrow people will shout : “ Down with all the Socialists!”
“ Down with Louis Blanc !’ and when, baving long cried
“ Doun with !’ when grown guite nsed to heanng the word
lanterne, when tl® ears of the masses have been accnstomed
to those threats of death, people will wonder if these same
masses torn round and take their fevenge. It im infamous!
Had that nnfortanate Cabet put in an appearance he would
have been torn to pieces ; for the great majority of the people
fancied they saw in Cabet a redoubtable enemy.

® 4 la lanterne ! js an equivalent for the expression, * Hang him ' "
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We followed that crowd of madmen as far as the Hotel de
Ville, and they marched past the building (which all the
members of the provisional Government had left) still bawling
the same burden and firing a few shots in the air. Those
bourgeois, who will not allow the lower classes to fire equibs,
had their own guns loaded with bullets, and might have killed
some of the people looking on from their windows. They did
not mind that, they were like a wild host of bloodthirsty
"beasts. Had any one found fanlt with them they would have
killed him. The poor little Mobile Guards fraternised with
the bourgeois, not knowing what they were about. On the
- staircase General Courtais and his staff were repeating,  Death
to Cabet 1 .

What a fine day’s work ! .

We returned home late. The whole quay was full of
groups of people. In each group a working man 'defended,
not Cabet—nobody cares for him—but the principle of liberty
violated by that brutal demonstration, and the whole group
‘was cursing Cabet and interpreting Commaunism exactly after
the fashion of Delaveau’s vine-dressers. I heard those isolated
orators, whom everybody gaiosaid, uttering very good and
wise things. They were telling the wags, who ridiculed
Communism, that the more stupid that doctrine appeared to
them the less justified they were in persccuting it as dan-
gerous; that Communists were but fow aid very peacefully
disposed ; that if they liked Tcarie * they certainly had & right
to dream of it, ete. A .

Then came up patrols of Mobile Guards—they were as
numerous as the groups; they went about, took part for &
moment in the discussion, uttered regular slang jokes, re-

* The idesl country of Communiam.
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quested the people to break up their mecting and move on,
and went away, repeating as a pass-word given upon receiving
their glasses and cigars: “ Down with Cabet! Deatk to the
Communiste /" Those Mobile Guards, g0 intelligent and so
gallant, are already deceived and corrupied. Those work-
ing men, on joining the fine bourgecis regiments, accepted
bourgeois ideas with their glittering brand-new uniforma.
They often left their hearts in their blonses. They did the
work of the aristocracy and reaped the fruits thereof.

In all that the evil, the great evil, does not so much, as
people say, arige from the fact of the working classes being as
yet unable to grasp ideas. Neither does it proceed from s
want of mature ideas.

All the ideas that are yet unknown, and not yet under-
stood, wonld meet all requirements if men who represent
those ideag were good ; it is not the ideas that are defective, it
is the characters of those who seek to spread them. Truth
only lives in straightforward souls ; to exercise its inflaence it
muost be spoken by pare lips. Men are false, ambitioas, vain,
selfish, and the best of them is not worth the devil ; it is very
sad indeed!

Barbés and Etienne Arago are the most honest characters
whom I ever met with. They are as brave as lions, and,
when they take up a cause, devote themselves to it with all
their hearts. I have made the scquaintance of Carteret,
General Secretary of Police. He is & noble-minded man.
As for Barbés, he is a hero. I fancyCansatdxere i3 also very
good, bat they are all in the backgroaad ; all prominent men
live with this ideal-—self, self, self.

Weo shall see to-morrow what the people will think of
all that on waking wp. It is, indeed, quite possible that they



Letters of George Sand. 2%

may not be satisfied ; but I am afraid that it will be already
too late to shake off the yoke. The bourgeoisie have taken
their revenge.

That wretch of a Cabet, Blanqui, Raspail, and a fow others
miss the truth becanse they preach only one side of it. We
cannot embrace their cause, and yet the persecution which
attaches to them paves the way to that to which we shall
soon be subjected ourselves. The principle is violated, and it is
the bourgeoisie who will again raise the scaffold.

1 am very sad, my boy. If this should go on, and there
shonld be nothing to do in a certain sense, I shall go back to
Nohant, there io write and console myself beside you. I am
anxious to see what sort of men the members of the National®
Assembly will be, after which I really believe there will be
nothing for me to do here.

To THE SAuE.

Paris, 19¢h dpril, 1848,

I bope that you sleep in full security, and that, if the
rumours which are night and day circulated through Paris
have reached the provinces, where they must assume dreadful
proportions, you do not believe a word of them, We are again
going through the year of fear. It is fabulous | Last night
every quarter of Paris pretended that two of its pickets had
been attacked and carried off. That meant many pickets
carried off, although in reality not a dog had stirved.

This morning at daybreak the rappel was beat. Orders
were then countermanded, although the National Guards were
told to remain in readiness for any emergency. Every hour
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8 fresh story was circalated. Blanqui was arrested, or Cabet,
who flies for his lifel had attacked the Hotel de Ville.
Leronx has become invisible; I believe he has gone to
Boussac. Raspail gives himeelf out as dead. And yet the
whole of Paris, without excepting all the clubs, the provisional
Government, Caussidiére himself, and the rank and file of the
National Goards, have all been thrown into the wildest state
of excitement by those three very men—Cabhet, Blanqui, and
Raspail. The Mobile Guards are being told that the subarbs
are looting everything; the suburbs are informed that the
Commuonists are makiog barricades, It is a regular farce.
They were all bent npon frightening one another, and suc-
«ceeded g0 well that they are all frightened in earnest.

I came back at two o’clock yesterday morning all alone
from the Ministry in the Rue de Grenelle, aud this morning at
half-past one, still alone. The moon is shining as brightly as
possible. Not a soul in the street, except patrols every few
yards. When a poor belated foot traveller appears at the
corner of a street, the patrol cock their rifles, present front,
and watch him pass. It is sbeer madness; it is truly,as I told
you, the same thing as in 89, and now I fally understand the
latter. You know that it never was clearly explained, and that
twenty different causes were, with much pribability, ascribed
to it. Now I feel certain that all those canses existed then as
to-day, and that it was not due to any one particalar cause.

There are moments in revolution.s, when each party tries to
make use of fear to bamper the action of its adversaries. It
is now the,case with the foor latent conspiracies which I
peinied cut to yon yesterday. People to-day speak of a fifth
one, and I believe myself there are two or three others. The
Legitimisis wanted to frighten the Republic; the middle pariy,
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Guizot and the Regency party, Thiers and Girardin, I feel
sure, have also played their game, with or withount the hope of
bringing about a conflict, )

But all those threats are matnally paralysed ; all the clubs
are sitting permanently during the nights, their members are
all armed, the premises are barricaded ; no one is allowed fo
leave, afraid as they are of being assassinated; and, as they
are all equally afraid of oue another, they all remain shut up
and dare not budge; therefore, the evil brings its own remedy.
Some, among the most excited, are of opinion that they should
be the first to attack ; but, being afraid of being themselves
attacked first, they keep on the defensive. It is stupid, and
the expected tragedy becomes a comedy.

I bave just left portly Ledro-Rollin, endeavouring to haul
himself on to the top of a horse as stout as himself, in order to
take a ride through Paris, laughing at and not caring a fig for
. &ll that is going on. Etienne is wild, and says that it all
bothers him. Borie and his cousin are shut up in the National
Palace Club, and swearing, I am sure, at being kept out of
their beds. ‘ .

The population, expecting to hear the focsin and the
booming of guns, only sleep with one eye shut. M. de
Lamartine, wishing to be on the best of terms with everybody,
offered to shelter in his official residence the great Cabet, who
poses a8 & martyr. Everybody says: We are betrayed ! ”
Iu short, it is superb. "If you were here, we should spend the
rest of the night in walking about the streets, so as to witness
the great mystification. It is such, that many sevious men are
quite deceived by it.

If T chose, I could also give myself out as a victim; for,
because of unusually strong lines written by me in one of the
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Bulletins,* the whole class of bourgeois let locse nupon me an
incredible burst of fury. I em certainly very cosy, all alone
in your garret; yet, if I wished to pose as a victim, I need
ouly write to-morrow to all the papers that, like Cabet or the
late Marat, I am left without a stone wherenpon to rest my
head.

To-morrow the Government will make known the im-
portant measures which they took yesterday with regard to
progressive taxation, finaucial laws, collateral saccession, ete.
That will no doubt be the end of the panic, and from general
stopidity will proceed gencral good. I hope also that it will
bring about the end of the financial crisis. Amen! Thus
will be played the first act in the great drama whose dinoue-
ment is unknown to anybody.

Good pight, my Boali! + Do not be uneasy : if one single
shot were fired I should let you know at once; therefore do
not fret. I kisa yon. I saw Solange to-day. She is quite
well. i’othing new 88 regards my business affairs. My
Rerue does not go well: people are too preoccupied, every-
body is living in anxiety as regards the fatore.

_ Good night, once more. I am on the lock-out for a civil
outbreak : as yet the only noises that reach w.y ears are thoze
of the Luxembourg clock siriking the hours, and the squeaking

of your weathercock. .

% The Bull:tins dz la Répullique, a publication to which George Eand
contributed. .
1 Herx son’s pet name,
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To THE SAME.

Panis, 21ot April, 1848,

Do mot worry yourself. You did not tell me what
your reasons were for dismissing your council, althongh that
should have been your firat care,

Bo it a3 it may, rest assured that they ehall not have the
best of yon. I mentioned the matter to Ledru-Rollin, who
said that you probably did not take thet step wantonly, that
very likely the circumstances required the measure, and that
you ought to be backed up and assisted. I have just written
to Fleury rather stiffly upon the subject; yon must therefore
heed neither recriminations nor menaces.

Any man, whether a member of the provisional Govern-
ment or mayor of Nobant-Vic, who just now acts in a
revolutionary spirit, meets with resistance, reaction, hatred, .

"and threats. Could it be possible otherwise, and what would
be the merit of our being revolutionaries if everything went
on smoothly, if we only needed to wish in order to succeed?
No, we are now, and shall perhaps for a long time yet, be
engaged in an obstinate straggle.

Have I lived otherwise since I began to exist, and could
we have believed that three days of street fights would give
to our idess en undisturbed reign, free from obstacles and
perils 7

The counter-revolution is smouldering under the thatch
of cottages as under the marble of palaces. Tet us still
advance! Do not fret, be firm, and above all accustom
your nerves to that state of struggle which must soon become
our normal condition. Ae you know, people get accustomed
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to go to sleep in the midst of noise. Yom must not believe
that we can ever come to a standstill. Our victory and our
rest lie in our going ahead.
] The féte of Fraternily has been the most glorious in
history. One million of souls, forgetting all resentment,
all clashing of interests, forgiving the past, heedless of the
future, and embracing one another throughout Paris to the
cry of Long live Fraternily! It was soblime. 1 should have
to write twenty pages to give yom an account of all the
events of the day; but I can scarcely dispose of five minutes.
As a spectacle, you can bardly form any idea of what it was.
You will find a very brief account of it in the Bulletin de la
Republique and in the Cause du Peuple. By-the-bye, do you
receive the latter publication? I have to deal with the most
detestable lot of publishers that ever were; they do not send
the copies and are surprised at not getting subscriptions. 1
am gowg fo change all that.

Bui, talking abont the fite, I must tell you that it bas a
far more important bearing than all the intrigues of the after-
noom of the 15th. It showa that the masses do not grasp the
differences, the shades that exist between our ideas, but that
they keenly feel great things and mean fo kave them. Courage,
then! To-morrow, perhaps, the grand compact sworn to by
the multitnde will be broken in the conscience of individuals;
but, as soon as the struggle threatens to take place, the people
(that is, all the people) will rise and eay :

“ No more speeches, but let os fight ! ”

Ahi how I missed you yesterdsy! The sky, the city,
the horizon, the green country, the domes of the stately
baildings, viewed from the top of the Arc de Triomphe,
throngh rain and eunshive, what & frame for the most
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gigantic human scene that ever took place! From the Bastile,
from the Observatory to the Arc de Triomphe, and far beyond
outside of Paris, over an area of five leagues, 400,000 rifles close
togother like a moving wall, the Artillery, all the troops of
the line, the Mobile Guards, the National Guards of the city
and the subarbs, all the uniforms, all the gorgeons pageant of
the army, all the rags and tatters of the holy mob, and as
spectators the whole population of ell ages and both sexes,
singing, shounting, clapping hands, and mixing with the pro-
cession. It was truly glorious. Read the papers; they are

“well worth reading. You would have gone mad at all that!

1 witnessed the epectacle during two whole hours, and was
not satisfied then. In the evening the illuminations, the
march-past of the troops, carrying torches, a regular stream
of fire, Ab, my poor boy! where were you? I thought of
you all the time. You ‘must come up here for the Bth of
May, even if they should burn Nohant during your ausence.
Farewell, I love you.

To CrrizeN CAussiDIERE, Prefect of Police.

Nonaxr, 20th May, 1848,
Crmizes,

Ou the 15th of May 1 was in the Rug de Bourgogne,
mixed with the crowd, curious and anxious, like a good many
more, abont the issue of s manifestation whose only aim
seemed to be & popular expression in favour of Poland. While

- passing a café, I had pointed out to me & very excited lady,

at & ground-floor window, haranguing the mob and receiving
a sort of ovation, Bome persons, who were close to me,

assured we that the lady was George Sand. Now, citizen,
VoL IL D
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I can assore you that it was not I, and that I was in the
crowd, but one more witness of one of the most regrettable
events of the 15th of May.,

Since I have the opportunity of furnishing you with the
particulars of the events of that extrdordinary day, I will tell
you what I saw,

The manifestation was very largely attended ; I followed it
for three honrs. For the majority of the citizens who joined
it in its progress, and for those who applanded it as it passed
by, it was nothing more than a manifestation in favour of
Poland. People were surprised and delighted at the free
passage accorded to that demonstration as far as the gates of
the Assembly. They supposed that orders had been given to
allow the petition-bearers to enter the House; nobody fore-
saw that scenes of violence were likely to ocenr in the midst
of the representatives of the nation. Romours from the
interier of the Assembly were finding their way oat of doors.
. Some were saying that, in compliance with the wish of the

people, the Assembly had unanimously declared itself in
favour of Poland and the organisation of labour. The
petitions were being read at the tribune and favourably
- received.

Suddenly, the amazed crowd learned the news of the
dissolation of the Assembly and the formation of a pew
Government, some members of which were likely to entertain
the wishes of the impassioned group which was then using
violence towards the Assembly, but quite opposed to the
‘wishes of 4he multitude. The crowd imwediately broke up,
and the military authorities were enabled, without the slightest
opposition, to at once resume possession of the mewly
sppointed executive power.
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My object is not to give here an account of the opinions
and sympathies of the varions fractions of the peopls who took
part in the manifestation; bat everybody in France has the
right of raising his voice and saying to the National Assembly :
“You bave luckily passed throngh an incident inevitable in
times of revolation, and, thanks to Providence, it passed off
without bloodshed, In the midst of the perturbed ideas
which that event is about to bring for the first few days, you
must prove, citizens, that you are able to master your emotion
and not forget the precepts of an equity superior to the
- passing troubles of the situation.

¢ Do not confound order, that official word of the past, with
gour and provoking mistrust, It is very easy for you to
maintain order without encroaching upon liberty, The liberty
of the people, conquered by them, belongs to them; you
have no right to tamper with it, and, since it is not the whole
people, but a very small fraction of them which committed
themselves on the 15th of May, you cannof, you must not,
restrain the rights and liberties of France as a chastisement
for the faults of a few.

* Take care, and do not act under the influence of reaction ;
for it was not on the 15th of May that you ran a serious
danger, it is to-day, behind the rampart of bayonets which
protects your doings. For youn, the dangur does not lie in
facing & parliamentary outbreak.  Every man entrusted with
& mandate like yours musi coolly consider the outbreak of those
little storms ; yes, for you the serious danger lies in failing to
fulfil the daties imposed upon you by that mandnf'é, by causing
* the Republie to enter upon & monarchical or dictatorial course ;
that would be equivalent to stifling the cry of France, which

begs for life, and to whom a return to the past would bring
p2
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death ; in fine, that danger would be the bringing about, out
of fear for the limited anarchy from which you have just
escaped scot-free, a general anarchy which you could no
longer control.

To Cirizenw Lepru-Rorrtn, Paris,

Nowaxe, 28¢h May, 1848,
Duraz Fruiow Crrizen,

You are not aware that I write in & paper which is
hostile o youn, to yonrself personslly less than to anybody
else, but which gets angry at many things and against many
pecple without my being responsible for all the sympathies
and antipatbiee of the chief editor. You, no doubt, have vot
the leisure to read all the papers; but you formerly counld
managg to chat from time to time with me for a few minates ;
1, therefore, insist upon your reading my production ; that, I
hope, will not require many more minutes than listening to
me nsed to take.

It is probably because you do not know that I write in the
Vraie Bipublique that I want you to hear that news from me;
but I alzo want you to know that I do not accept the responsi-
bility of attacks against persons; that is why I sign every-
thing I write ¢

When I agreed upon giving my co-operation, the struggle
bad not begun ; seeing it breaking but, I vaioly endeavoured

to temper it. Bot the oatbreak of the 15th of May took
place, and it wonld have been cowardly on my part to with-
draw. That is why I remain on the staff of a newspaper
which collectively taunts you with being a King, a Copsal, a
Directory, etc., and reproaches yoa with remaining in power



Letters of George Sand. "RL & ‘Wf,jé

, RIS
while Barbds is imprisoned. That places me in a fa @%n .
to which I must submit in my small sphere, like a grests
more who submit to it in a much higher one. I am certain
that you must not give way to reaction withont having tried
to erush it. Yet, I canuot say that in a mewspaper. That
would be inopportane and imprudent; it might, perhaps, be
taking a view different from that which yon decided upon, so
far as the means are concerned.

As regards politics, in the true sense of the word, I am -
most inmpabfe, that yon know, Yet I have a request to make
of yon; it is to Jet me know whenever you consent to my
saying in that newspaper, which inveighs against you, but in
which I shall always retain the right of expressing my
opiuidn under my own respousibility, what I know and think
of yoar character, of your political views, and of your revola-
tionary line of “conduct.

Should you not have the time to think about it, I shall not
be angry with you, and shall not think myself indispensable to
your justification in the eyos of some persons whose judgment
you can very well afford to dispense with. But, out of daty
to my conscience and to my affection towards you, I feel it
pecessary to tell yon all that, although my so doing may
perhaps appear to you an impertinent assumption of import-
ance; you will understand it as I give it, in good faith and
cordially.

People tell me here that I compromised myself in the
affair of the 15th May. That is quite impossible, you know.
They also tell me that the executive Commitiee refused
. to prosecute me for my alleged participation in that affair.
If so, I thavk you personally for it; for there is nothing more
hateful to me than to appear to play a part with the sole
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object of exhibiting myself. Bat should people accuse you of
the slightest partiality towards me, I would beseech you to let
them prosecute me. I have absolutely nothing to fear from
the most minute inquiry. I.knew nothing either before or
during the outbreak, at least nothing more than could be seen.
or gathered in the sireets. As regards my opinion of the
facts, that I do not conceal, I publish and sign it; but I do
not believe that tbat is conspiring.
Farewell, and yours in heart,
Groeee Saxp,

To Crrrzen Tréornice THORE, Paris.

Nownaxz, 28tk May, 1545.
Dear THoktE,

I will send you & new production of mine, not a
striking protest, 88 you eaid in your letter, but the con-
tinuation (and not the end) of my life’s protests.

As for the events of the 15th, T will Jeave them unnoticed.
The outbreak is over now, and I have no right to condemn it,
gince it is put down; and I will abstain from passing any
remark upon the men who brought it about, and with whom
we have no sympathy. Buot I can tell you that, when I
learned from the s:rowd that strange mixtare of names uttered
in defiance of the fatare, I went back bome fully determined
not to risk one single hair of my bead for such men as
Raspail, Cabet, or Blanqui. 8o long as their names are
inscribed npon our banner I will hold aloof. They are but
pedants and theocrats. I will not be sabjected to individual
whims, and will exile mysc!f the day we commit the mistake of
placing them in power.
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Do not tell me not to be alarmed, that word is not French.
I am too wearied of life to avoid the risk of losing it, too
much opposed to proprietorship not o desire being released
from its responsibilities; too much used to fatigue or to
labour to understand the advantages of rest.

But my conscience is timid and my scruples go far when-
ever the question is to advise and stir the masses in the
streets. There is no doctrine too new or too rash; but action
is not to be resorted to without careful consideration. Like
a mun, I understand the emotion of the struggle and the
attraction of the fight. In my youth, I would have followed
the devil himself, had be given the word to fire. But I have
learned so many things since, that I much fear the 'morrow of
a victory. Are we ripe for & good reckoning with God and
men ? I say ws, because I cannot, in my mind, separate our
cause from the pecple’s. And then! the people are mnot
ready, and too much urging retards their progress.; that
seems a rather illogical faot, but facts are so seldom logical |
Yet that is a very true fact, and far more obvious in the
provinces than in Paris, -

Barbds is a hero, he reasons like a saint, that is, very
falsely in a worldly point of view. I love him tenderly,
and do not know how to take his defence, because I cannot
admit that, on that deplorable day of the 15th, he had ight on
his side in the name of the psople. Those who were called
Juactivus were, indeed, more so than most people think. In a
political sense they were less so than the National Assembly
itself; but in a moral and intellectual sense they were fuctious
without a doubt, i

Through surprise, audacity (and even force, had they been
able to resort to it), they wished to impose upon the peopls an
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idea which the people have not yet accepted. They would
have established, not the law of fraternity of Jesus, but
that of Mahomet. Instead of religion, we shonld bave had
fanaticism. It i8 not thns that true ideas gain adherents.
Three months after such a philosophical usurpation we would
have been, not Republicans, but Cossacks. Even snpposing
those sectariana to have mustered 10,000 men each, and the
exaltation of their united numbers to have sufficed to hold
Paris during a few weeks against the provinces, would, I
ask, those sectarians have supported one another? Would
Blanqni have submitted himself to Barbéa? Would Leroux
have tolerated Cabet? Would you yourself have been ac-
cepted by Raspail? What a struggle there woald have been
in the midat of that impossible association! You would have
been led into more blunders than the Provisional Government ;
yon could not bave sncceeded in calling together an Assembly,
and wenld have found yourselves already entengled with
Earope, .

The reaction would not proceed from the bourgesise,
which a leader can always easily intimidate when having
the- people with him; it wonld proceed from the people them-
selves, who are independent and proud of their beliefs, more
so than respecting their material existence, and do not accept
interference with_their ignorance when that is all with which
they can oppose progress.

Since you are alone and hidden, my poor boy, I can chat
with yon and disturb yoor solitude for a few moments. That
is always ame way of passing time away. Excuse, then, my
doing so and lectering you. You are too hasty and too barsh
in your judgment of persons. You are Lo ready to accuse, to



Letters of George Sand. 41

denonace to imblic opinion the men who seem to forsake or
to betray our canse. Men are weak, unsteady in their re-
solutions, selfish ; I am fully aware of that, and there is not
one who, since the 24th February, has not been nnequal to his
task. Bat, in condemning them from 'day to day, we have
ourselves been unequal to ours. We did too much journalism
after the manner of the past, and not enongh preaching as
became & doctrine of the future, That produces an alto-
gether bad policy, inefficacious if not dangerons. You were
not yourself deficient in shrewdness and intellect, for, despite
your impuisive nature, yon always succeed in grasping most
accurately the weak point of the situation.

Yet a little more propriety (in my eyes a spirit of charity
is the only true politeness), a little less precipitation in pro-
claiming as traitors irresolute and light-headed people, would
not have injured your propaganda.

We all made mistakes, said Napoleon upon his return from
Elba. The same can be said of us all to-day, and such a con-
fession made in good faith brings about all the more union
and strength between people. In one of the numbers received
to-day you say yourself : Our friends of yesterday, who wnll
still be our friends of to-morrow. It is, then, true that we
must not fall out with those who fought with us yesterday,
and who will come back aund fight in our ranks to-morrow,
when the reaction which they hope to control shall bave
hurled them from power,

I do not believe that people may all at once become
. wretches and apostates ; yet, chiefly in times of orisis like these,
our life is 8o uncertain, so bard, so disturbed, that, if judged
from day to day, we may easily be found fault with. Bub
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there can be no justice in a judgment thus borne upon &
varied series of dsily facts. We must see the whole in order
to form & sound opinion, '

A month ago I felt much incensed against M. de Lamar-
tine. I doubted his loysalty, and suspected him of hankering
after supreme power. And yet he compromised and perhaps
lost his bourgeois popalarity in order to preserve his demo-
cratic popularity. You may say that that is well-advised vanity ;
however that may be, he, nevertheless, has had the good taate
to make the best and, under the present circamstances, the most
conrageons choice. As to youm, it' now occurs to me that
Ledru-Rollin ought to retire from power, and my reesons for
thinking 8o are still stronger than yours,

But I will wait, for I hope that he will have that good
impulse when he clearly sees the situation. I know him, he
has feeling and a good heart, and, because he does not now
see things as we do, it does noi follow that he will not foel as
we shall when the great popular fibre shows clearly to all of us
which road to follow.

1 know others whom you accuse, and whose intentions are
nevertheless good. Do not accuse, I beseech you, in the
name of the future of our unfortunate Republic, which ia
being blighted in the bud by oar suspicions and discords! For
all that, we must not swerve in oar principles. We must not
be afraid of telling men, even those whom we love, when they
are mistaken, and not lose anything pof our vigour of discus-
gion respecting ideas and even facts. What I most earnestly
request from.you is to abstain from condemning intentions,
motives, characters. Even shonld you be in the right, that
would be bad policy, chiefly in the form, like that followed in
the past by the B<forme against the Nativnal.
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Those are the commonplaces which I wished to have ex-
posed to you verbally, previous to all thase catastrophes, and
which I sometimes used to tell Barbds, But our interviews
were s0 short that we scarcely had time fo interchange our
ideas, and that was & pity. We ought sometimes to listen to
commonplaces, they are often pregnant with truth,

What particularly shocks me in the affair of the 15th is
that absence of forms and ceremonies, which latter, if you like,
I will call the intellectual savoir-vivre. The people possess, -
above sll things, that sqvoir-vivre of aspiration which causes
their public manners to clash with ours in the times we live in.
That has been fully proved since the 24th February. We
bave seen them, thronghout those manifestations, associating
publicly with their enemies, and sacrificing all their legitimate
hatred, all their justifiable resentment to the idea of fraternity
or generosity. We, certainly, do not willingly do as much in
our private intercourse. Ah!| well, the people possesg in the
highest degree respect for public intercourse. On the 15th
May, they appeared in front of the Palais Bourbon with
pacific intentions (the ringleaders excepted). They were
allowed to pass. Whether by premeditation or inspiration,
the bayonets disappeared before them. They proceeded as far
as the gates, sinéing and langhing. The head of the pro-
cession pushed open the gates, the middle knew nothing abouf
it—I was there. They were under the belief that they were
admitted, received by the Assembly with open arms, As for
me, I bad no sach belief. I considered that the fear of blood-
shed had induced the bourgeoisis to present, if,not a good
. heart, at least a good face to bad fortune, and I overheard it
said that this gracious reception should mot be abused, that
the power of numbers should simply be displayed, and that
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the people abould march past decently and. peacsably, thas
respecting the Assembly and so teaching it to respect the
people. You know the rest : the bulk of the pevple did not
enter, they remained calm, awaiting a result which they did not
foresee, whilst all who were so unlucky as to penetrate within
the accursed precincts of the House, behaved there without
dignity, order, or self—possession.‘ At the approach of the
bayonets they all fled. Ought a revolation to take to flight ?
Those who had made vp their minds to some resolation, if,
indeed, any such were there, should have risked their lives.
That, at least, would have been a protest. I swear that had 1
entered, 1 should not have come out alive (laking for granted
that T had been a man).

There was, thus, neither protest nor resolntion, nor even a
riot. There was simply bat a coup-de-tite, and Barbés was
deceived by it only becanse he wished to be. A knight of
the canse, as yon troly call him, he declared to himself that
he onght to eacrifice himself for it and with it. Honour to
him at all times! but woe be to us! Oar idea has been
lowered in the person of others. It is mot the want of
success that condemns 1t ; far from it, But it is the want of
bearing and of a general understanding. They led there by
surprise and by deceptive means, people who knew pothing of
the whole affair, Bl.ld there was in thai something quite con-
trary to the French character, something savouring of sec-
tarianism, something, in fact, that I_ cannot bear, and that I
shounld openly disavow, were it not that Barbés, Louis Blane,
and yourself bave beem compelled to submit to its fatal
consequence.

Soch is, my dear friend, all I wish to tell yon, and do not
treat lightly the sentiment of a woman. Women and children,
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always disinterested in political questions, are in more direct
intercourse with the spirit which breathes from above npon
tho -agitation of this world. I will write in the Vraie
Républigus in spite of all, and withont putting any moral
condition upon my collaboration. But in the name of the
camse, in the name of trath, I ask that your spirit should be
not less active but purer, your word not less bold but calmer.
Great convictions confer serenity. Do not allow yourself to
be accused -of personal ambition. Political passion is always
supposed to conceal that afterthought in men. In fact,
without fear of being presumptive, I beg yon to listen to me.
I possess in myself the advantage of the infancy of the soul
and the experience of old age. My whole heart is in what I
tell yon; when you are thoroughly acquainted with me, you
will know that you can. blmdly trust to the instinct of that
heart of mine.

I have also been strongly advised to conceal myself; my
friends wrote to me from Paris that I should be arrested. I
do not believe anything of the kind, and am content to wait.
Still I am not very safe here. The bourgeois made the pea-
santry believe that I was the ardent disciple of Fathsr Uom-
munism, & very wicked fellow who upsets everything in Paris
and requires that children under three years of age and old
people above sixty should all be put to death. This may seem
to be a joke; it is nevertheless the plain truth. Outside of
my own neighbourhood peopls’ believe it, and threaten to
smother me in a ditch. You see what we have come to. I,
nevertheless, do not feel uneasy, and walk about without being
interfered with. Never were men o fervent as now . . . in
word. But what a cowardly and stupid education is imparted
by the clever to the simpls! .
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Good night! Conceal yourself still. Yom wounid have
nothing to fear from an inquiry; bat it would involve &
loss of time to you, and that reaction will soon vanish as an
actual fact. As for the general fact, I believe that it will
still last a few months., True Republicans are too much
divided, that is where the evil lies.

Write to me and burn this letter, Courage and fraternity.

- G. Sawp,

To Cirrzen ARMAND Barsis, Dungeon of Vincennes.

Nogast, 10/4 June, 1843,
Dreag anp Wortay Frmexp,

Your letter only reached me to-day, the 10th of Juune.
Thanks for your kind thought; I wanted it, for I have not
spent an hour, since the 15th May, withont thinking of yon
and fretting about yonr sitvation. I know that you heed it
s great deal less than we do; still it is pleasant for me to
learn that it has materially become tolerable. Yes, indeed!
I can mssure you that I have not enjoyed the aweet warmth
of the sunbeams without somehow reproaching myeelf with
it, when remembering that you were deprived of it. And I
who used to tell you : * three months of freedom and basking in
the san will cure gou ! ”

They say that I was an accomplice in something ; in what,
I really do not know. T have had peither the honour nor the
credit of doing anyihing for our caunse, not even that of
committing*a folly or an smprudence, 8s the saying is. I know
nothing, I understood nothing of what was goiag on; I was
there as a spectator, surprised and npset ; buot it had not yet
been forbidden by the laws of the Republic to belong to a
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group of idlers. The most contradictory mews was being
circulated through the crowd. People even went as far as
to say that you had been killed. Fortunately that was con-
tradicted shortly afterwards by another veréion. "Yet what a
sad and paioful day!

The following day was dismal. The whole population in
arms, furious or alarmed; the people provoked, hesitating,
and, at every moment, whole legions passing by, shoating
together, some, ¢ Long live Barbés,” and others, “ Down with
Barbés!” There was still fear among the victors. Are they
calmer to-day after all that display of terrorism? 1 doubt it.

In fine, I know not for what reason, it appears that people
wanted to do me an unkind turn, 80 my friends advised me fo
flee to Italy. I did not heed them. Had I expected to be
sent to prison beside you I should have shouted, * Long live
Barlis ! in the face of the first National Guard I might have
come across. That might possibly have constitnted a sufficient
offence ; but, being & woman, I am always compelled to draw
* back before the fear of insults worse than blows, before those
low and coarse invectives which the brave and gallant defenders
of the bourgeoisie are not above addressing to the weakest—
to women-—in preference to men.

I left Paris in the first place because my money was all
gone; in the next, so as to avoid the risk of Maurice’s being
arrested, which latter event must inevitably have happened had
he heard the torrent of insults which was being poured forth
. against all his friends, and even against his mother, through
that immense camp and guard-house into which they bad
turned the Paris of the people, the Paris of February. See what

a difference! Throughout the month of March I was free to
come and go quite alone through Paris st any bour of the day,
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or night,and I never met with s low working man or a rougk but
he made room for me on the pavement, and did so with civility
and affableness. On the 17th May I scarcely dared to venture
out in broad daylight with my friends; order was reigning !

But I bave spoken enough of mys.elf. Yet I dare not
converse with you about yourself; you know why. But, if
you are allowed to read the papers, and if the Vraie Ripublique
of the 9th June has reached your hand, you will have seen
that I was writing to yon before having received your letter.
You must pay attention ounly to the last paragraph of the
article, The early part is intended for that being of many
Jacets called the public, the end for you.

Ah! my friend, how grand and beautifol is your faithl
Your main thought, in your prison, is to save those who seem
compromised, and to comfort the aficted. You try to cheer
me up, whereas it is I who properly shonld cheer you, Itis
true, I know, your courage does not want stimulating ; if any-
thing, you possess too much. As for me, I feel no comrage
for others, Their misfortunes break me down, and yours bas
fearfully depressed me ; I fear the futare, I envy those who
only fear for themselves, and whose sule preoccopation is to
know what fate bas in store for them. Methinks the weight
of their anguish is light indeed, compared with that which
crushes my soul.

I feel for all beings who suffer, who do evil or allow it to
be done withont understanding it; I feel for our working
. classes who are so unfortanate, and still persist in presenting
®their backs.to the whip and their hands to fetters From
the Polish peasants who want to be Rassians, to those
lazzaroni who strangle Republicans; from the intelligent
population of Paris, who, like so many simpletons, allow them-
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selves to be deceived, to the peasantry of our provinces who

would kill the Communists with pitchforks, I see nothing but

ignorance and moral weakness among the majority of the

dwellers on this globe of ours. The struggle, I am aware, has

begun in earnest. We chall perish in it, that is my consola-

tion. After ns, progress will follow its course. I have doubts.
neither in God nor man; but I find it impossible not to

proclaim the bitterness of the stream of anguish and suffering

which carries us, and wherein, thongh swimming, we never-

theless swallow much that is nnpalatable,

Farewell, dear brother and friend. Borie and Maurice
love you well ; rest assured they are here beside me. Were
we in Paris we should come to see you; you would already
bave seen us ; believe it, and you will see us as soon as we are
there, _ .

Adien; write if you can, and remember that in me you
possess a sister, I will not say as kind, but fully as devoted as.
the other.

G. 8.

To Josepr Mazziny, Milan,

15th June, 1848..

What can those do who have devoted their kives to the
idea of paternal equality, who have ardently loved mankind,
and who worship in Christ he symbol of the people redeemed

#*and saved? In short, what can Socialists do when ideal
deserts the bosows of men, when humanity despairs of itself,
when the people disown their own canse? Isnot that what
threatens to happen to-day, perchance to-morrow ?

You are full of courage, friend ; that is to say, you preserve
Vol 1L B

L
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your hopes. As for me, I shall keep my creed; the pure and
bright idea, eternal truth, will always shine in the sky, unless
I should grow blind. But hope is the belief in the near
triumph of creed, and I should lack sincerity were I to say
that that disposition of my soul has undergone no modifica-
tion within the last two montls.

I see civilised Enrope rashing, through the impulse of
Providence, along the road to great struggles. I sce the idea
of the future grappling with the past. That vast movement
of ideas is an immense progress, after the long years of stapor
which marked a period of stagnation in the formation of
oppressed societies. That movement is the effort of life
endeavouring to break the stone of the sepulchre in order to
leave ita grave, althongh it may be buried under the débris,
It would therefore be insensate to give way to despair; for, if
God Himself has breathed on cur dust in order to animate
it, He wili not let it be scattered by the winds. Yet, is it
towards definitive resurrection that we are rushing, or is it
only a prophetic agitation, a tremor, the forerunner of life,
after which we must slumber again, not so deeply, it is true,
though still overpowered by a fatal langaor? I fear the latter.

As for France, the question has reached its last stage, and
stares ns in the face npmistakeably, without complication, as
being one, betwgen wealth and poverty. It might still be
resolved peaceably; the prelenders are not sericus obstacles,
they will vanish like babbles in the air. The bourgenisic wants
to reign. For the last sixty years it has been striving to +
realise itsamotto : * TWhat iz the tiers ctat 2% Nothing. What

L

% The representatives of the middle claswes elected to the States
General (Etats Géinérauz) during the ancien régime; also the middle
classes.
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should it be? Everything”? Yes, the fiers état wants to be
everything in the State, and the 24th of February freed it
from the obstacle of royalty. It is thus indubitable that
France must henceforth be a Republic, since on the one hand
the poorest and most numerous class prefers that form of
government which throws open to it the gates of the future;
and, on the other hand, the wealthiest, most inflnential,
politically the most powerfal class, finds its interest in an
oligarchy. A

Some day, universal suffrage will do justice to that preten-
sion of the #iers éfat. The former is an invincible weapon
which the people did not kunow how to handle, and which at
the fiest trial was turned against them. The political educa-
tion of the masses will be achieved quicker than is supposed,
and an equality, progressive but uninterrnpted in its onward ,
course, can and must proceed from the principle of the
sovereign rights of the people. That is the logical fast as it
presents itself. But are logical deductions alweys the normal
law of man’s history? No! in most cases there is another
logic than that of the general fact : it is that of the particular
fact, which confuses the whole, and with us the particular fact
is, that the majority of the tiers ¢fal fails to nnderstand the
situation,

That want of intelligence may cause our next revolution to
be violent and terrible, and, through attempts at domination
(tiberticide), it méy exasperate the si:ﬂ’erings of the masses.
Then the solemn progress of time will be interrnpted. Ex-
cussive poverty will not call its sufferinga virtue, but sbjection.

It will have recourse to its own strength; it will violently
dispossess the rich, and wage s fearful contest in which the

importance of the aim in view will seem to justify any means.
2
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Fatal epochs in the lives of nations are those when the
* victors, for having committed excesses in the exercise of their
power, become vanquished in their turn!

The Socialists of the times we live in do not wish for the
solutions of despair. Profiting by the lessons of the past,
enlightened by a loftier comprehension of Christian civilisa~
tion, all thosé who deserve that appellation, whatever the
social doctrine they may belong to, repndiate for the fatare
the tragical part played by the old Jacobins, and beseech, with
folded hands, the conscience of man to get enlightened and to
decide in favour of God’s law,

Bot the idea of despotism is in its essence so identical with
that of fear, that the bourgeoisie trembles and threatens at the
same fime. It is so afraid of Socialism that it wants to annihi-
late it through calamny and persecution ; and whenever some
far-seeing one’s voice is raised in order to poiot out the
danger, a thonsand others are at once raised to bringanathema
upon the obnoxious prophet.

“You are provoking hatred,”” they will say; “you are
calling down vengeance upon ns. You make the people beliere
that they are miserable ; yon point us out as objects for their
fary. Yon enly pity them in order to exciie them. Yom
remind them of their poverty only because we sre rich.” In
short, charity, byotkerly love, all that which Christ nsed to
preach to men of His time, has become a fiery predication,
and, were Jesus to appear among us, He would be attacked
by the National Guards as an anarchist and s factious citizen.

That is what I fear for France, the Christ of nations, as she
has been lately very rightly termed. I fear the want of
intelligence of the rich and the despair of the poor. 1 fear
the state of struggle which is not yet in men’s minds, bnt
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which may become acts, if the ruling class does not enter
upon a frankly democratic and sincerely fraternal path. Then,*
I declare, there will be great confusion and sore misfortanes,
for the people are not ripe for self-government. They possess
powerfal individualities, intellects able to cope with any
sitnption. But such are not known. They do not exercise
over the people the prestige which the masses require in order
to love and believe, The masses have no faith in their own .-
element, they have just proved it at the last general elections ;
they seek for guides above them, they love great names and
celebrities, whoever they may be.

The people will therefore again look for liberators among
bourgeois, self-styled democrats, Socialists, or others, and they
will once more be deceived in their expectations, for, but with
a few exceptions, perhaps, there does not exist in ¥rance &
democratic party sufficiently enlightened to undertake a
dictatorship of public safety. Will they rely upoh the
wisdom or the inspiration of a single individual? That
would be a retrograde step, reversing all the progress of
mankind during the last twenty years.

No man will ever be superior o a principle, and the
principle which must impart life to new eocieties is universal
euffrage, the sovereignty of all. To govern themselves, the
people will therefore need the concourse of all, the reactionary
bourgeoisie and the democratic as well as the Socialists, In
order to get enlightened, .they need the peaceful and legal
rivalry of sll those divers elements.

Let a democratic and social majority appear Within our
.Aseembly, and in time we shall be saved; but, should that
majority be thoroughly reactionary and bent upon its aim, the
diszolution of social order will begin, the insolent dream of



54 Letters of George Sand,

an oligarchic republic will disappear with an extreme
“crisis, and the destinies of France will be left to chanco for s
long time to come,

That is what people just now cannot mention in France
without bringing upon themselves party hatred. The reaction
taxes such foresight with being an appeal to civil strife. The
moderate party smiles with an air of aelf-reliance, and scorns
any solution bnt that which it pretends to have hit wpon,
though in reality it has none to offer. Every philosophico-
political colerie possesses its own man, its fetish, sufficicnd, so
that coferie says, alone to save the Republic, and about this no
doubt is permitted. Every satisfied ambition becomes
optimist then and there; discontented ambitions declare the
Repablic to be lost, for want of their collaboration.

In the midst of these conflicts of personal interests, faith
in principles becomes obliterated, or, at least, the intelligence
of thode principles diminishes in people’s minds. All the
fears of, as also all the cravings for power, converge towards
the same end : respeet for natiomal representation, jealous
appeal to its omnipotence. Bat this is not sincere respect, not
an earnest faith. That Assembly, which, no doabt, representa
a principle, i8 not a principle in action. It is something as
hollow as a formula; the image of something that caght to
be. Every shaderof public opinion finds some proper names
for it, which it recognises; although everybody says to him-
self : “ Except Peter, James, and Joha, none of the representa-
tives are representative at all.”

Proper hames are the enemies of principles, and yet they
alone stir the people. The latter seek who shall represent
them, they, the eternally represented, and lock, among extreme
individoalities, some for M. Thiers, others for M. Cabet, others
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for Louis Bonaparte, others again for Vietor Hugo, & strange
and monstrous product of the poll, and which proves how -
little the people know of where they go and what they want.

1t is, however, easy to throw sufficient light on the question
for the peopls, “To be or not to be?*” but the people are not
aware of the means, In order to dazzle and bewilder them,
the great phantom of political falsehood has been invented,
and, when I say falsehood, I am doing too much honour to
the odd and ridiculons element which, just now, is guiding
public opinion in France, We possess a frivial expression
which you will translate by some equivalent in your langunage.
It is the political carard (hoax). Every morning, some
wonderful, in most cases absurd, ignoble story, starts from
I know not what cesspools in Paris, and goes the round of
France, exciting the population on its passage, proclaiming
to them the advent of a fresh saviour, or of an ogre ready to
devour them, thus rousing foolish hopes or stupid fsars in
their bosoms, and, through a mysterious community of feeling,
impersonating itself in the individuals who are liked or disliked
in each locality. Thus they endeavour to brutify that intelli-
gent but credulous and impressible people ; but, as that is not
an easy task, they only succeed in exciting and maddening if.
The masses are nowhere quiet, nowhere do they understand.
Here, they shout, “ Down with the Republic!” and “ Equality
for evert” Elsewhere, “ Down with Equality!” and “The
Republic for ever! ” ,

Whence can light procsed amidst such a conflict of false
ideas and deceiving formule? Grand and noble laws can
alone explain to the masses that the Republic is not the pro-
perty of such and such a class, of sach and sach & person, but
the doctrine of the safety of all.
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Who will make those laws? A truly National Assembly:
The present one is unfortanately eabjected to every sort of
prejudice, and gives way to all the influences which bring
about the downfall of monarchies. .

You see, my friend, how difficalt it is for a society to trans-
form itself without struggle and viclence. And yet our very
ideal was to bring about that transformation without inter-
necine discord, withont an impious struggle between citizens
of the same pation. I mnst admit that, putting royalty aside,
after that short and glorions impalse of the people of Paris,
an impulse which cannot be called a fight, but which was
rather a powerful manifestation in which some citizens offered
their lives o God and to France, like a sacred becatomb, my
soul had not grown hard enough to consider withont horror
the idea of a social war. I did not believe in that eventuality,
and no sach outbreak can, indeed, be expected on the part of
that magnanimons popeulation amongst which social ideas have
penetrated deeply enough to make it emiuvently peaceful and
generous. Blind and ungrateful bourgeoisie, which does not
perceive that those ideas saved it in February, and which
endeavonrs to tarn sgainst the Socialist a factious rage, pro-
voked by that lourgecisie in the breasts of the people!
Stupid caste, as rash as an expiring monarchy, which plays
its last game, which, ke the kings of yesterday, secks its
support in material strength, and which, for the last three
months, bas laboured towards its own ruin with deplorable
ardour.

From one end of France to the other that caste obeys the
same byword, and is not afraid of uttering death-cries
against those whom it calls factions, forgetting that those
same people whom it incites against one anotber may lose in
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& day the benefit of a moral civilisation acquired in twenty
years, and become once more, under the impulse of fear,
suspicion, and wrath, the people terrible for all, the people
of ’83, who were the weird glory of their times, and thls would
be the bloody shame of the new canse.

Let us still hope that our natich will be stronger and
grander than the baneful passions which they seek to aronse
in it. Let us hope that it will turn a deaf ear to the provoking
agents who try to excite it to their advantage, and who fancy
that after they have let it loose upon us, it will not rush the
next day against them. It rests with the reactionary bowr-
geoiéie whether the people of France will imitate the lazzaroni
of Naples.

But that impions conspiracy will fail; God will interfere,
and perhaps the wealthy class will also open its eyes. We,
the friends of mankind, do not wish the rich to be punished.
Like Jesus, we say ;: “Let them be converted, and live!”

Let ws pray that such may be the case. Ah! how little
they know us, those who believe us to be their enemies and
inexorable judges! Are they not aware that it is impossible
to love the people withont detesting the evil which the people
wight commit! Do they not perceive that the work they
pursue, in trying to foster brutal and sangninary ideas in the
people, grieves us far more than all the evil which they might
do us! We love the people as one loves a child ; we love them
as one loves that which is miserable, feeble, deceived, and
sacrificed ; as one loves what is young, ignorant, pure, and

bearing within itself the germ of an ideal future. .We love it
as one loves the innocent victim soatched from the altar, as
one loves Christ ou the cross, hope, the idea of justice, in
short, as one loves God in the person of mankind! Can we
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love thus and desire the object of onr love to debase itself in
misery or tarnish itself with pillage ?

You might as well ask a mother whether she wishes
the offspring of her bosom to become a bandit and a
murderer | )

And yet such are the accusations bronght against us.
People say that our ideas of fraternal equality are the sigoal
bell for murder and arson, and, in 8o eaying, they ring in the
ears of the masses the maddening tocsin, pointing out to them
invieible enemies whom they incite them to murder. They
mark the doors of our housea. They would wish for &
St. Bartholomew of new heretics, and they shout to the masses:
*“Kill! so that there may be no one left between you, the
people, and us, the bourgevisie, and then we shall reckon
together.”

Bat the people will not kill. Yet, what would I care if
they killed me, provided my blood could appease the wrath of
beaven or even that of the bourgevisic? Bat blood intoxicates
and fills the atmosphere with a contagious influence. Marder
maddens ; insnlts, harsh words, threatening utterances kill
morsally those who give expression to them. The education of
hatred is & echool of brutality and impiety which ends in
slavery. Bourgeois, bourgeois! be yourselves. Bpeak abont
charity and fraternity; for when yon have morally killed the
people, you will find yourselves confronted by Cossacks,
Neapolitan lazzaroni, and Gallician peasants.
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To Mabaxe Marrian:, Paris,

) Nomaxt, July, 1848,

Thank you, friend ; I 'should have felt uneasy about
yoa had you not written, for, in the midst of public troubles,
we always fear having to record some private one. We suffer
and fear for all those we love. I am broken-hearted, I need
pot tell you, and no longer believe in the existence of a
Republic which begins by killing its proletariat. That is &
strange solution of the problem of panperism. It is pure
Malthusianism, .

‘What! did Miss Ashurst * arrive in the midst of that
tragedy ? Poor child! she came to witness the funeral of our
hooour. She came too late! She will not have seen the
Republic. Kiss her for me; I am glad she' is with you, and
feel certain that yon will be satisfied with each other. I wish
1 could come and kiss you both. But, for the present,.besides
the fact that I perhaps might find it difficult to behave myself
with prudence in Paris, my presence here is required in order
to keep at bay a numerous gang of fools from La Chétre, who
daily talk about coming here to set fire to my hoase.

Those fellows are brave neither physically nor morally,
and when they come strolling about the neighbourhoed I go
into their midst, and they doff their hats to me. But, when
they have passed me, they venture to shout: “ Down with the
Communisques | " + They intended to frighten me, and perceive
at last that they cannot do so. But it is hard to say to what
they msy not be driven by a dozen reactionary bourgeois, who
{cll them the most ridiculous stories respecting me. Thus, at

* An English ludy, friend of Mazzini.
+ Term employed by the illiterate, meaning Communiats.
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the time of the events in Paris, they pretended that I had
concealed Ledrn-Rollin, 200 Communists, and 400 rifles in
my house!

Others, with better intentions, though.jnst as stupid as the
former, came rushing to my place in the middle of the might,
to tell me that my honse was surrounded by brigands, and
they go fally believed it that they brought the gendarmes with
them. Fortunately, all the latter are my friends, and do not
credit all the foolish rnmonrs, which, if they did, might resalt
in my being some fine morning arrested withouat any formality.
The authorities are also in oar favour; bat, should they be
removed, which is quite possible, we might be subjected to
some little persecution. All my friends, wrongly, I think,
have left the country., We must bear np aguinst these little
storms, inevitable resultsa of the gemerally disturbed state of
affairs.

Good night, my friend. 'What days of tears and indigna-
tion! I, who formerly nsed to be so proud and happy to be a
Frenchwoman, I to-day am almost ashamed of it! Happen

what may, I love you.
Gxoxox.

To M. GirerD, Representative of the People in the National
o Assembly, Paris.

Nouaxzr, 6th August, 1848,
~ My Frrxp, .
I am indeed the anthor of the XVIth Bulletin, and

T accept all .the moral responsibility of my aothorship, My
opinion 18, and always will be, that if the National Assembly
intended to destroy the Republic, the latter would have the
right to defend itself, even against the Assembly.
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As for the political responsibility of the Bulletin, it so
happens that it cannot be ascribed to anybody. I might have
fathered it npon M. Ledru-Rollin, and people too might have
dispensed with fathering upon me the moral responsibility of it.
But, at a moment when everybody’s time was engaged, I should
have thought I was acting against my conscience had I refused
to give a few honrs of my time to a labour, gratuitous both as
regards money and vanity. It was the first time in my lifs, '
and will probably be the last, of my writing a fow lines-
without signing them,

But, since I had sgreed to leave to the Minister the
responsibili.ty of & writing of mine, I must also bave accepted
the censare of the Minister himself, or of the persons whom
he had sppointed to examine my production. That was on
my part proof of private confidence in M. Ledru-Rollin, the
greatest indeed which a writer who respects himself can give
to a political friend.

With him, therefore, rested the political responslblhty of
my words, and the five or six Bulletins which I gent him were
examined, But Bullelin XVI. arrived at a moment when
M. Elias Regnault, Chef du Cabinet, had just lost his mother.
My manuscript was evidently not read before being sent to
the press. I do not know whether anybody revised the proofs.
As for me, X never revise any. . _ -

All that scandal, which for my part X scarcely foresaw and
have mever understood even up to the present, was only the
result of a moment of disorder in the study of M. Elias
Reguaalt, a disorder with which, considering the circumstances
nnder which it took place, it would be both cruel and cowardly
to reproach him. ‘

Since, until that famous Bulletin, they never had any
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occasion to leave out a single word in my articles, neither the
Minister himself nor his Chef du Cabinet had any cause to
suspect an unusual discrepancy between our opinions,

M. Jales Favre, chief secretary, who, I believe, was also
the chief editor of the Bulletin de la Ripullique, was evidently
absent or otherwise engaged. It is, therefore, unjast to ascribe
to the Minister, or to his officials, the selection of that article
out of three projects drawn up upon the same subject, each in
a different ehade of opinion. My talent is not versatile enongh
to draw up so many projects, and it would have been asking
too mach of my readiness to ohlige, to expect me to forpish
three versions of the same idea. I am not aware that there
are three ways of saying the same thing, and if so, I am un-
acquainted with them. Besides, I must say that the subject
had not been pointed ont to me.

Another point which I clearly recollect, and which it is
right fo bear in mind, is that the article was sent by me un
Tuesday, the 12th of April, when the events of the Ifith could
10 more occur fo my mind than {0 the minds of sll those who,
like myself, live outside of politics properly epeaking. As a
consequence of the painful preoccapations of the Chef du
Cabinet, that article appeared only on the 16th; a sufficient
proof that, amidst the geperal excitement, pecple wrongly
endeavounred to giye special significance to fears which I had

only generally and vaguely expressed.
That i3 the explanation which you request from me. As

far as I am concerned, pecple may incriminate my thooghts
at will, that will leave me absolately indifferent. Bat I do nut
admit that any person has the right to take me to task for
them, nor am I acquainted with any law anthorizing anybody
to examine my conscience, in order to ascertain whether I
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possess such or such opinion. A writing which we intend to”
submit, before publication, to the decision of a third party, and

which, under the circamstances, we do not take care either to

revise or to read afresh, is an incomplete deed, nn unachieved

Jact, nothing else but a thought which has not yet left the

innermost recesses of our conscience.

What relates to me matters little indeed. Trnth and
friendship alone make it a duty for me to acqusint you with
the surroundings of the facts, that is, the part certain persons .
ars suspected to have taken in them.

If the XVIith Bulletin has been a brand of discord
between Republicans, which I was far from suspecting during
the five or ten minutes that I spent in writing it, it was not,
at least, written in prevision or expectation of the outbreak of
the 15th of May, of which I do not approve. I beliove you
know me sufficiently to be aware that, had I approved of it ab
the time, its failare would not induce me to deny it now.

I am, friend, yours in heart, .
Grorae SAND.

To M. Epmonp Pravcrur, Angouléne.

+

Nomaxt, 24th September, 1848,
Sz,

Excuse my having so long delayed answering the
letter which you wrote to me on the 19th of July last. Yen
bad addressed it to Paris; and, owing to circumstances which
it would be too loug to mention here, it only came to hand &
few days ago with a parcel of other letters.

You sk moe whether Socialism fought in Paris during the
outbreak of June. I shonld think so, elthough none of my
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“friends among the working mon thonght it incambeni on
them to join in that frightfal straggle. I was bere at the
time, and did not witness it I therefore can only form my
judgment by iodoction. I believe that every shade of
Socialism took part in the ontbreak, because every shade of
opinion, even combinations of ideas and doctrines with which
we are mnacquainted, possesses adherents among the great
people of Paris,

Bat I do not believe that Socialism started or led the
movement. I donbt whether it eould kave regulated and
controlled it had the insurgents carried the day. The méliz
must, I think, have displazed all sorts of despair, and, as a
matter of course, all sorts of whims; for, you are aware of it,
like critical disenses, despair has its whims, Louis Bonaparte’s
election coming with that of Raspail now throws sofficient
light on the confusion of the events of June.

In short, a great fact dominates all, and it is, I believe,
adeqnately defined by the expression, malady of despair.
Despair cannot argue, it cannot wait. There is the misfurtane.
The population bad o confidence in the National Assembly,
and we now see that its instinct did not mislead it; for,
excepting a deserving Republican minority, and an infini-
tesimsal Socialist minority, the National Assembly evade sil
the vital questions of democracy.

Bat, for a long time yet, the isene of any struggle will not
be favourable to the people. The bourgeoisic has been too
much frightened. It believes that it is to be robbed of
everything—money and life; and it finds a sapportin the
majority of the people, which also fears for the ‘shadow of
property which it possesses itself or covets. I believe that
the question is deferred because it is badly put on either side.
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There are, according fo my ides, two sorts of property—
ndividual and socisl. The bourgeois only admit the former;
sertain Socialists, driven to exfremities by that monstrous
negation of social property, will only admit the latter.

And yet, the more civilised and perfect societies become,
the more they increase the commonwealth, in order to counter-
act the abuse and excess of private property. But there
must also be limits to that extension of the commonwealth ;
otherwise, individual liberty and the security of the family -
might vanish. )

That is why M. Duclerc gave expression to a truly social
thought when he wanted to give to the State the monopoly of
railways and fire insurances. ~Those were thoroughly logical
measures, intended to spread according as society secured the
advantages arising from them. Thus, all that relates to roads
of communication, pubiio ways, canals, and riches which by
their nature are common to all, the great financial measures
bearing upon mortgages, and likely to bring money to a cheap
rate, all that will have to be socialised in time, provided
goodwill exists, But now that goodwill is wanting, truth has
been exceeded by the Socialist schools, which go so far as to
deprive each individual of his houss, his field, his garden, his
garments, and even his wife.

The bourgeoisie has become the prey to & fear, at the same
time pusillanimous and furious. And then the speculators
who, under the late monarchy, laid their hands upon those
common - riches (and in ‘that sense Proudhon is perfectly
justified in saying possession is robbery), decline now to

_restore to the community that which essentially belongs to it.
1f they could, as in feudal times, possess the bridges, the

roads, the rivers, the houses, and even the men, they would
VOL. IL ' e



66 Letlers of George Sand.

think that perfectly legitimate, so faint is the distinction
which they make ss regards the community between mine
and thine.

Had the people who fought in June understood that distinc-
tion ? Weare led to believe so from the fact of the dissclution
of the national workshops having served as the canse or pre-
text for the outbreak. It seems that the masses resorted to
arms in order to assert their right to labour. But accom-
plished facts are seen through such confusion, and, I repeat it,
the last elections in Paris are so unaccountably strange, that
one does not know what fo think of the masses.

Is it ont of hatred to the dictatorship of Cavaignac that
they are craving for that of one of Napoléon’s nephews ? It is
imposaible to say. We are living npon a volcano, and it is to be
regretted that the people are net aware of their true strength,
That strength resides in universal suffrage, which always
enables the people to make ap for their mistakes and to
modify their constitation. But the excess of their sufferings
cansed the masses to ignore their strength, and, by the storms
which they raised, by the strange wishes which they pat
forward duoring the elections, they compromised the very
principle of their sovereignty.

It was perbaps in order fo preserve that inviolable
sovereignty for the people and in spite of themazelves, that
Cavaignac fought against them. 1 donot know. We must -
believe that in order not to hate him for having taken upon
himself to be, in appearance, the public execntioner for the
bourgeuisie.

Such are, sir, my ideas respecting onr misfortunes. Those
ideas are rather vague, as yon see, for the mwind cannot be
very lucid when the heart is so deeply remf. Faith in the
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futare ought never to be shaken by those catastrophes, for
experience is a bitter and bloody fruit ; but how can we help
. being mortally grieved by the spectacle of civil war and the
marder of the people ? ‘

Thanks for the quotation from Pascal which youn sent me;
it is indeed very fine and striking, You wish to know in what
paper I write. I do not write in any at present; at least, I
canpot give expression to my thoughts while we are in a state
of siege. I should have to make concessions to the pretended
requirements of the time of which I do not feel myself capable.
Besides, my soul is broken down and discouraged for some
time to come. It is still il}, and I must wait until its cure is
effected. ‘

Accept, sir, for yourself, and please to convey to your .
friends, the expression of my fraternal sentiments.

Groren Saxp.

]

To Joserr Mazzini London.

Nograxt, 30tk Septomber, 1848.
Frizxp, :

I do not know whether you received the two letters
which I wrote to you to Milan, one of them during our
horrible events of June, the other some-<time afterwards.
Being aware that yon are courageous enongh to write to those
you love, I presume that you never received them, since you
did not answer. God alone knows the obstacles that may
stand between us ! No Euaropean police can have any pretext
- {or thus interfering, for we are henceforth among those who
conspire in broad daylight. But we live at a time when every-

thing caunot be explained. Should you receive this letter, be
» 2
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80 good as to drop me a note, that T may kaow that you are
aware that I am thinking of you.

Happily I heard abont you from Eliza Ashurst. Nearly all
the letters which yon wrote to her parents were forwarded to
her to Paris, whence she sent them to me here, and whence
again I forward them to London. You see that your small
slips of paper are circulating a good deal, and interest more
than one family, I therefore learnt your misfortunes, your
safferings, youar agitation; I did not want to read them in
order to appreciate them. I need only interrogate my own
heart to find therein all your sufferings, and 1 know that you
mast also bave felt mive. What happened in Milan has dealt
a mortal blow to mysoul, just as what happened in Paris must
have broken down your own. When nations fight for liberty,
the world becomes the fatherland of those who serve the
cause. Bot your sifvation is more logical and clearer than
oursy although it contains the same elements. Youn are facing
the foreigner, and his crimes can be explsined as the straggle
between truth and falsehood. As for us, who recovered all in
February, sod who now are losing all, and are mardering one
another without helping anybody, we offer to the world an
unheard-of spectacle.

The bourgeoisie is triumphing, I hear you say, and it is
only patural that selfishness should be the order of the day.
Bat why does the bourgecisie triumph, when the people are
sovereign masters, and when universal suffrage, the principle
of the people’s sovereignty, is still standing? We must at
last open-oar eyes, and the vision of reality is horrible. The
majority of the French people are blind, credulons, ignorant,
npgrateful, wicked, and stopid; in fine, are bourgesis-like!
There is, in indnstrial towns and in large centres, a snblime
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minority, baving nothing in common with the country people
and destined for a long time to come to be crushed by the
majority and sold to the bourgevisie. That minority bears in
its bosom the people of the people. It is the true martyr of
mankind. But, by its side and around it the people, even
those who fonght with it on certain days, are monarchical.
We who did nob witness the outbreak of June have hitherto
believed that the suburbs of Paris fought for their right to
labour. No doubt all did so instinctively ; but the new elec--
tions give ns the figures of the opinions expressed. The
majority belongs to a pretender, then to a few who buy the
votes, and lastly, in smaller numbers, to the Socialists. And
yet Paris is the heart and the head of the Socialists. But the
Socialist leaders are meither heroes nor saints. They are
tainted with the immense vanity and meanness which are the
leading characteristics of the reign of Louis Philippe.

No idea has kit upon the formula of life. The majority of
the Chamber are voting for the people’s death, and the people *
do not rise apontaneously under the standard of the Republic.
Some want an emperor, others kings, others again some
bloated initiators and theocrats. There is not one who feels in
himself what he is and what he must be. There is dreadful
confusion, a complete moral anarchy, and a morbid state
wherein the most courageous lose all spirit and wish for
death.

Life will, doubtless, proceed from that dissolution of the
past, and whoever knows what an idea is cannot be shakea in
his faith, so far as principles are concerned. But man only
spends one day here below, and abstractions can only satisfy
the frigid, In vain are we aware that the fature is ours; we
go on struggling and working in order to secure that future
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which we shall not see. But what a sunless and joyless life!
what a heavy chain to bear | what profound wearinesa! what
loathing ! what sadness! That is the bread steeped in tears
which it is our lot to eat. I confess that I am unable to
accept consolation, and that hope irritates me. I am as fully
aware as anybody else that we must go ahead ; but those who
tell me that our object is to persomally reach some more
favourable and smiling lands, are regular children, who believe
themselves certain to live a whole centory. I prefer to be left
to my grief. 1 have strength enoagh to empty the cup, bat I
do not want people to tell me that it is foll of honey when I
see in it the tears and the blood of mankind.

I have seen your friend Eliza. She came to spend a few
days here. We talked & great deal of you; buot I will frankly
tell you that she produced on me quite a different impression
from that which yoa made. Alter seeing you, I loved youa
great deal more than before; with her, it has been the reverse.
She is very kind, very intelligent, she must possess great
qualities ; but she ia infatuated with herself. Bhe has
the vice of the day, and that vice no longer finds me tolerant
a8 of yore, since I saw it, like a nasty worm, spoiling the finest
fruit and poisoning all that might save the world. I fear the
reading of my novels has been painful to her and partly con-
tribnted to excite, her in a sense which 13 not at all mipe.
Man and woman are everything for ber, and the question of
sex, in & sense at which the thought of man or woman shonld
never exclusively stop, obliterates in her the idea of the human
being, which is always the eame being and ought never to
perfect itself either as & man or as a woman, but as a soul and
the child of God. Thkat preoccupation produces in her a sort
of hysterical state, for which she cannot account, but which
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exposes ber to the designs of any scoundrel, - I believe her
conduct to be chaste, but her mind is not so, and that is,
perhaps, worse. I should prefer her having lovers and never
speeking about them, then having none and being constantly
talking of lovers. In short, after having spoken with her, I
experienced the same feeling as when one has partaken of
food and i8 troubled with indigestion. Y was on the point of
telling her so, and that was, perbaps, my duty. Bué I per-
ceived that it would grieve her, and I was not sure that I
could do so0 usefuily.

At any rate, she professes a sort of adoration for you,
a regular worship, which youn ought to eppreciate, for it is
deep and sincere. But again, while speaking-about you, she
tried my patience without being aware of it. She wanted
to hear my opinion respecting the sentiments which you pro-
fess towards women, and, in order to get rid of so stupid
a question, I rather brasquely told her that you did not have
the least affection for them, that you had no time to love
them, and that, before women, you saw the #man that is
wankind, which comprises both sexes in a more elevated
sense than that of individual differences. Thereupon, she’
grew animated and spoke of yon as one might of the hero
of a novel, which annoyed and hurt me. In fine, she is a
regular Englishwomsn, a pruds without pudeur ; and, for the
matter of that, she is also a regular Englishman, for the mind
has no sex, and every Englishman believes himself the finest
man of the finest nation in the world!

And, yet, I feel we must be indulgent towards those
happy beings who still find, in the small satisfactions or
illusions of their vanity, a refuge against the troubles of the
times. We are mach to be pitied, we, who can no longer live
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as individuals, and are in the midst of humanity in travail,
like the storm-beaten waves of the sea.

Yon have again met with your mother and your sister; so
much the better. I will not trouble you about my domestio
tronbles. They are always the same and will not alter. My
home is at least sweet and qumiet, my son always good and
composed, and the two other children whom you know, dili-
gent and affectionate towards me. I do not ask God for
anything for myself, I do not even pray to Him to spare me
the bitter grief which proceeds from other sources. I pray
to Him to deliver other people from the angnish which I
suffer. But that is still asking more than His terrible decrecs
have decided to grant our nnfortunate race. ’

Farewel), friend ; I love you,
G. Baxp.

To M. Epstonp Pravcnvr, Angouléme.

XNowarwrt, 14tk Oclober, 1548,
B,

The ideas which I expressed to you, currente calamo, in
my last letter, are too incomplete to be published. People
may withoat ceremony exchange ideas by letter, bat they
ghould bring ander the notice of the public only that to which
they have given their best attention; and that, not cut of self-
love and vanity of the writer, but out of respect for the idea
iteelf which must always be expressed in the best possible
form. I am now engaged, with one of my friends, upon as
complete although as short and as simple a work as we can
make it, spon the guestion which I hastily referred to in my
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letter. The pamphlet * will shortly appear, and I will send
you several copies of it If, thus developed, the principle
appears to you just and satisfactory, you will be able, by
means of the influence which yon possess around you, to
extend it and to back it.up with fresh proofs; for an idea is
not the property of anybody in particular, and its application
is the work of all. .

I thank you for the affectionate and sympathstic expres-
gion which you addressed to me personally. My sentiments
are only worth anything because they are in keeping with
those of genmerous minds, and because they confirm those
sentiments as they themselves are confirmed by them.

Please to accept, sir, for yoursél.f and friends, the expression
of my fraternal devotion. .
Georar Sanp.

I open my letter in order to reply to a question which you
put to me, and I cannot give a eatisfactory answer, becanse I
am, like yourself, in great doubt in the face of the political
facts, In the first place, I think I agres with you on this
point: The institution of the presidency is bad, and it is a
kind of semi-monarchical restoration. In the next place, sup-
posing we assent to the appointment of a President, is he to be
appointed by the people or by the National Assembly? In
principle, all democrats agree that he shonld be appointed by
the people; otherwise we should be going back to the indirect
vote. ’

Bat, in fact, some most sincere Republicans voted in favour

“of the President’s being appointed by the Assembly, thinking
that the requirements of politica necessitated that infringement

* Travaillours af Propriétaires, by Victor Borie.
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of the principle. As for me, I confess that I deteat what they to-
day call politics, that is to say, that art which is awkward and
devoid of sincerity, and is always baflled in its calculations by
fatality or Providence, and whose object is to substitute, for
logic and trath, foresight, expedients, transactions, the State
reason of monarchies; in fine, the instinct of the people will
pever ratify the acts of politics properly speaking, becaunse
popular inatinct is grand when enimated by the breath of
God, whereas God’s spirit is always absent from those meet-
ings of individuals at which euch little expedients are mann-
factured with such great means.

Aud yet, the people are going to make a blunder, and to
illustrate their want of enlightenment and inspiration in the
choice of their President. At least, the election of the
pretender is foreseen and feared. How can we help that?
By respecting the rights of the people, we at least leave to
them .the intelligence of and faith in the principle, and it is
better that they shoald, at the oatset, make a bad use of thore
righta than lose the notion of their rights and duties Ly
cautionsly and skilfally seconding the exigencies of politics.

If they should make a bad choice, they will also be able to
undo it, whereas, if they make no choice at all, there is no
reason why they shoald not have to submit to that which will
have been made without them.
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To M. AruanND Barsis, Dungeon of Vincennes.

Noxuaxr, 8th Decomber, 1848.

Dzar Frirno, i

I wrote to you three or four letters, which I sent to
Paris, but which the bearers have been unable to remit to you,
either because they went the wrong way about it, or becanse
there is singular ill-luck between us. I send you herewith
the last, so that you may see that I never ceased thinking of
you.

This time, I am assured that my letter will reach you. As
regards politics, I have nothing special or important to tell
you. On that subject I know what you think, and you what
I think. What I am most anxious for is thet you should not
believe that I forget you for a single instant, you the best of
all. You, no doubt, are acquainted with what is going on in
tho outward world.

I presume that you are mot deprived of mnewspapers, al-
though, everything considered, it would perhaps be bliss to
ignore how absurd, blind, snd misled a great portion of France
is at present. But, in spite of the infatuation for the Empire,
which is the weak side of the public spirit, thers is, in other
respects, a tangible change, & real progressdn ideas. That is
chiefly striking in the provinces, where personal questions lose
their importance to make room for, I will not ssy questions,
but want of principles. For my part, I am scarcely satisfied
with our Socialists; their divisions, their splits savour of pride
. and intolerance, defects inherent to the part of men with ideas,
and with which, yon are aware, I always reproach them. Bub
it is the will of God that we should go thus, and that our
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disputes should serve for the instraction of the people, since
we cannot teach them better examples. Provided that aim
of popular education be reached, what does it matter if So-and-
s0 leave behind him a more or less spotless name !

Yours, thank heaven ! will dlways be a symbol of gravdeur
and boly abnegation. If yon were proud, that wounld comfort
your martyrdom, but pride is not in your pature; you are
above it, and your only comfort is the hope of better days for
mankind. _

Those days will come; shall we see them ? What does it
matter? Let wus nevertheless work on. As for me, I
easily accept all personal vexations. Buat I confess that
courage fails me in trying to bear up with the sufferings of
those I love, and that, since the 15th of May and the 25th of
June, my sonl has been overwhelmed by your captivity, and by
the misfortunes of the proletariat. I find the cap bitter, and
wish ¥ could drink it in your stead.

Farewell; write to me if yon can, even if only a line. I
still cherish the dream that you will come here, and will con-
senti to rest for some time after that terrible life which yon
endure with too much stoicism. I fail to understand the
procrastination, or rather the inaction of the authorities con-
cerning you.- Methinks yon must infallibly be acquitted if
you condescend (& tell the truth respecting your intentions,
and to answer your traducers’ words.

Maarice requests me to say hg loves you If yon only
koew how much we talk aboat you in our family! Farewell
eme Your ester,

Groror.
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To M. Epmonp Pravcrur, Angouléme.

Nomanr, 13th February, 1849.

Allow me, citizen, to defend before yourself and friends
the work of my friend. ¥ That work does not appear to me
incomplete from its own point of view, and you would be more
satisfied with it were yon to put aside your own standpoint,
as I myself did. But you must consider that that little book,
although in a very modest form, is @ work of philosophy, the
examination of a principle much rather than one of social
practice, or of political economy.

The question was to set forth that principle, an& to know
whether it was just and admissible. It appears so to youm,
since you acc:ept its preface. The book is but the historico-
philosophical development of that principle, which I here
repeat in order that we may understand one another better.

Property is of two natures, common and private.

When, while talking, M, Borie and myself came npon that
formula, our first exclamation was: * There is scarcely any
new ides, and what we have just met with is probably nothing
but & reminiscence. If all our recollections were clearly
present to our minds, we should see that we have read that
formula in the works of the philosophers ofall ages.”

As for me, I have po learning, although I have read mach.
But my memory is- deficient in accuracy. M. Borie, being
much younger, discovered the texts far more easily than I
could have done; and that is why he very guickly achieved
that work, which I myself could only have done very slowly.

* Victor Borie, author of Travailleurs sf Propriétaires, the work here
referred to.
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It also seems to me that his starting-point, for his opinions are
not absolutely the same a8 mine, gave more force to his argu-
ments on common property. Besides which, those arguments
were more likely to be accepted, coming from a mind hostile
to absolute Commanism, thaa if they had been uttered by me;
for I long believed in the absolute Communiem of property,
and perhaps that, even when admitting individual property, as
I do to-day, I should make that property so small that fow
people woald be content with it.

You now reproachk M. Borie with not having suggested
some practical means, by defining, in clear and precise terms,
that which belongs to the province of individnal property, and
that which belongs to the province of common property. That
is, I believe, where the author ought to have stopped in a
small work of that natoure; for the means are always an
arbitrary thing, a thing essentially apt to be discussed and
modified, a thing in fine which, proposed by a person to-day,
will at once be much improved if many other persons take the
trouble of examining and perfecting it. According to my idea,
the nature of means lLittlo maiters ¢ priori; and as for the
natore of principles, that is for us of extreme importance,

Do you believe that the day when men shall have agreed
upon the principles of justice and fraternity they will be short
of means? Do won also believe that, even at the present
moment, there is not an abundance of means? Is it practical
intelligence which is wanting in France? Not in the least.
Means are to be had by the shovelfnl, and, if we had a
Legislative Assembly composed of intelligent Socialists (enough
of them could indeed be found to £l the Palais Bourbon*) more

* The palace iu which the wittings of the Chamber of Leputies are
held.
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than one man of genius wonld be seen to contribute his own
means. Those means would no doubt differ; bat, if all intelli-
gences were united by the same social religion, they would
come to some nnderstanding, and, from amendment to amend-
ment, they would give birth to equita.ble and true laws which
would save society.

Do you believe that, as regards means, Prondhon does not
possess in his bank wherewith to bring back material life to
that exhausted body called society? And do you believe that
there do not exist other great financial intellects which vegetate
in obscarity through being unable to display themselves? I
therefore say that to propose a means pure and simple is
purely childish, if he who proposes it does not feel himself
gpecially fitted for the means, and if he has not, besides, the
means of propagating his means. A practical system can be
proposed by a social meeting, or by a widely read journal, or,
again, by some practical celebrity. But to disseminate the
labour of minds over & multitude of single proposals is & thing
which I cannot approve. _

It is that multitude of private systems which prevented

“our following a single one at the beginning of the Revolation.
Proudhon is now spesking, and, although he does not beed the
principles with which we are preoccupied, my opinion is that
we must study him attentively, and keep surselves ready to
second him, if he should be on the road, or even on the inclins,
which leads to truth in practice; for to cultivate a religion
within oneself is one thing, and to practise that religion with
the consent end in the community of one’s fellow-men is
another. It is necessary that each should make concessions in
order to reach the accord which alone renders practice pos-
sible; and that is very likely what Proudhon would do if he
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found himself in the midst of an organising committoe, in the
presence of minds as powerful as his own, and bent mpon a
common aim.

I do not know whether I intelligibly express myself; but
if yon do not understand me it must Be my fault. This is in
short what I mean to say : We must serionsly apply ourselves
to set forth the principles, and, at the same time, to make
ourselves most modest and accessible to proposed means. We
must not believe that our means is the only one, and we must
persuade ourselves that the means is only to be found in
common and through peaceful discussion. Prondhon’s error
lies in believing that everything is contained in a means.
Alas! were that means perfect, it wonld fall ocu barren land,
if offered to a recalcitrant majority. But that narrow belief
of Proudhon ig perbaps useful for concentrating his intellectnal
force.

Some men, thongh possessed of that narrowness of view,
become nevertheless great for that very reason; for instance,
Voliaire and so many others, who, by dint of rejecting what
to them appeared uselesz, rendered themselves usefal and
powerful in their speciality. Let uns foster the growth of
practical men amongst us and refrain from believing that they
are not required. But let us likewise refrain from believing
that all men are practical; for, although there are more sauch
men in France now than at any former period, they are stil],
and will perhaps always be, a precious minority compared with
the population.

That 18 why I was not sorry to see M. Borie stop precisely
before the means; if he has a means, he shounld expose it in
another book, in a special work, if he thinks fit. But we
are not yet, in France, able to bring forth simaltancouely the
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theory and its application. Pierrs Leroux failed in that,
despite his genius,

Observe that there is more than one means of defining
individual property and common property. Proudhon will tell
you that his system conciliates all others. Aunother will propose
a mortgage bank; that would, I believe, be the dream of M.
Borie, for instance, and I know some other persons who also
believe in that means, under various forms. A. third party
will step in and descant upon progressive taxation ; a fourth
orator will dwell upon means more modest, but which could be
applied immediately if the National Assembly had a little
faith and will. The unification of the railway systems by the
State, mutual insurances under various forms, all tending to
constitute a real social fund ; for we already possess & fictitious
one which rests upon the lmposts but is not equitably settled
and by which the wealthy classes alone profit.

You see, therefore, that there are many means, ahd I
believe that they are all good. Had I any financial aptitode,.
I am sure that I could find half-a-score more to propose. I
say that they are all good by themselves, and would be excel--
lent after being blended together ina system agreed upon by
the nation. But where is the agreement? The rich will not,.
and the poor cannot. A principle can be formulated in three
words, and rests upon purely philosophical reasons. The
latter can easily be accepted by everybody, becamse almost
everybody is struck by what is true and noble ; who will dare
to say that Socrates, Jesus, Confucins, and the other great
initiators made mistakes ? But, when we come to palpable

“facts, everybody has hLis opinion, and we are obliged to
cousult everybody in order to act.

That is why the very sentiment of fraternity and justice
voL IL @
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must repel any thought of anger that may agitate our bosoms,
If we love humanity, we are in duty bound to respeot it and
to regard as sacred the liberty it possesses to make mistakes.

What1 God suffers that error and_we should not? Why
do you grow indignant agamst the nch? Could you dread
the rich if the poor were free from avarice and prejudice ?
The rich ill-treat the people only because the people bend
their necks. 1f the people knew their rights, the rich would
stoop down to the dost, and we should have so little canse to
dread them that nobody wounld take the trouble to hate them.
The obstacle is not there; it is among ourselves, and ocar most
implacable adversaries are, at present, with the exception of
an imperceptible minority, the very people whom we wish to
defend and save. Let ns then be patient! When the people
are with us we shall have no more enemies, and we shall be
too mighty not to be, once more, generous,

As for me, I will not for the present put into black and
white, to be read by the public, the thoughts which are now
rushing into my head, and that, because I am anxions to
avoid being carried away by emotion. I am not always as
calm a8 I appear. Like anybody else, I feel the blood flowing
throngh my veins, and there are days when indignation might
canse me to forget my principlea, the religion that I cherish
within my sonl. ‘As you ably pat it, I obey pfucfrm, bat not
for my own sake. Y am deficient in that quality as regards my
personal security ; but our passion does harm to others; its
teachings are bad, ita magmetiem banefal. I have enongh
virtae to hold my tongne; I shonld not have envugh of it to
speak always with meekness and charity. Yet, be sure,
charity alone can save us.

This letter i8 quite confidential for yourself and friends.
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Because of Bulletin XVI., my name is now the scarecrow of
reactionaries, and avowed relations with me might seriously
compromise you. I think it my duty to warn you of that. If
you think anything in my letters worth publishing, I fuily
authorise you to do so, since you possess a newspaper of your
own; but, in that case, give it as being your own, forit is
not what I say which frightens and irritates people, it is my
name, _ ‘

As far as I am concerned, I have been compelled to refuse -
contributing for several friends of miune, and, were I to write
in your paper, I should not feel at sll easy.

Accept, citizen, the assurance of my fraternal sentiments.

G. Sasp.

To M, ArMaND BARBES, Bourges.

- Nomawt, 14tk March, 1849.
Dear Friewp,

I received your letter of last December. Do not feel
uneasy about it. If I have not written to you since, it is that
I hoped to go to Paris, and would have preferred to see yon;
but 1 could not quit my Isle of Robinson.* Begsides, in spite of
the appearance of serenity which we owe, as an example or as
a consolation, to those we love and with whom we are con-
stantly in close contact, I was under the influence of a physical
and moral depression which, in writing, I could not have con-
cealed from you. -

I afterwards had the intention of going to Bourges,

# A humorous allusion to Bobinson Crusoc’s island.
a3



82 Letters of George Sand,

but met with opposition to it at home. I only gave way
before the following consideration, which everybody pointed
ont to me: * Yon are,” they said to me, “the bugbear, the
scapegoat of Socialism. People pretend that you are con-
spiring, and, the quieter you keep, the more they accuse you.
If you should go to Bourges, people will try all sorts of means
to vex you.” To that I replied that I did not mind; but they
at once retorted that the ill-will of a certain party would,
in the event of my going, affect you and increase the chances
of your being convicted.

I can gearcely believe it. I cannot persuade myself that
people take so muoch notice of me, or that onr adversaries
themselves can be cowardly and wicked enough to display
towards you all the hatred which they are supposed to
entertain for me. Did.they deceive me in order to shield me
from some imagivary peril? That may be. Bat I had to
give'way, my gon joining in also and telling me the only thing
which, to me, appeared rational. It is that, without regard
for my age or for the gravity of our fate and of the circum-
stances, the reactionary journals wounld take advantage of
my presence in Bourges in order to calomziate and profane
the holiest of friendships, by means of ignoble insinnations.
That would be in accordance with the dictates of order, and
we know what they are capable of. Did not s mewspaper,
edited by bigots and priesta, say a few years ago that I was
in the habit of going to the barriers* in order to get drunk
with Pierre Leroux ?

I should, for my part, have despised those stmzpid and
ontrageons insuolts, of which I am quite &lasé; but they
remonstrated that, if it came to your knowledge, that wonld

# Outaide the gates of Paris
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profoundly distress you in your friendship towards me, and
that, instead of bringing you comfort, I should thus be for
you & new cause of indignation and grief,

It was my duty to give you a full explanation; for my
first impulse was to go to see you and to kiss your worthy -
gister, and our first impulses always proceed from the con-
science as well as from the heart. The remarks of my
friends and relations shook my determination. You will judge
between us, '

I only wrote to you & word forwarded by Dufraisse, and
nothing by Aucante. I did not know whether they could
succeed in reaching you and handing you a letter. Dufraisse
was to write to me in that respect on his arriving at Bourges.
He perhaps did 8o, but I have not received anything. There
cxists, perhaps, a cabinet noir* established for the occasion.
So that I should still be without news from you, had not that
kind Emile Aucante succeeded in seeing you. He told me
that your appearance was healthy, and that you said yon were
pretty well. .

That is & blessing for me in the midst of my sadness and
anxiety, for the future belongs to us, and you must stay with
us in order to see it. Take care of yourself, and do not waste
your strength. Always keep calm. Henceforth, long oppres-
sions are not to be dreaded. Conspiracies -will no longer be
required. Heaven is conspiring, and we mortals need only
allow the stream of progress to carry us. It flows rapidly now,
and all the persecutions to which we are subjected have at last
a manifest, immediate usefulness. Ah [ your fate is glorious,

® Cabinet Noir, a department of the Ministry of the Interior, to
whicl: letters addressed to suspected persons were forwarded from the
General Post Office for examination.



86 Letlers of George Sand,

friend, and if you were not the worthiest of all I should envy
yoar fate. You are, perhaps, the most beloved and esteemed
man of modern times in France, despite the terrors roused
in the midst of the ignorant masses by the perfidy of those
you know. )

All those whose minds are at all enlightened and whose
souls are at all just, hail your name as one entirely spotless, and
the symbol of the chivalrous spirit of Repablican France. You
do not shield yourself from anything, while all the rest eagerly
seek for shelter and protection. That is why those who have
not the courage to imitate yon tax you with being mad. But
in my eyes you are the only wise and logical man, as you are
also the best and most loyal. Somebody, yesterday, was com-
paring you before me with Joan of Arc, and I said that, in
our revolutionary annals, after the purity of the incorruptible
(but terrible!) Robespierre, we wanted somebody purer still,
Barhes, just as firm and incorruptible, but irreproachable in
his sentiments of frankness and humanity.

I say all that, snd yet I do_not approve of the 1ith of
May. What I saw of it with my own eyes was nothing better
than improvised orgies, and I knew that you were agamst
anything of that kind. In principle, the people have the
right, in my opinion, to break uzp their own representation,
bai only when that faithleas expression of their will itself
bresks the principle by which it was invested with the
national sovereignty. Had that Assembly rejected the
Republic on the 4th of May, even if it had then, in principle,
constituted itself into an aristocratic repablic, if it had con-
tinned to destroy universal suffrage and to proclaim the
monarchy, then, believe me the 15th of May would have
been 8 grand day, and we should not be where we are now.
Bat, however ill-intenticned the majority of the Assembly was
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even then, there were nob yet sufficient motives to induce the
people to have recourse to that extreme means.

That is why the people kept quiet, why the clubs alone
acted, and we know full well that, in those outbreaks of the
most fiery portions of political parties, there are ambitions on -
the one hand and agents of provocation on the other. Do you
recollect that, on the days preceding that unfortunate morn-
ing, I took the liberty of calming your excitement as much as
lay in my power ?

I should have wished for more meekness and patience in
the forms of our opposition in general. Our friends appeared
to me too resdy for suspicion, accusation, and insult. I believed
those “moderate” Deputies to be better than they seemed;
I endeavoured to convince myself that they were mostly
weak-minded and timid men, thongh honest at heart, and that
they wounld accept truth if we succeeded in showing it to them
without personal passion, and in respecting their vanity still
more perhaps than their interests, That was prob;bly Y
mistake, for the way in which they have acted since proves
that, with or without the events of the 15th of May, that with
or without the outbreak of June, they wonld welcome back the
reaction more readily than the democracy. But, whatever
might have been their conduct, we should not have to reproach
ourselves with having shown an excess of,precipitation, and
compromised for the time being the fate of the Republic.

In chort, I had better speak frankly, and I feel certain
that you think as I do, the 15th of May was & mistake, it was
more than & political mistake, it was 8 moral fault. Between
the hypocritical idolatry of the reactionaries for stationary
institutions, and the uncontrolled passions of turbulent minds
towards scarcely settled institntions, there is a middle and
straight path to follow. -
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Respect for an institotion which displaya evident germs of
progress, patience towards excesses, and great pradence in
revolationary action may, I admit, enable us to clear those
obstacles, but they also drag us far backward, and, as has
already been the case, compromise our first conquests. Ahl
if we bad had eufficient motives, the people wonld have been
with us; but ours were but pretexts, just like those we find
when wanting to fight with somebody whose appearance we
dislike. It is quite trne that the face of a man and his words
show and prove what he is, and that some day or other, if be
should be a rogne, homest people will have the right to
chastise him. Bunt there must have been very grave and con-.
clusive facts, otherwise our precipitation is an unjust tendency
against which humean conscience rebels, That is why, on the
15th of May, the clabs were alone.

In all that, though like myself, bent upon biding ovr
time and the maturity of social questions (you said so before
me and your clab two days prior to the ontbreak), yon did
that .which I shonld probably have dope in your position;
they said to yon: “Itis a revolation ; the people want it, the
people carried the day, abandon them or join them.” You
accepted the error and the faalt of the people, and you
followed their impulse in order to prevent them from any
abase of their strength if they carried the day, or to perich
with them if they should fall.

I am bold emough to tell you that I regretted that you
declined to plead. You would not have bad to defend your.
self; there is no fear of your ever doing s0, poor dear martyr!
but you would bave had the opportanity of nttering usefal
words. It is true that yom might possibly have had to sepa-
rate your cause from that of certain co-accused who, though
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perhaps much more guilty than yourself, readily consent to
plead. I cannot be the judge of your personal motives, but I
feel certain beforehand that your decision has been, as usual,
the noblest and most generons.

What I never clearly nuierstood, and what you will
explain to me only when we meet again—for, until then, rest
assured I shell accept all from you with the most absolnte
confidence in your intentions-—is the vote of the milliard, I
do not much mind thet in itself, but I do not understand the
political opportuneness of that appeal for money at such a
moment. )

Had the reactionary representatives voted: for it under the
influence of fear as in Prairial* they certainly would after-
wards have followed the example of their fathers, that is
to say, they would have provoked a counter measure and
perjured themselves as soon s possible. The dissolution of
the Assembly by force would appear more logical to me, if, at
that moment, you had had the right to doso. But why that
proposal of taxation in the midst of a turmoil yet without
issue or definite expression? In order to save the Assembly by
offering it that means of coming to a compromise with the
excited mob? Or was it in order to quell the mob and prevent
its making further demands ?

That is, I believe, the great grievance of 'the reactionaries
against you, for the fact of going to the *“ Hbtel de Ville” in
order to master or direct a movernent which took place, so to
speak, without your personal intervention, is an act for which
the most hostile to yon ought, in their own interest, to dis-

* A term signifying Grass Month, employed in the calendar adopted

by the first French Republic, a period corresponding with late May and
early Juune.

Y
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culpate you. I bave been spurred on by the desire of openly
taking yonr defence in a special writing, to which at a decisive
moment I should have given the greatest publicity ; bat you
would have had to give your assent to it in the first place, and T
doubt whether you wonld have done s0;in the second place,
it wonld have been necessary for me to be thoroughly
acquainted with what you intended to say to the independent
public on the subject.

I found myself within a vicious circle; for, to alf appear-
ance, the defence, from the point of view of my friendship and
solicitude, would bave displeased you, while a defence in
accordance with your very frank admissions, would have
insured yoar conviction by those upon whom to-day your
liberty depends. I felt very unhappy to be unable to do
anything to prove to you my affection and admiration without
running the risk of causing you either injury or displeasure.,
My character is perhaps inclined towards means more normal
and slower than those which yon wonld accept in practice.

Thoré, they say, used to reproach me with my tolerance
and my optimism in regard to facts. I do not, however, think
that I disagree with you in theory, and I have still present to
my mind the recollection of one of cur lsst conversations in
my garret, in which yon rejected the idea of a dictatorship
for our party, because, as you eaid, a dictatorship is impos-
sible withont terror, and terror is henceforth impossible in
France.

We to-day possess the proof of that impossibility, now that
we sec the nation republicanise and sociglise iteelf more
rapidly and more thoroughly, under the arbitrary rule of reac-
ticn, than we ourselves succeeded in doing when we were in
power. We must, therefore, acknowledge that the times are



Letters of George Sand. or

changed, that terror, that extreme mesns, which did not
insure success for our fathers, and was only, after all, of short
duration and followed by a long and deep reaction, can no
longer be reckoned as a means upon which the revolutionaries
of any party can rely. It is now receiving its death-blow at
the hands of our adversaries; thank God that it is at theirs,
and not at ours!

You said in the garret, I fully remember: “ The terror?
that mow could not last more than a month at most;
and afterwards we should perhaps ‘have twenty years of
monarchy.” And now we may reverse that remark! To
further the interests of the bourgeois Republic, Cavaignac
indulged in a milita.rj terror. Socialism, so to speak, joined
the Royalist and Imperialist reaction in order to upset it.
In its turn, thab reaction is indulging against us in a small
terror after the fashion of 1815. Socialism, the Mountain,*
the army, the people, everything is inveighing againgt it,
even the moderale factions, even part of the bourgeoisie,
They only await the awakening and disabusing .of the
peasants in order to scatter that insignificant force, And
then, if up to that time we are fortunate emough to resist
provocations, if we have sufficient strength and virtue to
bear up for a time with persecutions and misery, we shzll no

longer need to employ that powerless and dangerons weapon
known as the terror.

For the last quarter of a century Frenchmen are enjoying
o sort of constitutional liberty which, if we think of the future,
is, I graot, an hypocrisy, but which is at least a reolity if
we compare it with the past. Their manners have grown
accustomed to that liberty; bat with them the balance must

* The Jacobin party.
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be kept steady between more and less: they dread the more,
and that is their weakness; but they are revolted by the
less, and that is their strength against all the means borrowed
from the past.

I do not agres with all my friends on that point, Several
of them contemplate applying the means of the past to
the future; yor know whether I respect and defend the past;
but I believe that I am consistent with truth when stating
that the present is essentially different from the past, and
that we must not begin anything again, that we must not
copy anything, but invent and create all. No doubt I agree
with them respecting the sovereignty of the aim, and the
proverb, “Qui veut la fin veat les moyens,” * is troe, only
we must not strain it 80 ag to say fo-day:  Qui veat une fin
d’avenir et de progrés veut les moyens da passé,” t+ becanse,
whatever we may do, the past is always retrograde.

Bat I have allowed myself to indulge in speaking to you
abont a topic which ought to remain forcign to oar corre-
spondence; for you have engugh to do with yoar own
thonghts, and in your prison you have much more necd
of tributes of affection thap political discnssion. I had made
up my mind never to tire you with the latier, and you
recollect that even in Paris T should have wished those who
love you to talk to you, for two hours a day at least, abont
the state of the weather in order to compel you to let your
mind rest. If I myself have indulged in the fault with which
I used to reproach other people, I never intend to do it
again, and I only did s0 in order to gratify the want I

* “Who wills the end wills the means.”
+ “Who wishes for a futare and progreszive aim wishes for the
means of the pest.”
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felt of expressing fully my views o yom in this solemn
moment, which is perhaps about to separate us for a time, I
will not say more or less long, bat more or less short.

Let me know the means of corresponding with you in
a prompt aud, as far as possible, discreet manner, wherever
you may be. : :

The book I sent you possesses another merit besides that
of being an Elzevir, it is the work of an early Christian,
pefsecute& by the whole world at a time when Christianity
and the Papacy itself represented progress and the future.
It is the production of a prisoner and of a martyr. " It
containg many beautiful pages, and a rather curious mixtare
of Christianity and paganism, which denotes a period of tran-
gsition like our own. I kuow not whether you are a better
Latin scholar than I; that would not mean much more than
zero. But the Latin of that book is easy, and Latin is a
language which people can always pick up again and vander-
stand in a few days. Besides, it is one of those books
intended more for reference, than for reading; and, lastly,
I sent it you as I might have sent a ring, it being the only
portable object of which I could dispose. If yon should
require any real books, let me know, and I will send yon all
you ask for,

Farewell ; reply to me only when you have leisure and feel
8o inclined, A letter from you brings me joy, but I do not
wish that joy to cost you effort or fatigue.

Auncante, who saw your sister, does not hold out any hope
of her being able to come and see me, I deeply regret if.
Please to tell her so; but she must not refuse me-the hope of
making her acquaintance in better times, which, please God,
may soon come! I know that she is & woman of admirable
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character, and loves you as you deserve. I request you to kiss
her for me ; she cannot refuse the intermediary. I also request
you to remember me to worthy citizen Albert, your companion
in courage and misfortune, and to shake bands with him on
my behalf, as heartily and with as much faith and hope as I
did myself at the Luxembounrg.

Maurice and Borie kiss you affectionately. I this morning
received from Paris a long letter from Marc Dufraisse, who
bad promised to give me a full account of you, and who has
sent some twelve pages of information. You thue see whether
wa feel concerned abont you.

Farewell agaip, friend. Do your best to help me to write
fo you sometimes. I do not need to advise you to keep up
your courage, you already possess too much as regards all
that reldtes to yourself. Remember only that I love you with

all my heart.
Geogaz.

To Joserrw Mazziny, Florence.

Nogasr, 5th March, 1349,

Frixsp,
Your letter from Florence came to hand to-day.

Several days ago I wrole to you there under cover to
M. Cajali. Are you sure that you always give me correct
addresses! In iwo different letters you gave the address of
M. Cajali a8 Marseilles and Florence. Were you assaming
that pame, or is it that of a friend domiciled at those two
places? Do not fail in fature to be very precise, for I fear my
letters get lost or delayed.

Now, thank God, I can write to yonr ander your own name.
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That name is the symbol of liberty in Italy ; it is like that of
Republic, which displays or conceals itself, according as God
manifests Himself to men throngh patriotism or withdraws
Himself from their hearts. Ah! my dear Joseph! since I
last wrote to you great things have happened in your coantry,
and thanks partly to you. I was then ignorant of the events
in Toscany, as also of sall that is about to take place in
Piedmont. Isolated Rome used to canse me to tremble.
Henceforth everything depends mpon the courage and faith
of your people. '
 OQur reactionary papers write infamonsly about the Italian
question, as they generally do concerning every vital move-
ment of humanity., Those of oor shade of opinion vainly
request intervention against the Austrians and Russians, who
threaten the newly struck spark of our liberties. Our
Government is deaf and dumb. One hardly knows whether
treacherous or stupid, »
The fatality which pursues our times resides in the fact
that healthy outbreaks do not occur simultaneously. If Italy
had thas risen in February! if it had proclaimed the Republic
in Rome at the same time as Vienna drove off her Emperor!
and if, now, France were to wake up and impose silence upon
_perfidious aristocracies | But that day of unanimons impulse
will come, and then monarchies will be abolished for ever.
Whatever may be the issue of your Italian Republic, what it
does to-day will not be lost, and your labour will bear its
fruits in & durable manner befors a century has elapsed. It
now rests with men whether that miracle will at once be
- forcibly obtained from God. The arrow has been shot; if it
should miss its aim that, at any rate, will not be your fault, and
you have no reason io feel anxious and doubtful respecting
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yourself and the futaure, even if you must again witness
another delay. We were, are, and shall be with the truth;
why, then, should we grieve? Let as exert ourselves to the
best of our ability, and die looking onward ; for those who
fell and whom we leave behind fell nselessly.

I feel almost disposed to scold you for expressing from
time to time doubts about me, when aéking whether I am
dissatisfied with you. That is the sequel to the action which,
at different times, yon bring against yourself, poor and dear
holy man that you are! You accuse yourself, whenever
hamanity hesitates or recedes, as though it were your fault, as
though yon had not always been first in the breach and the
most exposed. You are too good and too grand not to be
sad and timid. Would that I conld give yon a little of ths
pride which others possess in excess! Youa would then suffer
less. Bat that hamility of your heart is the canse of people
loving you as muoch as they regard you, I would say as they
admire you were I not addressing yoa yourself. Yon are so
simple and meck that yoa perhaps would not believe it.
Believe, at least, that I love you with all my heart, and
pever doubt it, or I shall myself believe that you no longer
love me.

My son and friends kiss you.

Write to me.

G. Saxp.



Letters of George Sand. K

sz Ol

e =Y

To Mavrice S4ND, Paris.

' Nomaxt, 13th May, 1849,
My Boy,

I believe that you ought to come back, even though you
should afterwards return in the event of nothing happening of
all that people spprehend. That is no foolish anxiety on my
patt; but I quite perceive that the situation is more strained
than it has ever been; and, not only by the newspapers, but
also by all the letters which I receive, I plainly see that
the authorities thoroughly mean to come to blows. They will
do such things that the population, which is a ¢ollective being
and a compound of a thousand ideas and diverse passions, will
probably be unable any longer to perform the miracle of
remaining calm and united as a single man in the presence of
the senseless provocation of o faction which risks its last
stake. The struggle will be terrible; there are so many
parties opposed to one another thab ite issue cannot be fore-
seen, and we shall witness mistakes more horrible, if possible,
wisunderstandings more bloody, than in June. If the Red
Republic joins in the fray, it will fight to the death; for, in its
opinion, the European Republic is staked against European
absolutism. Buch is, at least, my ides, and it may break out
at any moment. You, perhaps, do not read the papers; but
if you were to follow the stormy debates of the Assembly,
yon would perceive that every day, every hoar, gives birth
to an incident which is like a firebrand hurled into a powder
magazing.

" You must therefore come back , I pray you, for in this world
I possess only you, and your death would canse mine. I may

yet be of some slight use to the canse of truth; but, if .1 wero
YOL. IL ‘ H
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to lose you, everything would be at end with me. I possess
the stoicism of Barbés and Mazzini. It is true they are men,
and have no children. Besides, in my opinion, it is not by
means of a struggle, by a civil war, that we in France shall
gain the canse of mankind. We possess universal snffrage.
Woe be to us if we do not know how to umse it; for that
alone will affranchise ns for ever, and the only case in which
we should have the right to take up arms would be that
in which the attempt were made to deprive us of our electoral
rights. .

Bat will that population, so ernushed in mizery, so brotalised
by the police, so provoked by an infamous policy of reaction,
possess the true superhaman logic and patience of biding the
unanimity of its moral forces ¥ Alas! I fear not. It wil
resort to physical force. It may win the game; bnt the risk
is 8o great that mone of those who truly love the people
wonld either advise them or set them the example to do so.
In order to be neither with the people nor against them it is
neceasary not to be in Paris. Ceme back, then; and, believe
me, it is high time you shonld leave there. Bring Lambert
with yon ; I advise him to accompany you. I shall feel more
eagy to see you all here.

1 kiss you, my boy, and beg of you to think of me,

To M. Taeorare TrorE, Paris.

Nomax, 26k May, 1840,

Dzaz Frexp,
It has long been my intention to write to you; but I
have always delayed doing 8o, a8 I expected to bave time to see
youin Paris, where I spent three days, at the beginning of this
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month, on business. I could not, however, find the time to
call upon you. Besides, I was looking forward to ‘congratu-
lating you upon your election, and sharing with you the pleasure
which that would have caused you; but you failed, although
securing a large number of votes. I fell ill again on my
return here ; indeed I have always been ill for the last two
years ; not so as to cause any anxiety to those who value my
life, bui sufficiently to lose my time and grow melancholically
weary under the weight of an extraordinary physical de-
pression, I am just now passing through a phase of material
powerlessness., I feel neither disheartened nor weary at any-
thing, when life returns to me; but at times, for whole days
and whole weeks, life quits me; I then grow weary at being
unable to live, and at being compelled to think withont being
able to write down my thoughts. That state will not always
last, for I intend seeing a few years yet. I am sure those new
years of life will do me good, and, like the elder of Isinel, I
shall be able to exclaim: ‘ Now I can dis.”

The other obstacle which, I mentioned to youm, and which
did not proceed from me, is now almost wholly removed.
Wait yet a little while and I will help you. I have asked for
particulars respecting Mazzini. I intend writing his bio-
graphy; but do not mention it, for if those particulars were
not to reach me I could not keep my word ; besides which, I
never like my work to be advertised beforehand. One then
feels obliged to do extra well, and that is discouraging. At all
events, you are doing very well without me. Your paper is
not badly edited, as you yourself used to remark. On the con-
trary, it strikes me that your talent and lucidity are pro-
gressing, and I noticed articles from your pen which were not

ouly good, but really fine. On the other hand, I am sorry for
"2



100 ° Letters of George Sand.

that sort of polemica with the Pruple®* You are tno pug-
pacious ; you have got the devil in you. You aro also too
vindictive. Why do you think the Natioral+t will not alter
itz views? You are well aware that, ever, since Carrel’s § time,
I have had personal cause to complsin of the Nafinal more
than anybody else. The minds of its editors are not at all
in sympsthy with me. Ia the times we live in, there is perhapy
pothing more deplorable or irritating than to ses those who
formerly nsed to lead us on the road to progress trring now to
cdose it against us, the people, becanse they have exhsusted
their ideas and their legs are weary, and they eannnt bear to
be lefi behind. Bat they are at last in that sitnstion that they
must follow us or die, and, if they try to proceed, why should
we not hold oot cur hands to them ? Is it not oar duty to be
the knights of the Revolation, like the people who bekaved so
nobly in February, like Barbis, our model knight? ... Are
pot the opinions of the National and its party now ia a pitialle
pligkt? I am scarcely acquainted with the mem who, in
Paris, belong to that political ekade; but there are some in
oGr provinces, many amang the elected whom the perple chose
as Socialists, and I can assure yvou that they are not traitors,
they are sincere men whose eyes are open. Weshould eertainly
not kave seored 8o fine 8 result in the Departments where the
wrivmph of the Eed LAt is announced, had we only admisted
deriared Socialists (Socalintss de la Teills) ; and I believe that
tke ressom why we did not secare 8 Socialist msjority in Para
is that we too sedulonsly displayed uncompromising and un-
witigated Socialism i the choice of onr candidates.

I know fal! well that yrur opinien is that I am kind-

* + Name of a pewspaper. 2 Armand Carrel
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hearted. It is true that I have always been of the stuff of
which dupes are made; but are not confidence and forgive-
ness the duties of every religion? You often said so before,
and, even to-day, we do not seek to establish a sect, but to
proclaim a religion. .

I also am sorry that you should have guarrelled with
Proudhon. I know that we never shall agree with him on
some points, which, moreover, are offensive to nus. But what
a useful and vigorous champion of demoémcy is he; what im-
mense services has he not rendered for a year past! It grieved
~allthose who view things in a simple manner and at a distance,
to find you, one fine morning, fighting together, at a time
when the living forces of the futmre should be bound in
perfect accord. And, bear in mind, that is the view of the
majority, People read all opinions for and against, and they
conclude by saying: “ They are both right, from their own
peint of view. They are, therefore, wrong not to unitg their
two right views in a single one likely to profit us.”’

All that seems paradoxical. As far ss I am concerned,
it sounds like the arguments of a sick person. Buat the
majority in France is womanly, childish, and sick, Do not
altogether lose sight of that. Torches like your ardent
snd young mind are doubtless required. I have no wish to
. extinguish them, Bat I should aiso like to see you refraining
from burning, in your onward course, that which can be
preserved, and which we shall be compelled to have with
us when the conflagration has spread.

Good night, friend. Believe that my heart is with those
who fight, and consequently with you.

-

G EORGE.
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To Josepn Mazzini, Rome.
Nouaxr, 23rd June, 1840,

Ah, friend, brother, what events! and how can I
depict to yom the profound anxiety, fhe deep admiration
and the bitter indignation which fill our hearta? You saved
the honoar of our camse. Bat, alas! Oura as a nation is
lost., We are in perpetunal anguish,

We daily expect some fresh disaster, and only learn the
troth long after facts have taken place. To-day we know
that the struggle is obstinate, that Rome is behaving admirably
and yourself foo. Buot what shall we learn to.morrow 7 Will
God reward so much coorage and devotion? Will He
abandon Hie own people? Will He grant His protection to
the most criminal folly and treachery which maokind ever
tolerated ? It seems, alas! that He intends to try and break
us in order to purify ms, or with the view of leaving the
present generation as an instance of infamy on the one hand,
of expiation on the other.

Hapl'}en what may, my distressed heart is with yoa, If

*you shonld be victorious, I shall nevertheless preserve a
mortal grief at that impicus struggle of France against you.
1f you shounld saccamb, you will be none the less grand, and
your misfortune will make yoa dearer if possitle to your
gister.

To THE SAME.
Nomasy, 5th July, 1549,
My Beorare anp Femwp,

Let us go to the bottom of the question since yon wish
it. We will overlook the fack of my being dizgusted and dis-
couraged, the situation being 8 purely personal one, which
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does not prove auything for or against your views and means.
In my last letter, I purposely omitted answering what you
said about Louis Blane, because I did not wish to be led to
speak of Ledru-Rollin. I thought it useless to trust to paper
judgments, which, in the present state of suspicion on the part
of the police, may at any time fall into the hands of our
enemies. But, since yon renew your question, it is my duty to

you fo explain myself. |

You are now engaged in politics and in nothing else. At
heart, I know, you are ag much of a Socialist 28 I am; but
you pat off the question of the future until better times, and
believe that a purely political essociation between a few men
who represent the Republican situation, such as it may now
be, is & duty for you. You do that, you overcome your repug-
nance. (You wrote so to me in the letter to which I replied.)
In fact, you believe that there is nothing else to do. That
is possible; but is it a reason for doing it? That is the
question. '

You take a broad view of things; for you, individuals
are not of mach account or wéight. You accept man, provided
he represent an idea; you take him as a symbol, and add him -
to your sheaf, without being really sure that he is a tried
weapon. In my opinion, Ledru-Rollin is & weak and dangerous
weapon, destined to break in the hands of the people. . Let us
be fair, and give the men his due. I begin by telling you
that I feel sympathy and even affection for him. I am
without any personal prejudice against him; on the con-
trary, my taste would lead me to prefer his society to that
of the majority of politicians with whom I am acquainted.
He is amiable, communiocative, confident, personally brave, feel-
ing, warwm-hesrted, and disinterested in money matters. But I
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believe I do not mistake, I feel I am quite sore of what I
advance when, after saying thus much, I declare to you that
he is not a man of action; that political self-luve is very
strong in him; that he is vain; that he loves power and
popularity as much as Lamartine bimself ; that he is ¢ woman
in the bad acceptation of the word, that is to say, full
of personality, of amorous spite and political flirting ; that i,
weak, not as brave morally as he is physically; that his
entourage i8 wretched, and that be tamely submits to bad
inflnences; that he loves flattery; that he is mppardomably
flighty; that in fine, in spite of his precious qualities, im-
pelled by his incurable defects, he will betray the true
popular cause. Yes, remember what I say, be will betray it,
unless circumstances should occar wherein he may find his
vanity and his power profited by serving it. Ie will
betray it, withont meaning to do so, without perhaps being
aware of it, withont understanding what he intends to do. '
His aversions are strongif not tenacicus. He will pay atten-
tion, in connection with great events, to small considerations
which will prevent his doing good, but will satisfy bis passion,
his fancy of the moment. He will accept compromizes
respecting the most serious matters, and throogh motives
the frivolity of which nobody will ever suspect.

He is capable of anything, and yet is thoroughly honest
but weak-minded. He will go to the right, to the left;
ke will, in fact, slip through your fingers. Before yon, he will
break off relationship with an enemy; the next day, you will
learn that he has spent the rnight over a reconciliation.
Nothing more impressionable, nothing more versatile, nothing,
as you will find, more whimsical than be! Yon will tell me
that you know all that ; you must know it since you bave scen
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him, and since there is in him a certain amiable but dreadful
naiveté, which, after a month or two of examination, dispels
all doubts as to his true nature. People more shrewd and less
optimist than I sometimes am, do not even require go long a
time to form their opinion. You will therefore tell me that
that does not trouble you; that, since he is the most popular
man of the Republican party in France, you accept him as the
instrument which God places in your hand. Which of usis
right or wrong? ‘I cannob say; bub our dispositions are
quite opposed. In your opinion, it is not necessary to regard
and to love a man much in order to employ him and judge
him fit for your holy ‘wor}:.

As for me, I am capable of regard and love for a good and
amiable man, as a private individual ;‘ as such, I should
warmly take up his ‘defence against his enemies, I should
dare to serve his interest, I would even share his grief. There
are several friends of mine whose ideas I do not relish, whose
conduct I do not approve, but whom. nevertheless I love,
snd to whom I am much devoted, so far as private inter-
course is concerned. But as r;gards public matters the thing
is difforent. Were 1 a politician, I should be inflexibly
stern. I should wish to save the life, the honour, and the
liberty of those men; but I should decline to entrust them
with a mission, and nothing could induce me to yield oun that
point, neither the counsideration of their talent, nor that of
their popularity (popularity is so blind and stupid!), nor that
of momentary utility. I donot believe in momentaryutility. We
pay too dearly for it on the morrow for any real utility to bein it.

Such is, therefore, for France the leader of the political
association formed under the title of Proscrit.* It is possible

* Name of a newspaper.
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that the shade of politics which Ledru-Rollin represents may
be the only one possible in connection with immediate
" Republican government: that shade of politics will be
entitled to respect for a certain time,

I should, thus, not fight against it if I were a man and a
political writer, so long as it did not commit any grave faults,
and especially as long as we were in presence of formidable
enemies, against whom it might be the only rallying point.
But I conld no longer place my heart, my sonl, and my talent
at his service. I ehonld decline to enter the lists against
his party until the day when be should become the avowed
and active persecator of a more advanced party (the more
faitbful representation of reason and truth by the people).
That day, alas ! will not be delayed long.

Your ardent soul, I anticipate its reply, responds, “ We
must never abstain for an hour, for a moment!"”

I feel that that reply is noble, but not rigorously troe; I
believe that all the evil comes from this, that nobody will
ever abstain for » time from active interference. Some are
driven to do so by their pa.ssl'ons, others by their virtne, and
their numbers are limited. Buat whoever would be thoroughly
imbued with the spirit of history and the pature of the laws
which role over hnman destinies, wust understand the
pecessity of secluding himself on certain days, and say:
“] have in my soul & trath superior to that which men
accept to-day. I will announce it when they are capable of
understanding it.”

I only eay this with regard to politics; for, whilst atanding
on a philosophical, or, if you please, Socialist gronnd, we can
and mast speak out right, and no Government has the right to
prevens our doing so. Ideas have always the right to fight
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against ideas. But there are times when men must not fight
against certain other men withont serious and pressing motives.

You will again tell me that I am making an arbitrary dis-
tinction between politics and Socialism, an idea against which I
have myself fought over and over again. When I fought if
was really against the politicians who, in regard to the National,
were doing that which the Proserit is on the point of doing
by excluding men of system. The editors of the Proscrit
to-day proclaim themselves Socialists; but, believe me, they
are scarcely more so than the men of yesterday. They admit
the programme of the Mountasn, that is something; but
towards any one who might endeavour to step beyond it,
however little, they would be just as intolerant, just as
sarcastic, just as wroth, as the National used to be in 1847.
They are not strong enough to triumph by argument; they
wonld do so by means of violence; indeed, they would be
driven to it in order to keep their position, and, in defence
of their action, would allege the necessities of politics. In
point of fact, politics and Socialism are, for them, things still
very distinct, whatever they ma); eay, and Socialists onght to
consider themselves forewarned on that point. There is, there-
fore, even to-day, & necessity for distinguishing whs.t wa must
do or abstain from in sach a situation.

If Ledra-Roliin and his followers were in power, and I
were a political writer, I should think I was doing my duty as
a Socialist in discussing the spirit and the acts of his govern-
ment, but I shounld think also I was committing a wrong
action, 88 a politician, in attacking the intentions of the man,
and publishing respecting him, or loudly telling everybody
what I write here to you, I shomld not wisk to conspire
against him for the sole reason that I do not trust him. Jn
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 fine, I should leave aside bitter acrimony and personality
which, up to the present, are unfortunately the bases of all
politics,

But I am not, I will not be a political writer, becauss, in
order to be read in France to-day, one must take men to
task, raise a scandal, provoke hatred, and give rise to libellous
talk. If an author limit himself to dissertation, to preaching,
to explaining, he ouly wearies bis readers, and might as well
not write.

Emile de Girardin possesses form when bhe likes. He does
not possess any real depth. Louis Blanc possesses both.
Nobody heeds him, He owes it to bimself to be always
writing, because he has a party, and, baving formed that
party, he cannot forsake it; but, outside of his party, he
possesses no puwer.

Let us speak of Louis Blanc now, since you wizh it. In my
oginion, ho alone is right, he alone possesses true ideas. You
speak to me of his personal faults. He, no doubt, has his
fanlts, and Ledru-Rollin is certainly more concilisling, more
aitractive, and consequently.more popular, Bat, in political
life, Louis Blane is a reliable man. What matters to mo that
in private life he may bave as much pride as the other has
vanity, if, in public life, he knows how to sacrifice pride or
vanity to his doty ? I rely on him, I know where ke is going
to, and I also know that he will not allow himseclf to be driven
one inch from his course. I have foand asperities in Lim, but
never any weakness ; secret sufferings, at once, however, con-
quered by a profoand and tenacious sentiment of duty. It is
true that he is too advanced for his time, that he cannot be im-
mediately usefal His party, foo, is weak and small ; to secure
any action it would have to join that of Ledro-Rollin. Bat that
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is what I should never advise him to allow, for Ledru-Rollin
will never sincerely unite with him, and will henceforth, more
than formerly was his wont, do his best to paralyse or
annihilate him.

Louis Blanc cannot any longer aceept the responsibility of
the blunders of Ledru-Rollin’s party. He must not do so.
Let him keep apart, if necessary; his day will come later on,
let him reserve himself. His views are indeed the true ones.
Shall we not, after many useless and deplorable struggles, be
compelled eventually to give to each according to his wants?
If not, what is the use of our agitations, and for what and for
whom are we labouring? Yon would like him to put his
formula in his pocket for a while, and to employ his talent,
his merit, his individual worth, his courage, in the interest of
the politics of transition. I also would advise him to do so, if
he could join men like you, if he could feel certain of not
closing the future against his idea, in accommodating it toihe
necessities of the present, if every one of his prodent and
patient steps towards that futurje are not to be retrograde, if,
in fine, he could and should trust himself.

Bat he cannot do so, Ledru-Rollin will betray him; not
wilfully or deliberately, no! When questioned, Liedru speaks
like ourselves. He understands the unlimited progress of the
future, he is too intelligent to contest it. Under the influence
of men like yourself and Louis Blane he would embrace that
progress. But destiny, that is his organisation, will carry
him whither he must go, Treachery to the cause of the fature.
It I am wrong, so much the better! I ghall be the first, ten
* years heunce, if we are still in this world and it has gone on
satisfactorily, to make honourable amends”to him. But, to-
day, my conviction is too deeply seated to permit me fo
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associate my name with his in a work, the first act of which is
to reject, to insult, and to curse Louis Blane in imputing to
him as a fault his not baving effected the good which he
wag either not able to effect, or was prevented from
effecting. |

That, dear friend, is one of the causes of my discourage-
ment. I believe that people have made a mistake, that yon
yourself mistake a fact, that you have not discovered the true
element of salvation for France, and consequently for Italy,
whose canse is bound up with our own, I perceive that it would
be of no avsil to contend against the current which carries
you towards that choice, and I abstain from interference, fecling
ever sad, bat ever attached to you by the liveliest faith in
your sentiments, and the tenderest and deepest affection.

Your Sister,
Geogak.

To M. Ernest PEricors, La Chitre.

Nonaxr, July, 1849,

My heart is full. They are going to shoot that poor
Kléber, who came to Nohant after the events of June, and
was truly a man of sense and courage, The murderers! It
seems to me like a repetition of 1814.%

From the point of view of eriticism, you are right. There
is in novels, in poems, on the stage, and even in history, such
an affected and frequent display of love for the creature eod

* Agn allozmien o what is known ss Lo Terrewr Blanche (The White
Terror), the period of Bourbon reprimls after Napoleon'a exile to Elba
and subsecnent final overthrow,



Letters of George Sand. It

the reality of life and of the affections, that in reality those
sentiments are not to be found there at all. Literature wants
to idealise. It will never succeed. It lies, it must lie, since
art is a fiction, or, at the least, an interpretation in novels and
poems. Man therelooks euperb, grand, & hundred feet high ;
yet his worth there is less than in reality; that is no
paradox. It is mot true that we have sll deserved hanging.
But what you say abount our having all been demented, if only
during one honr of our life, is truly correct. I will go farther
and say that we all are mad, childish, weak-minded, incon-
sistent, silly or fantastic, when we are not rogmes. That is
precisely why we are better than the beroes of novels. We
have the miseries of our condition, we are real personages;
and, when displaying good impulses, good intentions, good
actions, we please God and those who love ms by reason of
the contrast between our good and strong actions and onr poor
or bad inclinations. As for me, truth affects me more than
beauty, and kindness more than grandeur. It affects me more
as I grow older and fathom the abyss of human feebleness. I
like, in Jesns, the fainting om the Mount of Olives ; in Joan
of Are, the tears and the regrets which make her a human
being. I no longer like that stiffness and tension of heroes
which one only sees in legends, because I no longer believe in
them. Be sure that nobody has yet succeeded in depicting -
or describing true love, and, had anybody succeeded, the
public might not have understood it. The reader wants an
ornament to truth, and Roussean did not dare to tell ns why
he loved Thérése. Yet he loved her, and was right to love
her, althongh she was not even worthy of the devil, People
sought to make him ashamed of that attachment. He did his
best not to be homiliated by it. Neither himself nor others
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ever understood that his grandeur lay in being able to love
the first dunce that came in his way. Why was he afraid of
telling those who thought her ugly and stopid that be found
her beautiful and intelligent? It is that he msed to write
novels, and did not confess to himself that life, real life, though
more valgar, is more tender, more generons, humbler, better, in
fine, than fictions, And yet fiction is necessary. Man—youth
above all—is eager for it. You have said so; yet you wvsed
to curse novels on account of their lies, and your head was 80
full of them that yom could not look at the fature except
throngh their prism. Why should they tire ns of life before
having lived 7 and why should we be tired of them when we
begin to live in earnest? That solution way occupy you
for an hounr or two yet, and you will succeed with it better than
I; for you are at an age when the mind is still able to analyse
and ponder. Write, therefore, the seqnel and end of these
fing pages, for you leave ns in donbt or in expectation of a
certainty, and I am quite sure that Angéle made life sweeter
and more complete to yon than Shakespeare, Byron, and
others., l
1 kiss Angale, and remain yours in heart.
Gzozor.

To 3. Cuarres Poncy, Toulom,

Nowmaxr, July, 1319,
Dsae Boy,

I have been wishing fo write to yoa for a long while;
but in the present sad times we dare scarcely talk with cur
friends, we feel so demoralised, so gloomy. It s so difficolt
not to become eelfish or wicked. We fear to pgrieve thote w2
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love by telling them all the grief we bear within ourselves,
and yet, all that is cowardly and impious. God forsakes those
who doubt Him ; He performs miracles only for believers.
The scepticism of the twenty years of Louis Philippe’s reign
is the cause of all that happens to us.

But Rome believed! Rome hoped and struggled. Alas!
aud we killed her. We are murderers, and they speak to onr
soldiers of glory! O Lord, O Lord! do not let ns doubt you
any longer! We have still a little faith left. If we shounld
lose that we shall have nothing.

Y bope Mazzini is bodily saved. But will his soul survive
go many disasters? You are right when you say that he
lived thirty years only to die, as he is going to do one of these
days; for. Europe is delivered over to assassins, and, if he
does not rosh into their hands he will sooner or later fall into
them. I have received an admirable letter from him, But I
will not tell you what his projects are. I fear the privacy of
letters is not respected in the post.

As for you, my boy, you are tired, wearied by office life.
You pine for manual labour,'your workman life. That is
easily conceivable, As for me, I wish I were a peasant and
could till the soil eight honrs a day. And yet my occupation
is more pleasant than yours, since I am free to choose my
sedentary work., But I have no heart for anything., All that
is written or to be written seems cold to me. Words can 1o
longer convey our feelings of grief and anger, and, in these
times, we only live by passion. All reasoning is useless, all
preaching is vain. We have to deal with men who have
-neither law, nor faith, nor principles, nor heart. The people
submit to them. One feels inclined to reproach the people

with the infamy of the men who lead, deceive, and crush them.
YOL. I , I
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Ah! my boy, what a fearful phase of history we are
passing through! We shall come out of it victorionsly, I
doubt not. Bat, in order that a nation so much demoralised
should raise and purify itself, it must have expiated its cgotiem,
and God, I fear, has exemplary chastisements in store for us,

Nothing new here. Manrice, Borie, and Lambert are still
sharing my seclnded life. We are busy together; we en-
deavour to devote only a few ahort hours to the reading of
newspapers and to the indignant comments which that reading
provokes. In spite of ourselves, we return fo the subject
oftener than we wish. At least we have the comsolation of
being all of the same mind and of not quarrelling bitterly, as
is mow the case in many families. Home life generally fecls
the counter shock of public misfortune. Our home ia enited
and brotherly. We fret togetber and with the same heart.
‘We try to cheer one another, and the one most grieved often
condrives to comfort the others. Love me, my boy. Grief
ought to unite and strengthen the bonds of affection. T Lless
you tenderly, as also Solang.e and Desirée. My children
kiss you.

To josery Mazzini, Malta,

Nomasye, 24tk July, 1340,

OL, my friend! affection is selfish, and, when I learnt that
sad dénouement, a thonsand times sadder for France than for
Italy, I confesa that at first my only anxicty was for you.

May God forgive me, and may yon, a eaint also, forgive
me! A friend I bkave in Tonlon wrote to me, before saying
a word of anything else, that you were in safety, and T bleszed
him from the bottom of my heart.
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You may naterally imagine that my heart is broken.
However innocent we may be of the crime committed by the
nation to which we belong, there is & sort of intimate com-
munity of feelings which fills our hearts with the remorse
which ought to hannt others. Yes, indeed, remorse .and
shame. I who was so proud of France in Febraary. Alas!
What has become of us, and what expiation does not divine
justice resorve for us before permitting our rehabilitation ?

As for you, despite your defeat, exile, and persecation, you
are happier than I; you are so by the sole fact of your
being & Roman; for you are more of a Roman than any of
those who are born on the banks of the Tiber. And you. ..
you are happier than anybody else in the world, becanse alone
with Kossuth you did your duty. When I say you and Kossuth,
I mean those who were and those who are with him. For the
most obscare devotions are ag dear to God as the most

illustrions. And now, friend, despite misfortune, despite -

grief, have you not that self-satisfaction, that profound peace
of the soul which feels itself discharged of its obligation
towards heaven and towards men? Have you not ful-
filled a holy mission to the last? Have you not sacrificed
all to truth, honour, justice, and faith? Do yon mnot enjoy
days of resignation and undisturbed nights? I feel certain
that you are calm and that you relish the austere joys of
faith. We may have faith for others, for mankind, when we
carry it within ourselves, when we are ourselves the living and
militant faith, ‘
Yos, you have acted and thought nobly in all things. You
. did well to save honour to the last extremity, and you also
did well, when that last extremity came, to save the life of the

besieged women, children, and aged people. The monuments
: 12

[ 3
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of art come afterwards, althongh our newspapers were more
snxious about the fate of the frescoes of Raphael and
Michael Angelo than about that of the widows and the
orphans,

All yon wished for and achieved was just. The whole
world feels it, even wretches who believe in nothing, and the
whole world will proclaim it alond when the hour comes.

As for me, that is all I have to tell yon. It is the only
consolation I can offer you. For the present, I am humiliated
and discouraged in my pational sentiment. Buat I am proud
of the combatants and victims still left on this earth, and ¥
am prond of you. Let me hear from you if possible. If you
should require any money, write to me and explain how I
can convey it to you. Address your letters, under cover, to
M. Victor Borie, at La Chatre (Indre). I kiss you with all
my heart. Mavrice sends his respectful and affectionate
regprds.

I received your two letters from Rowme.

To Josepn Mazzini, . . .

Nomaxr, 10th October, 1849,

Dzae axp xxceLiewr Frixsp,
I received your first letter, afterwards your second, and
» finally your Bevue. I had already read, in our French news-
papers, your letter to MM. de T—.— and de F, That letter
is a masterpiece. It is an historical docnment, which will
take its place in the eternal history of Rome and in that of
republics. It cansed a very great impression here, even in
the times of folly and exhaustion in which we live, even in
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our humiliated and debased country. Public opinion did not
disown 1it, it is the cry of honour, of justice, and trath,
which ought to cover the Jesuitical rabble with shame and
remorse. But I believe that certain foreheads can blush no
longer; there is no hope of their owners’ conversion, the people
know it now, and spesk of nothing less than their death.
Irritation is great in France, and profound vengeance is
smouldering in the expectation of satisfaction. But the
nation as a whole does not deeply feel these things. The
great majority of Frenchmen are ill, chiefly with ignorance and
uncertainty. Ah! my friend, I believe that we are, yourself
and I, revolving within a vicious circle, when we say—yon,
that we must begin to act in order to come to an understand-
ing; I, that we must come to an understanding before acting.
I do not know how the movement of ideas in Europe pro-
ceeds ; but here, it is dreadful to see how people hesitate before

flocking to one banner. The game wounld no doubt be won =

if all that is brave, patriotic, and indignant agreed to act
i common. That is, unfortunately, where the difficulty lies,
and it is because Frenchmen are influenced by too many
different ideas and systems that yon see our Republic stop
short in its progress, paralysed and seemingly smothered by
its secret palpitations, and all of & sudden, so powerless or
preoccupied, that it allows & loathsome camarille to take
-the helm and to commit the grossest iniquities in its name with
impunity. I believe that you do not pay sufficient attention
to the striking distinction which exists between other nations
and ourselves,

The idea is the same in Italy, Poland, Hungary, and
perbaps Goermany. The point is to obtain liberty. Here
we dream more, we dream about equality ; and, while we
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seek for it, liberty is stolen from us by thieves devoid of uny
ideal, and who are ouly concerned about facts. As for us, we
do not pay emough attention to facts, snd ideas make us
stupid. Alas! do not deceive yourself. The Repullican
party in France is dead or at the poiat of death, God will no
Ionger employ a few men to initiate us, apparently in order to
punish us for having too much exalted the worship of the
individoal. He wants everything to be done by all, and that
is the necessary result, too littie forescen, perhaps, of the
institation of wuniversal soffrage. In Rome, you made a
magnificent application of it; bet I fecl certain that it
only succeeded becanse of the danger, because of that
pecessary fact—the achievement of liberty. If, instead of
following the tasteless and silly policy of Lamartire, we had
thrown down the gauntlet to absolute monarchies, we shonld
have war without, union within, and, consequently, strength
within and withont. The men who inavgurated tbat policy,
through powerlessness and stopidity, were urged by the
wiles of Satan withont being aware of it. The evil spirit
led ns where it pleased the day it advised us to accept pesce at
any price. .

We must now wait until the masses be irritated. 1 bave
not come to that conviction by taste. It is not at all to
my taste to wail; for the present times and things 8o weigh
upon me that I often wonder whether I shall live until they
are over. Ten fimes a duy I feel the earnest desire of not
seeing any more of them bat «f blowing my brains out. Dat
that matters little. Whether or not I be patient to the last,
the ma:zses will neither elacken por basten their progress.
They want to know, they want to learn by themselves; they
mistrust those who know more thanm they; they reject
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initiators, they betray or abandon them, they calumniate, and
would even kill them if necessary. They abhor aunthority,
even that which comes in the name of the epirit of progress.
The masses are not disciplined and scarcely disciplinable. I
assure you that if you lived in France, I do not say Paris, for
Paris does not always represent the opinion of the country,
but iu the heart of France—you would see that nothing is
to be done, except by a propagands, and yet, when one
possesses a certain name, one must not carry it on personsally ;
for it would only meet with mistrust and contempt on the part
of the proletariat.

“And yet the proletariat does sometimes exhibit proofs of
infatnation,”” I hear you remark. I know that; but such
mifatuation does not last, and produces more words than
actions, In France a dreadful intellectnal inequality exists.
Some know too much, others do not know enough. The
masses are in a state of infancy, individuale in & glate. -
of peduntic and sceptical senility. Ouar revolution was so
easy to make, it would have been so easy to preserve, that the
evil must be very deeply rooted in the mind, and the cause of
that evil must reside somewhere else than in facts.

This all leads us, I doubt not, to a grand and splendid
future. Universal suffrage, with the sufferings of the poor on
the one side and the beartlessness of the rich on the other,
will give us, in a few years, a people who will vote like one
man. But until then the people will not have the courage to
proceed, liko Rome and Hungary, by sacrifice and heroism.
They will patiently bear up with their troubles, for, nnfortu-
nately, one can live in misery and ignorance. To awaken
people bow invasions snd great foreign troubles are necded.
If it should plense God thus to srouse us from our torpor, may
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His will be done! Wo should then attain our object more
painfully bat more rapidly.

It is, indeed, my friend, necessary to reason thus in order
to explain the political torpor which impassibly witnesses so
many infamies. Otherwise we must carse our fellow-creatures,
and hate or forsake their canse. Bat I do not tell you sll this
in order to debar you from acting in the sense which you think
efficacious. We must always act when having faith in action,
for faith can work miracles. But if in the party of ideas in
France you do not find the aid worthy of a grest mation,
remember the judgment which I submit to you, so as not to
feel too much contempt towards ns when the day comen,
Rest assured that our last word is not spoken. We are what
the constitutional régime made us, but we shall be onrselves
again, We are not all corrupted. In proof of this observe
the significant fact of the Paris people at the theatre hissing

~m thaentrance of the French into Rome ¥

Good night, dear brother and friend; write to me only
when free from fatigne and having leisure. I do not wish for
a pleasure which wonld cause yoa an hour of pain or lassitade.
Whether you write or not, I always think of you: I know yon
love me, and I love yoa likewise. Maurice and Borie kiss you
fraternally.

' Yours with all my heart,
G. Bap,

® Thia happened at the Porte-Saint-Martin theatre op the 25th
September, 1548, st the representation of s spectacular drama by Mesers.
Labrousse and Laloue, ectitled Rome.  After the fourth night the dretma
was prohibited.
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To M. X * % %

Nownawr, January, 1850.

Sz, ‘ :

Whilst tha.nkiné- you for the great praise and kindness
which you accord to me, allow me to rectify several facts
entirely mistaken in my biography, written by you, fragments
of which I notice in a review,

I know, a8 does everybody else, what sort of importance -
we ought to attach to those contemporaneons biographies

“made by inductions, by deductions, ard by more or less
ingenious, more or less gratuitous, suppositions. Mine
especially hag no chance of being faithful, written as it is by &
writer with whom I have not the honour of being acquainted,
and who has not received any sort of communication from me,
or from persons who really know me.

Such biographies may possess a serious value as literary
criticism, but as historical documents it may be said that they
have no existence. .

T should easily prove that,’in examining from.beginning
to end the work of which I am the subjécb. It does not
coutain one fact correctly stated, not even my neme or my
agé. My name is not Marie, and I was not born in 1805,
but in 1804, My grandmother never was at the Abbaye-aux-
Bois. My father was not a colonels My grandmother used
to place the Gospel far above the Conirat Social, When
fifteen years of age I was not in the habit of handling guns;
1 did not ride on horaeback ; I was in a convent. My husband

. was neither old nor bald; he was twenty-seven, and bad &

good head of hair, I never inspired passion in any ship-

owner at Bordeaux. The twentieth chapter of a celebrated
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novel is but s chapter of a novel To construct a writer's
Iife with chapters from his novels is truly too casy; end
peopls must suppose him to be very simple or very awkward
to believe that if in his books he wcre to allude to personal
sitnations or emotions, he would not take the precaution of so
surronnding them with fiction as to completely mislead the
reader with regard to his personages or to hiwmself.

The trait which you ascribe to M. Roret is very honourable,
and I believe him quite capable of it ; but be never brought
me a thousand francs after the success of any work, after
having previously destroyed the original agreement, since I
never had the pleasure of treating with him respecting
anything.

Neither M. de Kératry nor M. Rabbe were ever called
upon by M. De Latouche to give their opinion of Indiuna.
In the first place, M. De Latouclie nsed to judge for himself.
Iy the second place, he never had any interconrse with M. de
Kératry. I did not, after the success of Indiana, take new
apartments or hold receptions. During five or six ycars 1
‘lived in the same garret add received the same intimate
friends.

I have come to the first of facts, which I am anxious
to contradict, all the others being of cowparatively slight
importance to me. I will quote your own words, sir, if you
please.

¢ In the widst of the intoxication of success she coramitted
the fanlt of forgetting the faithfnl companions of her hard
struggling days. Sandean, wounded at heart, started alone
for Italy, on foot, pennilesa™

(1.) M. Joles Sandean never started for Italy on fuol and
penniless, although you seem to insinuate that if he were
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penniless it was my fanlt ; which would lead one to suppose
that, though no longer on speaking terms with me, he would
have accepted some money from me: an injerious supposition
which you, no doubt, did not intend to make. I assure you,
and he would himself do so if necessary, that he possessed
resources of his own. (2.) He did not start with a wounded
heart. I have letters from him as honourable for him as for
myself, which prove the contrary; I have no reason to
publish those letters, considering that he spesks of me -
therein with the affection and regard he owes me. I will
not here defend M. de Musset against your attack. He is
strong enough to defend himself, and for the present I alone
sm in question. Let it, therefore, suffice for me to say that I
never confided to any one that with which you believe your-
self acquainted respecting his conduet towards me, and that,
therefore, you have been led into an error by somebody who

fabricated those statements. Yon say that after our jourzey™

into Italy I never saw M. de Musset again. You are wrong,
I have seen him very often, a.nd have never met him without
shaking bands. It is a great‘. satisfaction to me to be able
to affirm that I never entertained bitterness of feelings
against anybody, as, in like manner, I have never left any
durable and justifiable bitterness of feeling in.anybody, not
even in M. Dudevant, my hosband.

You have never met me with M, de Lamennais, either
in the forest at Fontaineblean or anywhere else in the world.

A thousand pardons, bubt you did not know either him
or me by sight the day when you so singularly met us, as
- related by you, I must confess, with much wit. I never went
a step out of doors with M, de Lamennais, whom I always
kpew as an invalid and & hermit. Bince we are on the subject



124 Letters of George Sand.

of M. de Lamennais, the following is the second fuct which
I am particalarly anxious to deny. You say that when,
later on, the name of the chief editor of the Monds was
introduced in conversation, I used to exclaim: Do not
mention him! It seems to me that I have known the devil 1"

T declare, sir, the person who related this to you muat
have burdened his conscience with a huge lie. My intimacy
. with M. de Lamennais, as it pleases you to term my respectfal
relations with that illestrions man, never altered. You eay
that George SBand soon broke an tntimacy which could only havs
become serious by distraction or surprise. The only possible
distraction and sarprise respecting M. de Lamennais are those
of which you are the victim when speaking in that manner of
one of the purest and brightest glories of our century.

My admiration and veneration towards the author of
Paroles d’un Croyant have always been, and will always
resmain withoat limit. It wounld not be difficult for me to
furnish you with proof of that, and that proof would have
struck you if you had bad the time and patience to read all
my writings. * '

I still overlook a great many errors without gravity, and
respecting which I simply langh at in my own little corper—
not at you, gir, but at those who pretend to furnish docaments
for the history of living persons—to come to this sentence :
She used to turn a deaf ear whenever he spoke of tso direct an
applicalion of his system. '

1 know that this is pot meant as 8 calnmny; but it is
gratuitous ridicale which you endeavonr to cast upon no leas &
respectable man than M. de Lamennais. Conld you not find
two victims less sacred than an old man on the briok of the
grave, and a noble proscribed philosopher T 1 feel snre that



Letters of George Sand. 125

when you think of it you will regret having given way to the
ironical penchant which is the quality, the defect, and the
misfortune of French youth,

Allow me also to tell you that a certain pleasant anecdote
respecting & M, Kador, whom I do not know, is very good, but
entirely groundless. '

Lastly, modesty compels me to say that I do not improvise
quite as well as Liszt, my fitiend, but not my master. He
never gave me any lessons, and I do not improvise at all. .
The same sentiment of modesty also compels me to state, that
to wear a smock is no disqualification for sitting at my table,
and that I do not possess so much elegance and charm as you
are disposed to attribute to me. In this, it certainly grieves
me to gainsay you; but, I believe that it will leave you guite
indifferent, and that in taking me for the hdroine of the witty
novel of which yon are the author, your only aim was to
display the talent and imaginetion with which you are giftets =

G. Sanp,

)

To M. ALEXANDRE Dumas, JUN., Paris,

Nouasnr, 14k dugust, 1850.

I bave pot thanked you personally, sir, and it would
much grieve me if you deprived we of the pleasure of doing so
verbally at Nohant—that is, in the country, where people car
talk more and better in o day than in a whole year in Paris.
I am still uncertain whether I shall come to Paris before the
- end of the month. I have been ill in bed, and therefore
delayed.

If you could come here between now and the 25th I should
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be happy and grateful. If not, be good enough-to send my
sealed parcel to M, Falampin (excuse the name, it was not
I who thus christened the good fcllow), Kue Lomis le
Grand, 33. .

I will not yet give up the hope of seeing you here with your
father. He wrote to me a few daya ago that he wonld do his
best to come, provided he were suro to be kissed with a good
heart. Tell him that I am not'of an age to deprive him and
myself of so sincere a mark of friendship, and fully intend to
receive him with open arms. If you should both deprive me
of that pleasure, I ghall see you again ian Paris pext
month, provided you have not gone off again to Silesia or
elsewhere.

Before shaking your hand here to thank you for your
kindness to me, I wish to shake it in a wholly disinterested
manuoer for the lovely book which I am now reading* It is

« charming to meet again with Charlotte, Manon, Virginie, and
all those beings we so much love, and over whom we have wept
so maoch! The idea is new and singnlar, but nevertheless
appears quite natoral as onesreads on. It is impossible to
manage it more skilfully and more simaply. If you preserve
Paul and Virginia pare and faithful, as I hope, I will thank
you doubly for the pleasure of reading. You sueceeded in
adapting Goéthe, without offending the ensceptibilitics of the
public. In fact, the original was not betier than your adap.
tation, and you do not ascribe to the acthor less wit and
genius than he really posscssed. 1 hear some people decrying
a little the boldness of yoar sabject, but at prezent I do nat
find in it anything which profsnes, dcbases, or vulgarizcs

® Lo Eigent Mustel, novel by Alexandre Dumas, Jun.
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those beloved or admired types. I am iu?pa.tiently awaiting
the end. Farewell again, and hoping in any case to see you

soon : :
’ I remain, yours at heart,

GrorgeE SanD.

To Josepe Mazzint, London.

Nomaxr, 25¢h September, 1850.

Write to-day ? No, T could not. The present situation
is nauseating, and I conld not find a word of encouragement
to offer to the men of my own time. And yet I am not ill;
my personal sitmation is not painful; my mind is calm and
my heart satisfied with the affections that surround me.
But hope has not revived in me, and I am not of those
who cen sing songs. thai do not come from the soul.
Humanity in my time appears to me lke an army in fall
rc;ut, and I am convinced that in counselling the runaway és—"
tarn and face the enemy and still dispute every inch of
ground with him, we shall only add a few crimes cnd murders
to the horror of the dissster. The executioners themselves
are intoxicated, lost, dead, stultified. They also rush to their
ruin, but the more they are told to stop the more will they
strike, and, as for the cowards who flee, they will allow their
leaders to be murdered, will witness the striking down of the
noblest victims without uttering a word, Whatever I do,
that is the only prospect I see. I thought I was ill, and used
to reproach myself with my faintness; but I can no longer
think it a reproach that I suffer for so just a canse. I wmay
"be wrong ; God grant that it is so, With you, stoical martyr,
I will not, I cannot or must not obstinately contend that I
sm right. But while respecting in you that virtne of hope, I '
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cannot at will cause it to bloom in mysclf. Nothing can
revive me. I have no feelings but those of grief and indig-
nation. Do you know the only thing of which I feel capable?
Ardent malediction npon that human race which is o selfisk,
cowardly, and perverse. I wish I could say to the nations: “It
is you who are the great criminals, you imbeciles, braggarts,
and poltroons who allow yourselves to be reviled and trampled
upon. You it is who will anewer before God for the crimes of
tyranny, for you could have prevented them and did not, and
do not even mow wish {o do so. 1 thonght you were grand,
generous, and brave. You, no donbt, are so, under the
pressure of certain events, and when God works miracles in
you. DBuot when God extends His clemency to you, when yon
again find an hoar of calm or hope, you sell your conscience
and your dignity for some little pleasure and welfare, for rest,
wine, and coarse illusions. With promises of prosperity and

< diminution of taxes, you can be led anywhere. What is
obiained from you by mrging you to suffering, bervism, and
devotion? A few isolated holocansts which your masses
witness in cold blood!”  *

Yes, I would like to romse the pecple from their torpor
and shame, to make them indignant with themaelves, to canse
them to blash for their degraded condition, and I might
perhaps agsin find some glimmer of eloquence which the
prospect of their unintelligent wrath, the near certainty of
being massacred by them the next day, wonld cause to flow
forth more ardently and more fruitfcily. The ouly thing tkas
deters me is a lingering feeling of compassion. I could oot
say to the child who drowns itself: “ It is your fault!” I
think of the sufferings and miseries of thuse who, whilst guilty,
are so cruelly punished.
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I have no longer the heart to cast in their teeth the
anathema which they deserve. I restrain myself; I return to
fiction and artistic faction. I make popular types such-as I
no longer see, but such as they should and might be. In
art, this substitution of dreaming for reality is still possible;
in politics, all poetry is a falsehood, which conscience
rejects. '

But art is not any the mrore made at will; it is fugitive,
and the conscience of a duty to fulfil does not compei inspi-
ration to descend. The dramatic form of art, being novel
to me, bas of late reanimated me a little, and it is the oaly
stady to which I have been able to devote myself for a whole
year. '

That will perhaps be useless. The censure * which leaves
a free course to the revolting obscenities of the theatre, will
not perhaps permit honesty to be ably preached o the men,
women, and children of the people. I have refused to have="
my dramas played at the Thédtre Frangais; I wish to go to
the Bonlevard with Bocage.t We shall probably not be
allowed to go there. The more certain it appeurs that we
wish to indulge moral preaching in some sweet and chaste
forms, the more we shall be interfered with, Bat, if we
wished to indulge the scandal of vulgar humour there, the
obscene couplets of the Vaudeville, the diverting prettinesses
of the good tunes of the Regeucy, we should have a free ficld
like others, .

Shall I return towards the contemplation of facts? Shall
I rejoice in the amelioration of manners? Shall I sey thas it

* The suthorities empowered to prohibit objectionable plays.
+ A French actor,

VOL, 1L E
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is indiffererrt whether we contribute or mnot, provided that
good is done, and that true happiness emiles around va ? I
should in vain seek this consclation in my owa circle. The
people of the provinces are frightfully egotistical. The peasant
is ignorant, but the artisan, who understands, who reads and
speaks, i8 fo-day ten times more corrupt. This abortive
Revolution, these intrigues of the bourgevisie, these examples
“of immarality given by the aunthorities, this imparity assured
to all apostacies, to all iniquities, are treasons to all; in a word,
the work of the people, who have snffered and who suffer
them. Some of our workmen shudder at the thought of want of
employment, and corfine themselves to muttering big threats.
Others fuddle themselves with wine. Others, again, dream
and plot terrible reprisals, without any idea of reconstruction,
after having made a clean sweep of everything. Systems,
yousay? Systems have scarcely penetrated the provioces,
~Lhere they have done neither good nor ill; people do not
trouble abont them, but it would be better that they shonld
be discnssed, and that every one should give expression to his
own hopes. We are not so hdvanced! Will the taxes be
paid or pot ? That is the whole question. People do not
even trouble themselves about the encouragements with
which sgricalture can no longer dispense, under pain of
perishing.

‘We do not know what the promises of credit made by the
dewmocracy may signify. Nobody belicves in them. Every
form of government is fallen into poblic contempt, and the
proletariat which speaks ount sumws up thas: Humbugs, the
whole lot, we must make a clean sweep of them !

Without doubt there are some groups which still believe
and understand ; bat there is not much more virtue in them
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than in the others. A spirit of association is unknown. In
the provinces the press is dead, and people have failed to
understand that a few pence prodaced millions

The article in the second number of the Proscrit on the
organisation of the democratic press is vigorously trume in
indicating the evil, and perfectly nseless for providing a
remedy. It is essy to show what can be done; it is
impossible to make devotion expand where there is mnone.
Our Travailleur* is rnined. Our friend, the editor, is in-
prison ; bis wife and children in distress. Three or four of
us are sharing the burden, The bourgeois of the party are
deaf, the people still more so. Who has paid for the banquet
given to Ledru-Rollin two years ago, and which appeared so
fine, so spontaneous, and so popular? We. And so it is
always. As for the money it matters little; buf devotion,
where is it? Crowds go to a banquet as to a fte that costs
nothing. They amuse themselves, they make a noise, ther--
rave, they talk for a week, then all excitement subsides, and
everybody finds that he has been drawn into it, and wonders
what it was all about | ’

If 1 cast my eyes elsewhere what shall T see ? Provinces
& litile more spirited, though without any better result.
Is it to the Mountain that we must look for the produc-
tion of all Socialist opinions? Or to Paris, in the
suburbs decimated by eivil war, and trembling before an
army which they know full well is not what they believe it to
be? No, nowhere; I am unfortunately too certain of it!
This is a period of torpor. Divine sentiment, lofty instincts,
. cannot perish; bat they no longer rule. Nothing will prevent
the invasion of reaction. It is only to the divisions of those

* Newépnper published at Chiteanroux.
E2
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gentlemen and to their intrignes that we are indebted for still
retaining the word “ Republic” and a sham Constitution. The
coalition of foreign kings, the discipline of their armies, blind
instruments with them as with us, the egotiam and degrada-
tion of their subjects, who are like ourselves subservient, will
settle the question between the three dynasties now contending
for the throne of France.

Bat alas! I have said what I wished to leave ansaid. Do
you know that I no longer dare to write to my friends, or to
speak to those who are nesr me, for fear of destroying the
last illusions which suostain them? I omght to give up
writing ; for I feel sure that all my letters are read by the
anthorities ; at least, all those I receive have been opened,
and bear the clamsy traces of hands which have not even
tried to conceal the marks of such violation. They keep
watch over our hopes in order to baffle them, over our dis-

“louragements in order to rejoice at them. All the public
departments are full of men who have deserved the galleys,
People scarcely venture to send a handred france throagh the
post. It is uvseless to complain. Provided they be of the
right shade of opinion the thieves ¢an act with impunity.

Such is France ! The people know, bat are heedless. What
word conld canse the aathorities to blash?  What word could
rouse the oppressed from their torpor ?

We might dip our pens in our hearts’ blood and ia our
gall, and only prodace still greater evil. For there are times
when man is like a sompambulist walking over the housetops—
shont in order to warn him of kLis danger and you only
hasten his fall. '

And yet you act and write in spite of all those consider-
ations, Yon mnst do o, since you are suztained by faith,
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But, though yon should hate and disown me, I feel that it is
impossible for me, in good faith, to have any faith at all.

Thanks for your reply to Calamatta; I believe that is all
he desires.

Farewell, friend! I am brokeﬁ-hearted ; but I always love
.and admire you.

To rHE SAME, London.

Nouaxr, 15tk October, 1850. |
My Frienp, :
You are wrong, I have not submitted to any influence,
1 live too much secluded for that. I declined your offer before
having received a word from Louis Blanc, and, between my
first letter to you and the second, I received from him no
communication likely o influence my decision,

Louis Blane did not, so far as I am aware, refuse to cons™
tribute to the work of the Proscrit. It was you who told me
that he wished to keep apart, and, according to bimself, he
was not even consulted. From his letter to me it does not
follow that he had resolved to break off openly with that
section of the party. It seems to me on the contrary, that if
he had been asked to do so he would have joined it, althongh
loyally making reservations as regards the future. The docirine
of abstenticn, if we may thus call that of which I spoke to
you, is quite personal to myself, and if I ascribed it to Louis
Blane, it was in answer to what you told me about him. You
are in a botter position than I for ascertaining his disposition
and intentions. Try, then, to get him into yoar centre of
action, if you think it useful to do so, and if he is willing.

He tells me, and I know him to be firm and sincere, that
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he will always know how to sink personal questions in
presence of a duty. Let him, therefore, decide for himself
where his political daty lies. I am not competent to do it.
If, like myself, he knew the antipatby_ Ledra-Rollin feels for
his ideas and for his person, he would never act in concert
with him on any subject whatever. But I do not take npon
myself to repeat what I hear. Besides, yon would yourself
think it a very contemptible occupation ; so should I, looking
at it as quite arising out of vanity. Bot, as a matter of
reason, I can scarcely conceive it to be in accordance with the
logic of daty to rush blindly at the rope which awaits in
order to strangle us.

That is precisely the service which Ledru’s followers are
anxious to render to Louis Blanc’s. Yhat has happened once
will happer again.

You, my friend, think that my mind is too mach engrossed

"By persopal questions; but in fact persons represent prin-
ciples, and you see that you are yourself separated from Louis
Blanc by a formula. He says: To every one according to his
wants, That is the first pro'fmsition of & very simple triple
formula, existing in the minds of all. The second you admit :
To every one according to his works.

That of the Saint-Simonians is the third. This, whilst
exclusive and isolated, is useless, bat, associated with the
others, possesses a right and a value of its own: To every
one according to his capacity.

Yes, I believe that we must admit those three propositions
in order to completely sum wp sociel doctrine, But 1 fail to
vee that Louis Blanc, who attached himself specially to the
first, ever declared himself against the other two, to the
existence of which I believe the first to be indispenszalle.
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To exhausted man, dying of misery, ignorance, and -degra-
dation, bread is necessary above all things. So long
as the question of bread is dealt with last, man will
starve physically and morally. Besides, in Louis Blanc’s
simple formula, I do not perceive a material solution of the
question, '

Whether we develop the formula nnd say : “To every one
according to the wants of his stomach, of his heart, and of
his intelligence;”” or, “To every one according to his appe-
tite, his conscience, and his genius;”’ the same idea is
conveyed.

In this, I agree with Leroux, who has taken it.as the
starting-point for a strange system of ¢riade, in which I fail
to follow him, o T

You see, therefore, that in principles I no more disagree
with you than with Louis Blane, and I cannot understand the
contentions which those formulwm, in whatever way they
may be presented, give rise to in your mind or in his.
Bither I am not intelligent enough to grasp the matter, or
the difference is purely imagidary and only relates to purely
political prejudices; or, again, you have not sofficiently
questioned and understood each other. That is the defect
of formula:. There is o moment when the general sentiments,
being in accord, accept them, in practice, as the expression
of an irrefutable truth; but, s0 long as they linger in the
sphere of metaphysical discussion, they assume, for divers
minds, divers mysterions significations, and people quarrel
over words without agreeing as to the idea. Whenever I
have heard people disparoging Louis Blane, they have done
80 by means of inductions which, in my opinion, were in
nowise the true deduction of his formulse.
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As for me, I confess that I am so wearied, ro tired, ad
fatigued, so distressed to see facts always impeded by words
sud the substance sacrificed to shadow, that I no longe
trouble about formulm, and that had I found one, I should
part with it very cheaply. What I am concerned about
to-day, what causes you to believe that I am not in agree.
ment with you whilst I myself do not think sn, is the
character, the intuition, and the wish of mer. I ask mysclf
what their aim is, and that is sufficient for me. I then
create a centre of action, start a newspaper, and issue o
manifesto, ' ‘

Your own manifesto is just and beantiful, so far as 1
can judge. Were it isolated, I shounld not make any reserva-
tion ; but it is surronnded by a group, which thinks fit to
take Lonis Blanc’s Socialism to task becanse of the political
and social powerlessness of the Provisional Government. In
wy opinion, that gromp is wrong. It has chosen ax its
leader 8 man whom, as a private individual, I esteem, but in
whom, as a politician, I do not believe; snd, moreover, its
members declare rather openly®against one in whose character
I firmly believe; my conscience forbids me to associate my
signature with theirs.

I will even go further. Even were Lounis Blane to put
his signatore to that manifesto, I should not fullow Lis
example, becanse I know things with which he perhaps is
upacquainted, because I recollect things which I mnst not
divalge, having discovered them in the confidence of intimacy-

Love me, then, my friend, as though there were nothing
the matter, and, because I decline to perform an act which
you sdvise, do not suppose that there is between us any
difference of sentiment or principle. Consider that there
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is nothing more than a different way of appreciating a
passing act.

The reason why your tender reproaches leave me nnmoved
is my deep-seated conviction that, if you stood in my position,
you would do as I do.

Moreover, if you were in my position, you would be a
Communist like me, neither more nor less, because I believe
‘that you have only judged Commaunism by the light of
worke still incomplete—some of them absurd and objection-
" able, and not deserving any sttention. The true doctrine
i8 not yet expounded, and will perhaps not be in our time.
In my heart and conscience I feel it deeply, but it would
probably be impossible for me to define it, for the reason
that a single individusl cannot advance too far from his
historical centre, and that, were I to possess the science and
talent of which I am deficient, I should not, for that, hold
the divine key of the fature. So many improvements seem
impossible which will be thought quite natural in a time
not so remote as we may think, My Communism supposes
men quite different from whet they are, but such as I feel_
they ought to be. . ‘ ‘

The idesl, the dream of my social happiness, is in the

sentiments which I find in myself, but which X conld never
thoroughly demonstrate to hearts closed against such senti-
ments. I am quite certain that, were I to fathom your soul, I
should discover in it a paradise similar to that which is in my
own. I say with you that it is not capable of realisation
at present; but how and why should we curse and reject
the tendency which, in spite of themselves, draws men
towards it, and which some of them, even now, understand
more or less accurately ?



138 Letters of George Sand.

Good evening, friend ; night approaches, and I do not wish
to prolong the discassion, I do not think it necessary; yonu
know me and fully understand me. If we do not keep up the
same pace, we at least, I believe, fullow the same path; but
you halt at a stage where I do not conmsider I ought to stop.
Youa will soon overtake me, and, if your attempt should be
successfal, I will praise the Lord and bless you too.

GEorsE.

o M. Crarces Poncy, Toulon.

NouaxT, 6th June, 1451,

I am bappy, my boy, to bear of the amelioration of
your fate. At last, there is daily bread for you. It is indeed
bard to have a heart, to bave arms and a soul, and to be
wuable to employ them in feeding those we love! The
way in which youn were elected iz charming. It was s
real victory. -

I was in Paris when your letter arrived ; I found it on my
return. I came back suffering from quinsy and in a highly
feverish siate, prodnced doring the last fortnight of my
sojonrn in Paris, where I had not a mioute's rest. Your
second letter confirms your satisfaction. Being all three in
good health, everything is therefore going on emoothly with
you, 1 yesterday came across a small book of yours, entitled
Lieds; I had not previously seen it. Letters, newspapers,
and books reach mns here in the morning. The letters are
broaght to me in bed ; as for the priuted matter, under the
pretence of reading the newspaper, my young people mislay
the books, or let them lie abont, which all comes to the same
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thing. Thus, when looking over some old papers and books,
I found yonrs amongst them, Those Lieds contain some
lovely things; and I perceive that practical life, to which,
whether rich or poor, we must of necessity devote the best
part of our time, does not extinguish the sacred fire in you.
1f poetry does not fill the cupboard, it' at least preserves the
life of the soul, and that itself, united to the tender affections
of the heart and to family ties, is still & valuable gift from
God. '

T was forgetting to tell you something about Moliére.—No,
the worry of the censorship only resulted in vain menaces.
There wag nothing in the play to justify the attacks of ill-will,
I will send it to you, in four acts, as it was performé&, and in
five, as I had originally written it. You will find it histori-
cally impartial. Youn will only see a scene wherein, after
several personages have drunk the health of the king and
queen, and that of the princes of the Fronde, a huntsmun
that of his dogs, a country maid to her geese, Moliére
drinks the health of the people, That is the passage which
the censorship wanted to suppress absolutely. I stood firm ;
I challenged them to forbid the play. I requested them to do
80, telling them that I should never have & finer opportunity
of proclaiming the firmness and virtues of the cemsorship.
They gave way, and the passage was retained. How very
stupid those people are! So stup‘id, indeed, that one feels
'compelled to take pity on them.

At the early representations the public shoged themselves
very well disposed towards Molicre, But, between ourselves, I
must say that the public of the Boulevards, that fivepenny
public which really represents the people, and to whom I
sacrificed the wealthy people of the Théitre Francais, did not
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" acknowledge my devotion. The masses are still ungrateful o
ignorant. They prefer murder, poisonings, and crimes gene
rally fo a literature possessed of style and feeling. In fac
they are the worthy children of the people of the Boulevar:
du Crime,* and it will be hard to amecliorate either thei
taste or their morality. My play, neglected by that sort o
public, only ran twelve nights, and secnred but a very spars
attendance of the lower classes, being patronised only by th:
literati and the bourgeois. It was sad to see. e must not
however, even eay so, and, above all, must not lose conrage
The loss of money is bat a vexation ; the loss of moral worl
and oscless devotion are tronbles which must not be allowec
to worry us too much; and there is but one usefnl device
Onward! Onward! Good evening, dear children, Désirée
Solange ; 1 embrace you with all my heart,

To M. Ervesr PErrcors, La Clhltre v

: Paxis, 2oth October, 1551
My peap Friewp,

1 sm much affected by your praises, for they are
most affectionate, and feel very flattered by your verses,
which seem to me to be very good. I am scarcely a jndge
of poetry, althoogh I am very fond of it. But yours seems
to me to be foll of ideas, and, in poiot of style, it really

* One of the Paris Boulevards was thus nicknamed, because of the
character of dramas that used to be performed in itn theatres, the
favourite haonts of the jower clagves.

4+ In acswer to some verses he had addressed to her after & per-
formance at Nohani of N.llo, subsequently performed st the Odéon
under the title of Maiire Favilla.
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is very fine. Now,am I deserving of all that? Certainly
not; bunt if what you say of me is the expression of your
opinion, I am grateful, without vanity.

1 see you sre quite imbued with the troth which I looked
upon a3 my method and aim in art, and I think you express it
better in your verses than I counld in my prose. It is that, in
the abstract order of thingé, truth is the ideal, as reality is
the lie. God tolerates reality, but does not accept it; just as
we aspire towards ideal and do not reach it. Ideal does never-.
theless exist, since it is to become reality in the bosom of God,
and even, let us hope so for the future of the world, reality
upon this earth.

I long since contemplated sending you a copy of my
complete w@gRs illustrated, not to condemn you to read them
sll, but as a keepsake from me. Before fc;rwardiug, T wait
until the volumes have been stitched, for loose sheets are very
inconvenient and soon get dirty. .

Kiss Angéle and your children for me, if they are with you,
and do, both of you, reserve a good corner for me in your
bearts. I am, you know, anxibus about that,

' Groree Sanp,

To M. S ULL#LEVV, Paris.

Nouant, 24th December, 1851,
My pear Mg, Livy,

1 fully iniended seeing you in Paris. During the
early part of my stay, being unable to find the leisure,
I did not write to you, contemplating doing so as soon as
my play * should have been performed and my other busi-

* Le Marioge de Vietorine.
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ness affairs settled. My intention was to spend a fortnight in
Paris. Events, however, happened there. I felt no uneasiness
for myself and wanted to stay; but I felt anxious abont
Maurice, whom I had left at Nohant. An outbreak was feared
in the provinces; we have a grent regard for the labouring
classes, and, for that very reason, we should not, under any
consideration whatever, have advised them to rise, supposing
that we had possessed any influence. I am not aware whether
other Socialists thivk as I do, but I did not perceive in the
coup d’état & more disastrous issue than in any other similar
attempt, and I never thought that the peasants could eppose
any useful resistance to regular troops. It is not that the
people may not sometimes work miracles; but, in that case,
they must be urged on by some great idea, some grand
impalse; and I do not believe that it ia so now with the
peasantry. They, therefore, rise only in defence of their
jnterests, and, in the times we live in, it is not to their
interest to rise.

I, therefore, apprehend an ontbreak—not in onr own
district, onr peasantry is foo Eopapartist for that, bat pear
us, in the surrounding Departments—and a state of things
in which we find ourselves compromised between the people
we love and blame and those we do not love, Lt do ot wish
“to see oppressing and ill-treating others. The sitoation mnst
have been delicate, and I wanted to be present. I therefore
started, as it were, between the bullets, on the 3rd of December,
with my danghter and granddaughter, and I am waiting
until the sitnation be a little less strained and mistrust Jess
prevalent, before returning to Paris in order to settle my
affairs. Here much useless and unjost intimidation [were
my opinion indalged in; for, I feel almost certain that nobody
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intended to stir. Many persons were arrested who, had they
been left at liberty, would not bave said or done anything.
Let us hope the anthorities will grow tired of their own rigour,
which cannot serve auy useful purpose, and has indeed been-
quite uncalled for.

Iintend letting you know when I shall go to Paris, and
expect that you will come and see me. Could I have been
useful to you, for I always think of yom on every oceasion, I
should have found the time to let yoii know, But I had no -
opportunity. I failed to dispose of either Nello or the other
piece. I was on the point of coming to some arrangement,
when I had to leave everything half done. If my three plays
had been brought out, I should, I hope, have found the means
of securing your engagement at one of the three theatres, I -
trust a favourable opportunity will present itself; but I should
like to know first what you desire. You told me that yon
had an engagement pfoposed to you at the Vaudeville, but
that it did not suit you. You told me you were anxions to
appear in drama, aud to begin at the Porte Saint Martin.
But you are aware that I hawe been unable to make aﬁy
arrangeinent there, because they refuse to engage Mademoiselle
de Fernand. ‘

T regret to have still so little influence; I hope that
eventnally I shall obtain a little more, and ther you may
depend on me to do all I can to help you.

Good night, I hope to see yon soon, my dear sir. My
children greet you cordially, and Emile Aucante intends
writing to you soon.
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To Hrs HiGHNESS PRINCE [JErOoWE Narorfon, Paris.

Panis, 3rd January, 1852,
Prixce, )

The pains you took to call upon an old sufferer I
regarded as soch & great proof of benevoleace and kindocss
of heart, that I shonld not have dared to request you to come
again.

My daugliter tells me that I was wrong to doubt the frank
sympathy with which you would have accepted my invitation.
Rest sssured that I will never have any doubt about you, and,
as a proof, 1 take the liberty of telling you that, if this
wretched habitation and cheerless face of mine do not
frighten youo, they will both feel revived and comforted by

your kind friendship.
Giorce Bavp,

To A CHARLE.S“. Poxcy, Toulon.

" Pakis, 4k January, 1552
My veey pEarR CHILDREN,
| I thank you for your nice and kind letters, and for all
the bappiness yom wish me. Even Suppoéing I conld be
happy in the midst of so much desolation and apxiety, it
would be necessary for me to know yon are bappy in order
to be completely so myself. Bat we are living in a time
when we can only wish one another a good stock of conrage
in order to confront the upknown and to dixpoze of dounbts,
Hope always remains,at the bottom of man’s heart; bot
how faint and glimmering in the present mcment is the Light
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' of that little lamp that shines within us! Will the 8,000,000
votes teach the President that his strength is in the people,
and that, in the exercise of his powers, he must rely upon
democracy as at the outset ? .

Buat I will not sadden you with my reflections. I do
vot wish o cause Désirée to drsam aud sigh, or lovely
Solange to feel drowsy—she who, happily for her, does not
yet understand what life is. Give a tender kiss to those two
dear creatures for me, my good Charles, and tell them that I
bless them like my own children.

Always overwhelmed with work and in bad health, T push
on with my daily task.

Let us have faith, my friends, and depend upon the good-
ness of (God, here below and yonder.

I kiss you cordmlly, go do my chﬂdren who love you
tenderly.

" To Prince Louvrs NArPOLEON BONAPARTE, President of the
Repudite,
Panis, 20tk January, 1852,
Princs,

I‘ requested an andience of you; bat, absorbed as yon
are in great labours and immense interests, I have little hope
of seeing my prayer granted. Buf, even supposing it were,
my natueal timidity, wy physical sufferings, and the fuar
of troubling you would probably not allow me to express
to you freely the reasons which led me to quit my retreat and
wmy sick bed. I therefore take the precaution of writing this .
to you, eo that, if my lips and heart should fail me, I can at

least Lescech you to read my parting prayer.
YOL. IL L
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I am not Madame de Stail. I poseess neither her genius
nor the pride with which she struggled against the twofold
might of genins and power. My soul, more broken or more
timid, comes to yor without ostentation and withont stiffness,
without secret hostility ; for, if my feelings weore different, I
should exile myself from your presence and should not come
to conjure you to listen to me.

Yet, the object of my visit constitntes a very bold attempt
on my part; bat 1 make that attempt with so complete a
sentiment of annihilation, as far as I am personally concerned,
that, if yon fail to be tonched by it, you cannot take any
offence at it. Yon have known me prond of my own con-
science. I never believed I could be proud of anything else ;
but here my conscience dictates submission to me, and, if it
were necessary for me to take upon myself every humilistion
and every agony, I should do so with pleasure, being con-
vinced that I should not lose your esteem for that womanly
devotion which man always understands and never scorns,

Prince, my family is scattered to the foar winds The
friends of my youth and of ziy old age, those wko were my
brothers and my children by adoption, are in prison or in
exile. Your rigour fell on all those who take, who accept,
or who submit o the name of Socialist Republicans.

Prince, you are too well aware of my respect for human
proprieties to fear that I should herein advocate before you
Socialism such as it is interpreted from certain points of view,
It is not my mission to defend it, and I shonld misappreciate
the berevolence which yon extend to me, by listening to me,
were I to treat in all its bearings a sabject 8o vast, and your
conception of which is certainly as clear as my own. I have
always considered you as a Socialist genios, and, on the second
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of December, alter the stupor of an instan$, in presence of
that last shred of Republican society trampled under the feet
of conquest, my first ntterance was: “O Barbds, behold the
sovereignty of the aim1 I did not accept it, even from your
austere lips ; but now God is justifying you and imposing that
sovereignty upon France as her lust chance of salvation in i;he
midst of the corruption of morals and the confusion of ideas.
T do not feel strength enough to be its apostle; but, imbued
as I am with religious confidence, I should think it & crime in
the midst of that vast acclamation to give vent to an expres-
sion of reproach against heaven, the nation, or the man whom
God calls and the people accept.” 'You, doubtless, little care
to know what I said in my he'a.rb, what I said and wrote to all
my own people; but it is all-important that you should know
this, you, who could not have dared so much merely from
selfish motives, you who, in order to achieve such ‘events, had
before your eyes an idenl apparition of justice and truth. I
bave not been the only one of my creed to accept your
advent with the esuzbmission which we owe to the logic of
Providence; others, many other opponents of sovereignty of
the aim, believed it their duty to remain silent or to accept,
to submit or to hope. In the midst of the oblivien in which
I have thought it proper that you should bury your recol-
lections, there may still float 2 waif which I can invoke—
the estcem which you have for my character, and which
I flatter myself to have justified since by my silence and
reserve,

If you do not accept in me what people call my opinion—
a very vague expression for depicting the dream of the mind,
or the meditation of the conscience—at least I am certain that

you do not regret having believed in the righteousness and
' L2
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disinterestedness of my heart. I appeal to that eonfidence
which has been sweet to me and to yourself too, in yoar hours
of solitary réveries, for they who believe are happy, and
to-day perhaps yon look back with regret to yoar prison nt
Ham, where you had no oppnrtunitiés of knowing men as
they are. I therefore dare to say to you : Prince, believe me,
withdraw younr indnlgence from me if you will, bnt believe
me, your armed hand, after having crushed those who opeuly
resisted, i8 now striking, through numberless preventive
arrests, harmless mental opposition, which ouly awaited a day
of calm or liberty in order to allow itself to be woraily van-
quished, and believe me, Prince, that those who are honest
enough, pure emongh, to say: “ What matters it that good
comes throngh him whom we did not want! 8o long as it
does come, blessings on him!” are the soundest and most
moral portion of the vanquisbed parties. They perbaps con-
stitute the firmest help that yon can wish for in the consclida-
tion of your fature work. How many are capable of loving
good for its own sake, and happy to sacrifice themselves to it,
if they should appear to be an ! obstacle in its path ? Sach are
precisely the people who are harassed and imprisoned under
the branding accusation—here are the very terms of the
warrants : ““ of having excited their fellow citizens to commit
crimes.” Some were stunned, stupefied by soch an anheard-
of accusation, others readily gave themselves up, desiring
public acknowledgment of their innocence. But where wil
rigorous measures stop? In periods of political agitation and
anger fatal mistakes are daily committed. I do not wish to
mention any particnlar instances, to complain of any particular
facts, still less to draw np categories of innncent and guilty.
My aim is loftier, and, having a personal grief of my own, I
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come to lay before you the recital of all the sufferings which
affect my heart and of all others, And I say to you: The
prisons and the lands of exile might return to you, forces
vital for France, You wish for that; yom will certainly wish
it, but not at this moment. Here, a rea.éon, a matter of fact,
a purely political question arrests you. You consider that
terror and despair ought to hover for some time yet over the
vanguished, and you allow the work of reprisals to go on
unchecked, while you hide your face. I will not take the
liberty of discussing a political question with you, that would
be ridiculous on my part, but, from the depth of my ignorance
and powerlessness, I ery unto you with a bleeding heart and
my eyes full of tears.

Eunough, enough, victor! spare both the strong and the
weak, spare the women who weep as the men who do not;
show yourself to be meek and humane, since yoa are so in-
clinsed. The fate of so many innocent or unfortunate beings
}equires that you should do so! Ah! Prince, the word
“ deportation,” * that mysterious punishment, that everlasting
exile under an unknown sky is not of your invention; I wish
you only knew how it alarms even the calmest and the most
indifferent of men. - May not proscription beyond the mother
conntry excite a contagious desire of emigration which yon
will be compelled to repress ? And what of the preventive
prison, where sick and dying prisoners are mow huddled to-
gother on straw, in & mephitic atmosphere, and trembling with
cold? and the anxiety of mothers and daughters who do not
un‘derstand anything of political reasons, und the stupor of the
peaceful workmen, of the peasants, who say : ““ Do they send

® Term cmployed to designate transportation of political offenders.
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people to prison who hava neither killed ner robbed? They
will send us all there, tien? And yet we had sach confidence
fo the future when w3 voted for hig!”’

Ab! Priuce, my dear Prince of yore, hearken to the man
within yourself, who is yourself, and who will never be able
to reduce himself to a state of abstraction in order to rule.
Politics, no donbt, effect great things; but the beart alone
" works miracles. Observe your own, it already bleeds. That
poor France of ours is bad and tarbulent on the surface, and
yet, beneath her armour, she possesses a woman's heart, »
large motberly heart which your breath may re-animate. It
is not only throngh governments, revolutions, or ideas that
we have so often been capsized.

Any social reform, any movement of men and things,
ought to be good for a pation. Baot what is wrong with us,
what i the cause of ornr being at present perhaps ungovern-
able by the logic of facts alone? The reason why you may
probably eee buman docility elude the most vigorovs and
learned policy, is the absence of Christian virtue, it is the
drying up of hearts and feelinlzs. All parties have been sub-
jected to the attack of that baneful evil, a resalt of foreign
invasion and of the repression of national liberty, aud a3 a
matter of course, of national dignity.

It is that which, in one of your letters, you called the
abnormal development of the stomach, the atrophy of tho
heart. Who will save and purily as, who will soften our
savage instincta? You bave wished to concentrate France
in yourself, you have assumed her destinies, and you are now
responsible, before God, for her soul far more than for her
body. You have acted, you alone can act; I long sinee
foresaw it, long since felt eure of it, and predicted it to youn at
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o time when few people in France kelieved it possible. The
men whom I then told so nsed to reply :

So much the worse for usl ‘we ghall not help him;
and if he does good, we shall have neiher the pleasure nor
the honour of having contributed to it No matter!” they
would add, “let good only be done, and then let the man be
glorified !’ :

Among those who used to talk thus, and are still ready to
do so again, are some, Prince, who are treated in your name
as enemies and suspicions persons, '

There are others less resigned no doubt, less disinterested
perhaps, there are some probably soured and exasperated who,
if they saw me ab this moment imploring the grace of all,
would disown me rether harshly. What matters it to you
who, by showing clemency, can raise yourself above all; or
_ to me who am willing, through devotion, to humble myself in
the place of all? Yon will wreak the greatest vengeance
npon those just mentioned if you compel them to accept life

and liberty, instead of enabling them to proclaim themselves
martyrs to their canse. '

Will not those who perish at Cayenne or during the
voyage leave a name in history, whatever may be the point
of view from which they are cousidered? If recalled by
you, not from pity but your own sheer will, they were to
become troublesome to the elect of five millions of people—
there are three or four thousand of them, I hear—who could
then blame you for wishing to render them powerless ! During
that hour of respite given by you to suffering, you would
learn to kuow the men who love the people well enough to
annihilate themselves in presence of the expression of the
people’s eonfidence and will,
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Amnesty ! Ampesty soon, my Prince! If yon should not
heed my prayer, what will it matter to me that I bave made a
supreme effort before lying ? Buat methinks I shall not have
displeased God, I shal not have dchased human liberty in my
own person, and, abeve all, I ghall not have rendered myself
unworthy of your esteem, which I prize far more than peace-
ful days and & quet death. When a warrant was issued
against me, I might have fled abroad, Prince ; one can always
ran away. I might have published this letter in factum 8o ns
to make enemies for you in case yor might not even read it.
But, happen what may, I will not do so. There are things
sacred to me, and, in begging an interview of you, in coming
to yon with hope and confidence, I must, in order to be loyal
and satisfied with myself, have burnt my ships behind me and

put myself entirely at your mercy.
Gzorax Baxp.

To Hrs HicaNess PriNcE JEromME NaroLEoN, Paris.

Paxis, 2rd February, 1852,
Draz Pervce,

Count d’Orsay, who is eo kind, and always in quest of
agreeable news for his friends, tells me to-day that you feel
some sympathy, almost some affection, for me.

Nothing could cause me greater pleasure ; but, besides, as
I had just been telling him, cherishing towards yoq, and in all
earnestness, those very feelings, I foresee in you a sincere
and devoted belp for such as suffer from the fearfal interpreta-
tion given, by certain agents, to the intentions of those in

power.
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I hope that you will be able to obtain the rectification of
many errors, of many injustices, and I know that you wish to
do so. Oh Lord! how unfeeling people are to-dsy! You are
not heartless, yourself! and you arouse feelings in those who
are devoid of them | .

You called on me while I was at M. d’Orsz{y’s ; that
gentleran informed me of your intended wvisit; I hastily
returned home, but was too late. You had left word that you
might call again at about six o’clock, but you were unable to
dogo. I am doubly sorry for it, and for myself, and for my
poor prisoners from the Indre, whom I should so mach like
you to save. M. d’Orsay told me that you could do so; that
you possess some influence over M. de Persigny. I must say
that the latter has been very kind to me, and offered me
pardons for those of my friends whom I might name, The
President of the Republic told me the same thing. My
friends had so strongly forbidden me to mention their names
that I was obliged to decline the President’s kind offer.

M. de Persigny, with whom I felt more at ease, having
insigted, and having directed & letter to be written to me with
that object, I believe I may, without compromising anybody,
accept his goodwill as a personal favour,

- If that is humiliating for anybody, it is for myself alone;
and I accept the humilintion without any false pride, with
even a feeling of sincere gratitude, without which it seems to
me that I should be disluyal. I therefors wrote down several
names, and now rely on the promises made. But my real aim
is to obtain a full amnesty for all the arrested and accused in
the Department of the Indre ;* that ought to he all the easier,

[

* Victimes of the coup d'état of the 2nd December, 1851.
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seeing that no insurrectionary outbreak occurred there; that
all the arrests were preventive only; and that no conviction
has as yot taken place. The question is therefore only the
opening of the prisons, conformably with the ministerial cir-
cular, to all those who are but slightly implicated, and to obtain
un arrét de non-liew,* or the abandonment of the prosecu-
tion, of all those against whom suspicion is a little atronger.
A line from the Minister to the Prefect would settle the whole
affair. .

The Courts, if entrusted with such cages, but as to which 1
am ignorant, are but blind slaves.

M. de Persiguy could scarcely promiee that to me; bat
you counld strongly urge it, and wonld certainly obtain it.

I need not tell you that my heart will be full of gratitnde
and affection for it. Your cwn will plead within yon far
better than mine. i ]

You told the people at my house that yon were on the
point of starting for the country. I hope my letter will reach
you there, and that yon will write to the Minister. You will
also see him on yoar returs, wil? yoa not, Prince? And I will
teach the inhabitants of my Berry that they must love yon as
I do myself, with a heart that has maternal age—that of the

best affections.
Grorse Bawp.

* Nolle prossqui.
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To Prince Lovis Narorkon BoNararTE, President of the
-Republic.
Pazis, 3rd February, 1852

Prix¥ce, ‘ ,

In an interview in which embarrassment and emotion
led me to be more prolix than I intended, I obtained from you
words of kindness which cannot be forgotlen. You were
good enough to tell me: “ Ask me for whatever pardon yon
may wish.” :

I had the hononr to reply that nobody had authorised me
to implore you. I Lad not seen anybody in Paris; I ealled
upon youn first.

I shonld only have importuned you with a matter of detail
had I insisted upon the arrests which took place in my
province, and whose consequences do not appear serious to
me, since no insurrectionary outbreak occurred thers, and
that even if we suppose there to have been a thought of
resistance, it is impossible that the authorities should intend
to punish a thought not actwdly carried into action, I mighs
have feared this to be the case when I left the province,
where the authorities seemed bent upon slarming and cauns-
ing dissffection in the population by unjustifiably rigorous
measures, But when I heard yon answering me with so
much meekness and humanity, I could no longer feel any
uneasiness, and there remained for me mo other step to take
on behalf of my countrymen of the Indre but to hasten their
release by applying to your Minister,

But, if I flatter myself with the hope of easily obtaining
pardon for men respecting whom no decision has yet been
taken, I am not without apprehension as regards those whose
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fate has been elsewhere rigorously sealed. 1 to-day saw two
whom I know to be completely innocent, if the punishment be
intended for the act of conspiring, not for an opinion . . .
and which latter cannot be, is unheard of in our customs, in
the ideas of our generation, and must be quite impossible to
the heart of Prince Lonis Napolbon. T found them resigned
to their fate, and, thanks to the system of excess which yon
have just put an end to, imbued with the monstrous idea that
they were being punished, not for their acts, but for their
principles. I strongly denied that supposition, which was
grievous to me after what I heard you say. I told them that
I had faith in you, and that persopality is anknown to the
heart of a man penetrated, as yoa are, with a miszion soperior
to the passions and resentments of valgar politics. 'r

I said that I shonld come to beg their pardon of weu, or
the commutation of their sentence. They at first refused the
offer; but when they saw how strong was my conviction,
they acquiesced. They authorised me to take advantage of
vour generons offer, which I should have been 8o grieved to
be obliged to decline. .

You would not esteem those two men were 1 to tell yon
that they will retract their principles and abandon their
sentiments. They bave always been, they will always be
foreign to conspiracies, to secret societies, and the absolute
form of your government cannot induce you to dread the
public eréression of doctrines which yoa woald not tolerate..

I take upon myself the debt of gratitude.

Youn know that, for my part, it will be deep and sincere.
Do not disdain a sentiment so rare in this world, and with
which you will perhaps meet to a larger extent among the
" vanquished than among those who profit by the wvictory.
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Prince, I recollect having written to you, while you were
at Ham, that you would be Emperor some day, and that .
on that day you would not hear any more of me. Yon are
now eight million times sbove an Emperor of Germany or
Russia, and yet I am imploring you. So act, that I may be
proud of having perjared myself. '

It may be against your present intentions to let it be
known that it is to me, a Socialist writer, that you are
granting the commutation of the sentences of two Socialists.
If eo, trust to my honour and my silence. I have not
acquainted anybody with the object of this letter, and,
setisfied with being secretly proud of your beneficence, I
shall, if such be your will, never disclose the happy result of
this letter.

GEORGE SAND.

If you do not reject my prayer, condescend to let me
know at what moment you will deign to receive me, that

I may nams to you the two persons whose fate interests
me.

»

To e Same,

Paxts, 12th February, 1852.
Prixcs,

Permit me to bring under your notice a painful sup-
plication, that of four soldiers sentemced o death, who, in
their profound ignorance of political matters, have selected
a8 their intercessor with yon one who is proscribed. The
wife of the proscribed neither asks nor hopes for any-
thing as regerds her own misfortune, and is ‘Do more
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acquainted with the signatories of the petition than I am my-
self, but forwards with it a few beantifnl lines, which will touch
you more, I feel certain, than would any pleading of mine,
The poor distressed seamstress, reduced to poverty with
her three children, ill herself, bat mute and resigned, is
far from suspecting that I shall make you read ber ortho-
graphical mistakes. As for me, I did not intend importuning
yom any more; but when I saw that it related to a sentence of
death, and not to the tronbles of my vanquished party, I felt
that & moment of hesitation would deprive me of the little
sleep still left to me.

I could not either refase to present to you the sapplication
of the unfortnnate Emile Rogat, which was banded to me in
the absence and on behalf of Prince Jérome Nupoléon, That
Prince it was who said to me, at the moment when I wag,
for the first time, about to approach you in trembling: “COhl
ag for being kind, he iz kind. Trast in him!” That was an
encouragement so well founded, that I owe him gratitade
for it. As regards the triple pardon which you granted
for me, J am anxious to tell gon something which I am
quite sore will interest and satisfy yon. I have several
things to tell you, it is my duty to do so, and this time I
shall not have to apologise for so doing.

When you bave 2 moment to spare, as they say in society,
grant it to me; you will always find me ready to take

advantage of it with the liveliest gratitude.
Georse Savp,
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To M. Jures Herzer, Paris,

- Panrs, 20th February, 1852,
My Frienp,

I would as readily know you yonder as here, despite
the embarrassments, so injurions to my brain and health,
in which your absence may leave me. Here no reliance
can be placed upon anything. The pardons or justice which
are promised ré_main, in most cases, but dead letters, thanks
to the resistance of & reaction stronger then the President,
and also thanks to a confusion which we cannot quickly get
rid of, if ever we get rid of them atall. One half of France
has turned informer against the other half. The blind hatred
and atrocious zeal of a furious police have been satiated.
The silence enforced mpon the press, the hgarsay, gloomier
and more injurious to absolute governments than the liberty
to contradict, have so confused public opinion that it believes
and disbelieves all ramours with as much reason for doing
the one as the other. In fact, Paris is a chaos, and the
provinces a tomb. When in the provinces and witnessing
the annihilation of minds there, one is obliged to reflect that
all energy was befors concentrated in a few men who to-day
are either prisoners, dead, or banished. In most cases, thoss
men made a bad unse of their influence, since the material
hopes they gave, being once annihilated with their defeat,
neither faith, nor courage, nor righteousness, remained in the
souls of the partisans they had secured.

Whoever lives in the provinces believes, therefore, and
must believe, that the Government, is strong and founded
apon 8 conviction, s general will, since there is not ome
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in & thousand who offers resistance, and when such resistance
does occur it iz timid and overwhelmed by the weight of its
own moral powerlessness, On arriving here, my impression
wad that we mnust temporarily submit oursclves, with the
greatest calm and possible faith in Ptovidence, to s dictator-
ghip imposed upon us by our very thoughts,

I hoped that, since there existed an all-powerful man, he
could be approached and besought respecting the life and
liberty of several thousands of victims (most of them in Lis
eyes innocent even). That man proved himself accensible ana
humane while listening to me. He offered to grant me all
the pardons I might ask for, promising shortly to proclaim =
general amuoesty. I refused individual pardons. T retired,
hoping for an amnesty for all. The man wasa guite in earnest,
quite sincers, and it seems that it was his own interest to be
s0. I called upon him again about a fortnight ago for the
second and last time, in order to save a personal friend from
deportation and despair (for he was in despair). I eaid in
nnmistakeable terms (and I had written in uunwistakeable
terms too, when I requested gn andience) that that friend
would not repsnt hie past, and would not bind bimself in any-
wise for the future ; that I myself remained in France, a sort of
gcapegoat that might be struck whenever the anthorities felt
so disposed. In order to obtain the commutation of sentence
which I begged for,in order to obtain it withnut eompromising
or lowering the person to whom it applied, I dared to rely
upon a genervas impulse'\"-on the part of the President, to
whom I represented that persem to be his inzorrigille personal
enemy. Upon this the Prince there and then offvred to grant
him a fall pardon. T was obliged to refuse in the pame of the
person to whom that pardon would have applicd, and to thank
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he Prince in my own name. I thanked him with the gréat-—
st sincerity, and, from that day, I regarded myself as in
laty bound not to complacently ellow peoplé in my presence
0 calumniate the trait in the Prince’s character which dic-
ated such action. Having been made acquainted with his
nanners by people who have long been in close contact with
iim and do not love him, I know that he is neither debanched,
or & thief, nor bloodthirsty. He spoke with me for some
ime, and with enfficient abandonment to enable me to notice
n him certain good instincts and tendencies towards an aim
vhich should also be ours.

I said to him: ““ May you succeed! but I do not believe
hat you have gone the right way to do so. You are of
)pinion that the end justifies the means; I believe in and
wrofess the contrary doctrine. I would not accept the dic-
atorship even of my own party. I am obliged fo submit to
rours, since I have some disarmed to request a pardon
rom you ; bub my conscience cannot change. I am, I remain
vhat you know me to be; if that is a crime, do with me as
rou pleage.” *

Bince that day, the 6th of February, I have not seen him ;
[ wrote to him twice, in order to ask him to pardon four
ioldiers sentenced to death, and to recall a dying convict
déporté). X was sunccessful. My applications related to
Greppo and Liuc Desages, Leroux’s son-in-law, as also to Marc
Dufraisse. Everything was granted. Greppo and his wife
were set at liberty the pext day. Luo Desages was nob
released. That, I believe, is owing to an error of designation
which I made when furnishing the President with the name
and the place of his trial. In my letter I rectified my mistake,

and whilst doing so pleaded, for the third time, the cause
VoL IL M
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of the prisoners of the Indre. I say pleaded, because, the
President and his Minister subsequently having unhesitatingly
replied to me that they did not mean to prosecute for opinions
or presumed intentions, people incarcerated as suspected
persone were euntitled to liberty and were about to cbtain it,
Twice they drew up the list, twice they gave orders ander
my eyes, and fen times, during the conversation, the President
and the Minister told me, each in turn, that the authoritice
had gone too far, that they bad nsed the President’s name fo
cover private revenge, that all such action was heinous,
and a stop would be put to that atrocions and deplorable
fary.

Such were my complete relations with the Government, con-
sisting of a few solicitations, letters, and conversations. I
have since done mnothing but rash from Carlier to Piétri,
and from the secretary of the Minister of the Interior to
M, Baragnay, in order to ensure the execation of what had
been granted or promised me for the Berry people: Desages,
Fualbert Martin, still detained here though acquitted ; Madame
Rolland, arrested and imprisofed ; and, in fact, several others
with whom 1 am acquainted, and to whom I did bot think
myself justified in refosing my time and trouble (that is to say,
in the state I then was in), my health and life.

To reward me, they say and write to me from all paris:
“You compromise yourself, ruin yourself, dishonoar yourself;
you are a Bonapartist, Solicit and obtain favours for ns, but
hate the man who grants them; and, if you do pot say that
he devours children alive, we shall put you under the ban.”

That does not at ail frighten me; I so fully expected it!
But it inspires me with profound contempt for party spirit;
and I heartily send in my political resignation (as says that
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poor Hubert), not to the President, who did not ask for if,
but to God Himself, whom I know better than most people.
1 have the right to give it, since it is not for me a question of
life or death. ' :

I know that the President spoke of me with much regard,
and that that incensed many of his retinue. I know people
found fault with his granting my requests' ; for that reason 1
‘know my neck will be wrung if his should be so, which is
quite probable, I know they also spread everywhere the-
. ramour of my always calling at the Xlysée; and the Beds
welcome the idea of my humbling myself with a complacency
of which they alone are capable; in fact, I know that they
will murder me at the next crisis, That, I assure you, does
not alarm me, so disgusted am I with everybody and every-
thing in this world.

Such are the real facts which will help you to put right
any errors, if they should be sincerely made. If they should
not be sincere, I do not wish you to take any notice of them.
The following is my present opinion regarding the fature,
That opinion is based upon what I see in Paris:

The Prince President is no longer master, if even he ever
were for twenty-four hours, The first time I saw him he
appeared to me as the envoy of fatality. In our second inter-
view, thongh outstepped, he still seemed able to struggle.
Now I do not see him, but I hear public opinion, and, from
time to time, frequent the Prince’s entourage. Either I make
8 great mistake, or the man, not the system, is lost, and to
him will succeed a power of reaction all the more furious
that the meekness of temperament of the sacrificed man will
no longer oppose. But do the people and the bourgeoisie, who

compete in murmars and menaces, agree 88 regards once
' x® 2
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mare securing the direction of the Republic? Are their sims
identical ? Are the people benb vpon again seizing aniversal
snffrage ! Ia the bourgeoisis willing to grant it to the peoplo ¥
‘Who will side with or against the army, if it should again
maurder passers-by in the streets ?  °

Let those who believe in elements of resistance sgainst the
existing order of things hope and desire the fall of Napoléon!
As for me, I must either be blind, or I rightly perceive that
France is the only one guilty in all this, and that, as a chas-
tisement for her vices and crimes, she is doomed to struggle,
without resuli, during a few years, in the midst of dreadfu)
catastrophes.

My opinion is, and always will be, that the President is a
luckless individual, the victim of error and of the eovereign/y
of the aim. Circumstances, that is, party ambitions, carried
him into the turmoil. He flattered himself that he comld
control it ; but heis already half submerged beneath it, and I
doubt whether he ia now fally conscious of his actions.

Farewell, friend ; that is all for to-day. Do not speak any
more of what they say or writ® against me, Conceal it from
me; Iam disgusted enongh as it is, and do not want to stir
np all that mire. This letter conveys to you safficient infor-
mation to enable you, if need be, to defend me without con-
" sulting me. But do those who attack me deserve that 1
ghould defend myself? If my friends suspect me, it is that
they never were worthy of being such; that they do not
koow me. In such case I desire to forget them quickly.

As for you, dear old fellow, stay where you are until the
sitnation brightens; or, if you should intend to come for some
little time, let me know, Baraguay d'Hilliers, or some other
person, can I believe ask for a safe conduct, in order that yon
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may. come to personally superintend your affairs. But do not
let us try anything definitive before the danger of a new
upheaval is removed from the minds of the people.

GEORGE SaND.

To M. ErnesT PEriGoOIS, Prison of Chiteauroux.

Pants, 24¢h February, 1852,

Thanks, my dear friend, for your kind letter. It has
caused me great pleasure. It is therefore obvions that neither
you nor your companions suspect me. So much the better; I
am thankful to you for i, and that justice of my countrymen
will impart fresh courage to me. The feelings towards me here
are different. There are people who cannot believe in moral
courage and disinterestedness of character; and I am being
spoken of in disparaging terms in foreign newspaper corre-
spondence. It matters little, does it not ?

Were I to see you, I would furnish you with details
respecting my personal impressions and the steps I took, and
they, no doubt, would be of interest to you; but I can sum
them up in a few lines, which will enable you to form an
estimate of the true state of affairs. '

' The name to which resort was had in order to perform
~that awful reactionary slaughter, is but a symbel, a flag
.#hist will be put into the pocket or trampled mpon as soon
as an -opportunity arises. The tnstrument is not destined
-to eternal docility. Human and just by nature, but imbued -
'mth the false and baneful idea that the end justifics the means,
“Hhe allowed himself to be persuaded that we can tolerate
E“‘inuch harm in order to secure ultimate good, and personify
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might in a man in order to make that man the Providence of
& nation.

You see what will happen, what has already happened
with that man, The reality of the monstrons deeds which
are performed in his pame is concealed from him, and he
18 doomed to misonderstand it, not having understood
the trath in the idea. In short, he drinks from the chalice of
error presented to his lips after having drunk that presented
to his mind, and, with the personal will of the good he has
dreamed of, he is doomed to be the instrument, the accom-
plice, the pretext for all the barm accomplished by sll the
Absolutist parties. He is doomed to be their dupe and their
victim. Shortly, it is my deep and tragical presentiment,
ke will fall in order to make room for people who will certainly
not be as good as he, but who, under bypocritical formulo
of admiration, take care to denounce him as an implacable
despot, in order to charge his memory with the responsibility
of all the crimes committed by themn, unknown to him,

He appears to me to be now trying a temporary dictator-
ship, the sternness of which he hopes some day to be able to
relax. Buat when he attempts to do so he will be lost, and
yet, if he does not soon do 8o, the nation will arouse against
him an ipsurmonntable resistance. The future leoks yery
dark to me, for the idea of fraternity is stifled for a long time
to come by the system of infamy, dennnciation, and base
vengeance now prevailing. The thought of revenge necessa-
rily enters deeply into the heart; what, alas! becomes of the
Christian sentiment, the only one that can caase s Republic to
enduore?

I do not know what will be decided with regard to us

-poorpﬂsecutedonesofBerry. I pleaded our canse from
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the point of view of liberty of conscience, and I conld do eo
with a clear conscience, seeing that we have not plotted against
the pérson of the President since the events of December.
The reply to me was that thoughts, intentions, opinions are
not prosecuted, and yet in fact they are, and I still do not
see the realisation of the promises that were made to me.
Elsewhere I am told that such promises were Jesuitry and
falsity. ‘

I feel certain that such is not the case. It is perhaps
something worse for ws—powerlessness. A hecatomb was
given to the reaction; it can no longer be snatched therefrom,.
Yet, 1 still hope for ourselves from my pleading, and a speedy
amnesty for all from necessity. It is openly promised.
Any pardon can be easily obtained by favour; but as
nobody in our part of the country expects such favoars, I
only have to play the part of sincere advocate, and, as much as
possible, to deny the calumnies of our adversaries,

Farewell, dear friend; burn my letter. I would read it
to the President, but a prefect would not do so, and would
find in it 8 pretext for new persecutions, I do not exhort you
to courage and patience; I know you are mnot deficient in
either. My family unites with me in kissing yon heartily.
Let us hope to see each other soon. G

To M. Caramarr4, Brussels,

Panis, 24h February, 1852
Frinp,

What you {old me he said to you is correct, at least
in the terms which yon mention; but we must not congratu-
late ourselves. As for me, I have no right to suspect the
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sincerity of the intentions of the inditidual. Mothinks it
would be highly disloyal to invoke sach sentiments in him and
denounce them as perfidions, when I am indebted to them
for the safety of several people.

Bot, putting aside all that can be said or thought for or
against that individual, it seems to me beyond doubt that he
i8 or will soon be reduced to impotence, for having given
way to perfidious counsels, and having believed that good (in
the aim) could resalt from evil (in the means).

His cause, like our own, is lost ; what will be the outcome
of all this ? Misfortune for all! Were there a master in France,
wo might hope for something ; that master might have been
universal suffrage, however distorted and divergent from its
principle; however blind and anxions the people might have
been to secure their material happiness, we might have said :
““Here is a man who embodies and represents the popular
resistance to the idea of liberty; a man who symbolises the
need of temporary aathority which the people seem to ex-
perience ; shonld those two wills agree they will constitute
the dictatorship of the people,u dictatorship devoid of ideal
though not of future, since by acquiring the well-being of
which they are deprived, the people will of Becessity acquire
instruction and reflection.”

It seemed to me, it still ecems to me, althongh I have not
again seen the individual since the 5th of February, that the
electors and the elected are pretty closely agreed as to the
foundation of things ; bat the former, as the latter, are nnac-
quainted with the means, and fancy that the end justifies all.
They fail to see that fatality, as well as the play of the instra-
ments they use, herein show themselves more just and logical
than might have been expected. Instruments betray, para~
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lyse, corrupt, conspire, and sell. That is what I believe, and
I expect anything but the early trinmph of the fraternal
and Christian idea, without which we shall have no duarable
Republic. We shall have to submit to other dictatorships;
God knows what they may be.. When the people have
acquired painful experience, they will perceive that they
cannot personify themselves in a man, and that God is averse
to blessing an error which is no longer in keeping with the
age, .
Meanwhile it is we, the Repnblicans, who will still be
victims of such storms. We should probably be wise were
we to wait (before recalling the people to their true daties),
until they have understood their errors, and repented having
considered us as a handful of criminals who must be
abandoned, given up, and denounced to the .fury of the
reaction. _ : -

Good night, friend ; I kiss you and regret that yoa shonld
be youder when I am here. My health is still impaired; I
fatigued myself much, and have only obtained up to the
present a great deal less thwn had been promised to me. I
attribate it to the frightful disorder which reigns in that
sinister branch of the administration, as also to the anxiety
which the elections are causing the aathorities. I believe
that the amnesty will come as soon as the former are over.
If not, I will renew my efforts, in order to snatch as many
victims a8 I can from suffering and agony; calumnies are
my reward, that is quite natoral, and I do not wish to
heed them. .

Next weck a new piece of mine will be played, & gay and
grotesque piece* which I wrote whilst anguish was devouring

* Los Vacancas da Pandolphe,
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my sonl, theatrical directors refusing my pieces under the
pretext that they make people feel sad. Poor spectators!
their hearts are so semsitive, their feclings are so delicate,
those kind bourgeois. We must take care not to make
them ill, .

Good night again, dear friend ; I send this letter through
s safe channel. Kiss yonr dear Peppina for me, Manrice
feels prond of your compliment.

Georox,

To Prince Louis Napor£oN BONAPARTE, President of the
Republic.
Paers, March, 1852,
Prmncs,

Those unfortonate diportés* from Chiteaaronx, fet-
tered like convicts, started for the fort of Bicitre ¥ amidat
the tears of a population which loves you, and which people
depict to you as dabgerous and ferocious. Nobody under-
stands such rigorous treatment.. You are tcld by some that
it produces a good effect. You are misled, deceived, and
betrayed !

Why are you thos treated ? Everybody but yourself feels
and conceives why. Ah! if Henry V. sends you into exile or
into prison, you will remember some one who still loves youn,
although your reign rent his heart, snd who, instead of
wishing, as the interests of his party perhaps require, that

* The political ofienders who, after the coup d’élat, were sentenced
to trensportation.

+ A fort near Paris, where the prisoners of the coup d'élat were
detained previous to being transported.
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you should be rendered odious by such measares, is indignant
ab seeing the false part which some seek to make you play in
. history, you whose heart and destiny are equally great.

Who feels any satisfaction in these acts of fury, this
forgetfulness of human dignity, this political hatred which
destroys all notions of what is just and $rue, this inauguration
of the reign of terror in the provinces, the proconsulate of
prefects who, in striking us, clear the way for others than
yourself ? Are not we your natural friends, whom you have
confonunded when chastising the riotousness of a few? And
are not those who do ill in your name your patural enemies?
Report says that this system of political barbarity pleases the
bourgeoisie. That is not so. The bourgeoisie is not composed
of a few big-wigs in each chef-licu,* who have their particular
grudges to gratify, their future plots to serve. It is composed
of obscure persons who dare not say anything, because they
are oppressed by the most prominent ; but who have feelings,

~ and who cast down their eyes with shame and grief at the
sight of those men whom the authorities convert into martyrs,
and who, fettered like conviets under the eyea of the prefects,
proudly accept their chains.

The sub-prefect of La Chitre has been dismissed, I know
not why; but the people say and believe that it is because
he ordered the prisoners’ chains to be removed, and con-
veyances provided for them.

The astonished peasants came to town to take a good
look at the victims. The commissary of police shouted to

the people: “Behold those who violated and disembowelled
women | " .

* The chief town of a Department.
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The soldiers muttered : “ Don’t believe it! Not a single
woman was ever violated or disembowelled. These are honest
but unfortnnate people. They are Socialiste; we are not;
but we pity and respect them.” At Chiteanroux, the victims
were compelled to resnme their fetters. "The gendarmes who
received the prisoners at Paris were astonished at their
treatment.

General Canrobert did not see anybody. He was said to
have been sent by you to consider the sentences pronounced
by the wrath of the prefects and the terror of the commissions
maztes,¥ to converse with the victims, and to place no reliance
upon the statements suggested by local vengeance. Three of
your Ministers bad said so to me. Happy to justify you, I
repeated to everybody what they told me. How did those missi
dominicr, with the exception of one of them, fulfil their missions?
They saw only the judges, they only consulted the passions,
and, whilst & commission of appeal for pardon (commission
de recours en grdice) was being instituted and received asppeals
and claims, your envoys of peace, your ministers of clemency
and jastice aggravated or confirmed the sentences which that
commission might perbaps have aullified.

Think of what I tell youn, Prince; it is the truth, Think of
it bat for five minutes! A testimony of truth, a cry from
conscience which is, at the same time, that of a grateful and
friendly heart, well deserves to enlist the attention of the
bead of the State for five minates.

1 ask you to pardon all the déporiés of the Depariment of
the Indre; on my knees I beseech you to grant me that

# Special iribunals dealing with those concerned in the oatbreaks
following the coup d'étal.
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favour; my kneeling does mot humble me. God entrusted
yoa with absolute power; it is He, therefore, whom I entreat,
as well as the friend of the past. I kmow all those convicts:
there is not one among them that is not honest, incapable of a
bad deed, incapable of plotting against the man who, in spite
of the fury and hatred of his party, will in each case have
done them justice as & citizen and pardoned them as & victor.

Now, Prince, are not the pardon of a few obscure men, who
have become harmless; the discontent of a twenty-two year
old prefect, who displays a novice’s zeal, and of six big-wigs—
at most, poor, wicked, misled and stupid folk, who pretend to
represent the population, but which the population does not
even know——great sacrifices to make when the question at
issue is & deed of kindness, justice, and might ?

Prince, Prince, listen to the grey-headed woman who
entreats you on her knees; the woman a hundred times
calumniated, who always emerges blameless, before God and
the witnesses of her conduct, from all the trials of her life;
the woman who abjures none of her beliefs, and does not
think she perjures herself ia believing in yon. Her gpinion
will perhaps leave a trace in the future.

You too will be calumniated! and, whether I outlive you
or not, there will be a voice, one single voice perhaps,in the
Socialist party which will leave the testament of its last
thought respecting yon. Xnable me, therefore, to justify
myself with my own people, for having placed my trust and
confidence in your soul. Give me some individual pardons
until you deem fit to grant those striking proofs which you
caused me to foresee in the future, and which my heart, just
and sincere as it is, did not reject as mere guile, as a word of
trifling commiseration for its tears.
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To THE SAME,

Paris, Marck, 1852,

Peince,
I thank you from the bottom of my heart for the

pardons which you have deigued to grant to my request.

Grant to me, grant to yourself, to your own heart, the
pu«}on of the thirteen déportés of the Indre, sentenced by
the Commission mizie of Chiteauroux. They, in vain, ap-
pealed to the Commission of Pardons. They write to me
that General Canrobert—who, contrary to what had been
announced to me respecting his mission by three of your
Ministers, declined to see anybody but the authorities at
Chateauroux—is said to be on the point of seeing them at the
fort of Bictre, to which they have been transferred.

Is it 8 moment to appeal to submission, when those un-
fortunate people have just been fettered like convicts under
the eyes of the prefect, and men of honour, incapable of even
the thought of a bad deed, howre thos been taken through
France? Do yon not wish that dreadful system (which
confounds the presumption of a political opinion with the most
abject crimes) to cease, as also to dispel the belief that you
anthorised i, that yoa knew of it?

Show, Prince, that you possess the delicate sense of French
honcur. Do pot require that your enemies—if, however,
those vanquished be such—shounld become unworthy of
having been fought by you. Retarn them to their families
without requiring that they should sepent; what for? for
having been Republicans? That is all their crime. Act mo
that they may esteem and love yoo. Their love woald
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be a safer gnarantee for you than oaths obtained through
fear.

Trust to the only Socislist mind which remains personally
attached to you, in spite of all those blows dealt against its
Church. - It is T, the only one whom they have not thought
of frightening, and who, having only met in you meekness
and sensibility, feels no repugnance to beg of you on my
knees the pardon of my friends,

To M. Arpronse Frrury, La Clidtre.

Nonawt, 5th April, 1852.
FrIExp, '

May your will be done! T will not insist, and do not
feel offended with you, since you obey a conviction. But I
deplore it: in a sense, and I will tell you what, in order that
henceforth we may understand each other.

The culminating point of your argnmentation is the
following: Great expiatiors and great chastisements are
necessary, The true motion of right can only revive through
terrible deeds of justice,

In other words, what yon believe legitimate and possible
in our hands is a dictatorship, it is severity, chastisement, and
vengeance.

I wish to tell you, I must, that I entirely differ from that
opinion, which I believe is only made to justify what is to-
day going on in France. The Governmeat of all has always
been and will alwdys be the ideal and aim of my conscience.
In order that all men shonld be instructed in their own
rights and interests, time is necessary, a hundred times more



176 Letters of Gedrge Sand,

of it than was foreseen by us when we proolaimed the sove-
reign principle of universal suffrage. The latter did not werk
satisfactorily, so much the worse for itself and for us, If,
to-morrow, we provoke its free manifestation, it will once
more turn against ns, that is evident and certain. ¥From that
you will conclude, I suppose, that it must be restrained or
momentarily destroyed in order to save France. I dcnyit; I
refuse to admit it. I have nader my eyes the spectacle of a
dictatorship. I have geen that of M. Cavaignae, which, I
quite recollect, did not shock yon as much as the present one,
and which indeed was no better. I have bad enough of
dictatorships; I do not want any more of them. Any coming
revolution, whatscever it may be, will only impose itsclf by
those means, which have become the fashiom and tend to eoter
into our political cnstoms, '

Those means kill the parties which resort to them. They
are condemned by Heaven which permits them, ss by the
masses which are subjected to them. If the Republic again
mounts that hobby-horse, she will become a party affair, which
will have ite own day like others; but leave behind only chaos,
hazard, and foreign invasion. ;Therefore, you who are irritated
carry in your bosoms the death of Fraoce. May yon long
wait for the day of remuneration, which you believe will be
triumphant, whereas I think it will be falal! Undl then, I
hope, the masses will become enlightened, in spite of all, and
understand that their sufferings are the result of their fanits,
of their ignorance and corruption; and that, when able to
_govern themselves, they will disown leaders who come to them
bringing terror in their rear.

Thrtil then we shall suffer ; well! we shall be victims, but
not execntioners. It is time to settle the old guestion which
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Mazzini has again brought to life, whether we should be
politiciang or Socialists. He is of opinion that we must
henceforth be purely politicians, I declare in lﬁy soul that,
for the present, we must be non-political Bocialists, and the
experience of the years which have just elapsed' brings me
back to my former opinions. We cannot be politicians to-dey
without trampling human rights, the rights of all, under our -
feet. That notion of true right cannot become part and
parcel of the consciences of men, who can only enforce it by
beginning to violate it. However honest and sincere they
may be, they cease to be 80 as soon as they take part in con-
temporaneous action. They can no longer be so, under penalty
of displaying anew the impotence of the provisional Govern-
ment, The logic of facts compels them to admit the principle
of the Jesuits of the Inquisition of ’93, of the 18th Brumaire,
and of the 2nd December. He wishes the means who wishes
the end. That principle is true in fact, but morally false,
and a party that quarrels with morality will never endure
in France, despite the apparent immorality of that disturbed
and exhausted nation. .

Dictatorship is, therefore, illegitimate before God and
before men; it is as illegitimate in the hands of a king as in
those of a revolutionary party. In the past it possessed &
fatal 1egitimacy, which no longer belongs to it. It lost it the
day when France proclaimed uwmiversal suffrage. Why?
Because any truth, however short-lived, secures its place and
its right in history. It must remain therein, in spite of all the
gropiogs, of all the errors with which its first application may
have been marred and inevitubly impeded ; but woe to him
who suppresses it, were it even for a single day! Therein is

made obvious the greai sense of the masses, for they abandon
VOL. 1L N
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the man who commits that profanation ; therein lies the secret
of the indifference with which the people regarded the
violation of their representation om the 2nd of December.
Yet, that representation was not the result of limited suffrage ;
bat it had decreed the death of iniversal suffrage, and the
people allowed themselves to be more easily canght by the
bait of a spurions universsl suffrage, which at least had
preserved its original name, and whose mental restrictions
they have not nnderstocd.

“ But,” you will perhaps reply, “I am not one of those
who would wish to come back with a dictatorship and the
wppression or restriction of universal suffrage’ As far as
you are personally concerned, I am convinced of it; but then
[ declare to you that you are impotent because illogical. Our
1ation is not Republican, and, in order that it should become
10, we must bhave freedom of propaganda; even more than
:hat, for the nation is illiterata and does not like to listen. We
nust have an official *encouragement of propaganda; the
atter should, perbaps, be imposed by the State. Weli!
what Government will be strfng emough to act thus? A
'evolationary dictatorship; I can imagine no other. TWhat
will bring it about? A revolution? Quite so. Who will
nake the revolution? We, whom the majority of votes
rejects and sacrifices? It will therefore only take place by
neans of a conspiracy, a bold stroke, a happy chance, »
wurprise, by means of an armed outbreak. How long shall we
ast? A few mounths, perhaps, daring which, in order to
ecare the favoarable result of the suffirage, we shall strike
error into the rich, and consequently inflict misery upon the
woor. And the latter benighted lot will have us? Nonsense!
A workman eaid a. good thing when he spcke of placiog
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three months of misery at the service of the ides; but has
that word been echped in France? Will not the poor man
always be anxions to rid himself, by a vote, of a power which
frightens him and cannot give him immediate satisfaction,
whatever it may dare and do? No, a hundred times no; we
cannot perform a gocial revolution with the mesns of actual
politics ; what wes true up to the present has become false,
because the aim of that revolution is a truth, the experiment
of which has not yet been tried upon the earth, and because '
it is too pure and grand to be carried out with the means of
the past, and by us who are still, in too many respects, the
men of the past. We have the proof of this under our
eyes. Here is a system which carries in itself a principle
of materialistic Socialism which it does nof confess, but
which is its own destiny, its falidical innateness, its mnique
means of being, whatever it may do to rid itself thereof, and
to caress the aristocratic requirements with which it is eaten
up. That system will be lost the day when it allows the
scale to be turned by its aristoeratio instinct. It must flatter
the people or perish. Itis guite aware of that, and trembles
upou its base which has scarcely a footing in the ground.
Why is it impossible to consolidate that power without
violence and without weakness ¢ For it displays the spectacle
of those two extremes which always and everywhere meet.
It is becanss it is the result of the recollections of the past,
powerless to impede or to found the futaure, and to secure any
other result but moral disorder and intellectual chacs. If
material order should succeed in prevailing (of which I doubt),
what troe progress will there be? None, in my estimation,
for which the future will be indebted to it. Now that I

examine and judge it calmly, I perceive its work and the
N 2
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part it has to play in history. 1t is a material necessity of
the times which produced it. It is, in a providential sense,
a complete gap in human events. )

There are days, months, years in the lives of pations as in
those of individuals, when fate seems-asleep and Providence
insensible to our troubles and errors. God seems to sbstain
from interference, and, though from fatigue and the absence of
outward help, we are compelled to abstain from working for
our deliverance ; under pain of hastening oar ruin and death, we
are traversing one of those phases. Time becomes the only
master, time which, after all, is but the insuperable action of
that mysterious Providence hidden from oar eyes. I wili
give a more striking illustration, and compare the people,
whom we have endeavoured to enlighten, to a child most
difficalt to deal with, quite ignorant, rather ungrateful, quite
selfish, and, all things counsidered, innocent of its own faults,
becaunse its education has been too much delayed and its
instincts too seldom repressed; in short, a regular child:
children are all alike, more or less. When every means has
been tried, in the narrow limit within which wise parents can
struggle against the corrupt society which disputes with and
snatches from them the soul of their child, are there not days
when we feel that we leave it to itself and expect its care
from its own experieunce? Is it not obvious that, on such
days, our exhortations irritate, fatigoe, and keep the child
from us? Do you believe that a work of perseverance and
persuasion like that of its conversion can be achieved by
mepace and violence ? The child has given way to bad advice,
to perfidious friends, Must we, in it8 presence, crush and
annihilate those who misled it? Will that be the means of
regaining its confidence? Yery far from it! Ia that case
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the child will pity them as the victims of our jealous fury,
and forgive them all the harm they have done it, out of the
indignation it will feel at what we inflict upon them. Is it
not a safer and more simply logical means to let the misled
child suffer from the treason of snch people and enlighten
itself as to their perﬁdy, when . we feel ourselves ent:rely
forestalled by them ?

Moral, brotherly, evangelical seutlments alone can save
our nation from decadence. We must not believe ourselves
on the eve of decadence; we are in full decadence, and those
who doubt it are labouring under too great an illusion; but
mankind no longer reckons its reverses and its conquests by
periods extending over centuries. It goes by steam nowadays,
and & few years demorslise it, as a few years also impart fresh
life to it. We are entering upon the Byzantine with full sails,
but with fuoll sails also we shall leave it. Trne idess have,
for the greater part, already found expression; we must leave
them the time to incarnste themselves; they are as yet to be
found but in books and programmes. They cannot perish;
they wish fo, they must live; but let us bide our time, for
if we ghould stir in the fatal circamstances in which we find
ourselves, and by our own fault, we shonld still more paralyse
them, and put in their place material interests and violent pas-
sions. Away with those worde of hatred and vengeance, which
sssimilate us to omr persecutors. Hatred and vengeance are
never sanctified by right, they always constitute s state of
intoxication, the morbid exercise of brutal and incoherent
faculties, They can only generate evil, disorder, blindness,
crimes against humanity, and then lassitude, isolation, and
impotence.

Will the excesses of our first revolution indeed never open
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our eyes? Did not passions play so vinlent & part therein
as to kill its idea, and did not Robespierre, having begun
by denouncing capital pomishment, come to regard it as a
political necessity? He believed that be could annihilate the
principle of aristocracy by killing a whole caste! A fresh
caste sprung up the next day,and to-day that caste it is which,
having given way to that of the Restauration, which Robes-
pierre could not preveat from procreating and sarviving him,
resascitates the Empire!

’93! that grand undertaking which we are unfit to begin
snew, was however thwarted, thanks to passions, and you
speak of preserving yours as a duty of conscience, That is
insensate and culpable! Do you believe that, on the morrow
of the day when you have weil avenged yourselves, the people
will be better and less ignorant, and that yon will be able to
-mske them relish the delights of fraternity ? They will be a
houdred times worse than to-day. Keep away, therefore, you
who can only place wrath at their disposal.

It is better that they should reflect in slavery than act in
delirium, gince their slavery is yoluntary, and since you can
only deliver them from it by taking them by the snrprise and
violence of a coup de main. 1t is better that pretenders should
mutually devour one another than that prestorian revolutions
should break out. The people are not disposed to meddle with
the Iatter. They will pass over the people’s heads and collapse
on their own rains. Then the masses will wake up from their
meditation, and, as they will constitute the only surviving
power, the only one which cannot be destroyed when it has
begun to bresthe traly, they will fell to the groand, withoat
fury or vengeance, all those ephemeral phantoms no longer

able to conspire against ihem.
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But this does not meet the calcnlations of the men of action
of our time. They are unwilling to abstain, they decline to
wait. They want to play a part and to make a noise. I
they do not act, they believe France will be lost. Did not
wost of them fancy that they eaved society daring the horrible
days of June, when abandoning the populace to African
sabres 2% The popnlace has not forgotten it ; it now rejects all
parties and abstains, that ie its right. It is diffident, not
without a cause, It no longer heeds politics, it submits to the .
first yoke that offers, and takes care mot to be crushed in
the struggle, since that seems to be its eternal fate. It is
not so egotistical as people believe it to be; with its coarse
and heavy common sense, it 1s shrewder than we in our
fevorish agitations. It bides its time, and feels that the men
of no party whatever are either willing or able to hasten it.
It knows that it might have been food for powder in Decem-
ber, to the advantage of Changarnier; that Cavaignac and
Company would have joined a large number of the bourgeoisie.
We were fast driffing towards that military and oligarchical
power; I like the present one just as well. I am as
stupid and as wise as the people; I know how to wait.

But let us go to the bottom of the humsn heart. Why
do I konow how to wait? Why does the majority of the
French people know how to wait? Is my heart harder than
that of anybody else? I do not believe so. Have I less
dignity than a party man? I hope not. Do the people suffer
less than you? I must doabt it. Do we lie upon roses in
this country? Woe scarcely percaive it.

# French troops had been recalled from Africa to be employed in
suppressing the rebellion following the coup d'état.
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Why, then, are you in a greater harry than we? Itis that
you are mostly ambitious: some among you covet fortune,
power, and reputation ; others, like yourself, honour, activity.
courage, aud devotion'’; s noble ambition, doubtless, is the
latter, bat it nevertheless proceeds from a personal desire to
act at any cost, and to believe in oneself more than it is
always wise and legitimate to do. You are full of pride,
honest people that you are! Yom are bat poor Christians!
You believe that nothing can take place without you, you
fret when people forget yom, yon get disheartened when
misanderstood. The vanities which elbow yon deceive, excite,
and take advantage of yon. Yoa led an easy life in that
Assemblie Constituante which began with murdering Socialism
without being aware of it, or rather somewhat wishiug to do
8o, for in those days yon did not proclaim yourselves to be
Bocialista; you afterwards tempered yourselves in the pro-
gramme of the *“ Mountain,” which is your best deed, yoar
only durable production; but it was toc early or too late to
produce immediate good ; yon had already, nnawares, divorced
yourselves from popular sentiment, which you were anxions to
develop, and which was vanishing in mistrust, in order to
drift into passion or to allow itself to fall into inertia. And
yet you did for the beat, according to your strength and
enlightenment ; but you were prompted by passions as well
aa by principles, and yon all committed more or less, in one
sense or the other, inevitable fanlis: may yon be forgiven a
4honsand times for the latter 1

I am not of those who mutually marder one anothber in
the arms of death. But I say that you can no longer do
snything with those passions. Your wisdom, and, therefore,
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your strength, should consist in appeasing them within your-
selves, in order to await the issue of the drama which is
to-day taking place between the principle of personal
authority and that of general liberty: that deserves to be
meditated upon from a loftier point of view than one of
indignation against men. Men! weak and blind instruments
of the logic of causes!

It would be well to understand and to examine, in order to
become better and stronger; instead of that, you wear your-
selves out, you weaken yourselves, for the sake of doing so,
in ardent emotions and in dreams of chastisement, which
Providence, more maternal aud mightier than you, will never, I
hope, place in your hands. .

Farewell, friend | after all the foregoing philosophy, which
I wanted to sum up to yourself and to myself, on resuming
the repose of country life, yon will believe that I am quite
satisfied with whai is going on, and that I scarcely suifer for
others. Alaa! I am not satisfied with it, and I witnessed
more tears, more despair, more misery, in my little rcom in
Paris, than it has been your lot to see in Belginm. You
there saw the men who leave :m ; I sew the women—mothers,
wives, dauglters, or sisters—who are left behind. I am
exhausted after so much sadness and fatigue, a share in which
I was obliged to take, after the great perseverance and
patience I had to display in order to secure such meagre
allevistions. I Qid not believe myself capable of doing it;
and I thought I should have died through it all. But duty
brings its own reward. Calm has again taken place in my
soul, and faith has returned to me. I find myself once more.
oving the people and believing in their fature, as on the eve
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of that election whose result might have led to doubta about
the people, and induced so many woanded hearts to contemn

and curse them!
I kiss and love you.

To Joseps Mazzint, London.

' Nomast, 2%d May, 1752
Drar Fpizwp,

I wish I had all my leisure t.o write to you, but as it
is I must either write in baste or resign myself not to write
at all; for time is always wanting to me, and I cannot meet
with a single day when I am not hurried along, driven to my
wits’-end by urgent work, business to attend to, or some
service to render. My health and life are giving way. Do
pot cold me into the bargain.

People are wrong to express irritation in their letters
against those they love. It is obvions for me that, in your
last, yon commii an enormous mistake regarding some reflec-
tion of mine, of which I do net sufﬁcwntly gecollect the tenor
to explain your error. Baui that which you sappose me to
have said I did not mean as you understand it, I am sure of
it, or else your anger would be fully justified. Truly, dear
friend, grief and suffering make you irritable and susceptible,
even with hearts which most respect and love yow Who has
said to yon that to work for your fatherland is a vain glory,
and that I accused youn of craving after false glory ?

I thought I was dreaming when reading the interpretation
of a senience, where I must have said to yoa, where I believe
1 said to you, the guestion is no longer one of knowing to
 whom initiative is to belong ; that to-day there would be vain
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glory in attributing to oneself, either as a Frenchman or as an
Italian, superior aptitudes for that initiative, and that all .
revival must be a collective act of faith.

I do not know what I said; but hang me if I could have
meant to say anything else, and if there were in that &
reproach, a doubt about you. 1 do not understand why you
thus give way to temper with me, seeing that I so rarely have
the pleasure of being able to chat with you; that we are
seldom lucky enough to commaunicate without our letters being -
intercepted ; that weeks and months must elapse without my
having from yon any other keepsake but a letter of reproaches,
too vehement and in no wise deserved. I have not received
the article you sent me. I believe I read it in its entirety in
an extract from o journal sent to me from Belgium some time
before while I was at Paris. I am not aware whether the
collective reply, about which you complain, has been sent to
me. I did not receive anything; a letter written by Louis
Blane, and to which he refers in a new letter free from all
political allasions, has apparently been seized by the police: it
has not reached me. I looked for the above-mentioned reply,
" or an extract from it, in the papers which I can consult here.
I did not find it. I, therefore, am unacquainted with its
contents, You tell me, others tell me, that it ia bad, super-
latively bad, 1 need not disavow it to you. It is signed, you
say, by people whom I love, it is true, though more or less so;
some very much, others not at all. Be it as it may, since it
misinterprets, outrages, and calumniates you, I condemn it, and
regret to Lave been unacquainted with it when writing to
Lounis Blano and to yourself at the same time, through the
intermediary of Michele. I would have told him frankly my
sentiments in regard to it. Bat an opportonity will come.
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For the present it is not. easy, since I cannot procure that
wretched publication, and since, besides, correspondence is so
uosafe. It is dreadful to think that we cannot wash our dirty
linen in private, and that our most intimate effusions may
cause Our most relentless persecutors to rejoice, Besides, it
18 too late for me to step into this controversy; I am sitoated
too far from the facts, by my retreat, my tsolation, and many
more preoccupations, less important no donbt, but so personsily
obligatory that I cannot shirk them.

Besides, friends, wonld you listen to me if I came in time
to bold back your irritated and scathing pens? Alas! no.
For ten years I have been proclaiming in the wilderness that
our dissensions will kill us. Now they have killed us, and
though bleeding and lying on the battle-field, people stili pull
one another in pieces! What dreadful times! What dreadfnl
madness }

Be angry with me as muach as yoa please, friend. For the
first time I will rebuke you. Yon did wrong to provoke the
crime committed against yon. You see, I spesk the word; it
is & erime, if they really charge you with cowardice, treason,
or even ambition.

I feel convinced and certain that you do not know what
personal ambition is, and that yonr soul is boly in its passions,
and a8 much so in its instincte as in its principles. People
cannot, unless they be mad, raise a doubt as to the parity of
your character. Bat is it not a faolt, a grave faclt, to provoke
a fit of madness in our fellow-creatures, whatever they may
be? Oaght you not to have foreseen that reaction of
wounded pride, of wounded patriotism, of a doctrine in-
tolerant, if you like, in men whom a fearful defeat, the being
Jorsaken by their country, has just strack in that which con-
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stituted their whole being, their whole life? Was the
moment opportune to pitilessly probe the wound and eay to
them : “ Youn ruined France ! ” ‘

Your reproaches seem to you so well founded that you
regard it as a duty to have given them expression, whereas it
would have been noble of you not to break of violently, in
the midst of a horrible disaster, the community of ideas and
interests that bound you to my friends, to have heeded the
. Chrigtian and brotherly sentiment which ought to dominate.
everything in the party of the future, and in fine to have -
acted in accordance with the political proprieties which forbid
us to disclose our wounds to the victor, eager to gaze upon
and deride them! Well, you are perhaps right in theory;
there are, perhaps, times and things which it is so necessary to
seize, that there is a sort of fierce egotism in thus treading
over the wounded and the dead in order to reach the aim.
But, if those reproaches to which you give utterance were not
just ! if they should be prompted by ardent prejudices, such
as at times will enter the souls of saints! Saints may be
saints, they never cease to bemen, and they often display—we
ses it in every page of history—baneful violence, merciless
intolerance in the zeal which devours them. I do not know
which of them it was who called pride the holy disease,
becanse it always affects especially powerful souls and
superior minds. Ignoble people only have vanity; noble
people have pride, that is to sey, blind confidence in their
own faith,

Well, then, you have been attacked by that holy disease;
the day when you broke off openly with Socialism you were
guilty of the sin of pride. You did not study it sufficiently
in ity diverse manifestations, it even spems as though yom
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never knew it. You jadged it like & blind man, and, mistaking
the faunlts and the failings of certain men for the resulis of the
doctrines, you took the latter, whatever they may have been,
to task with the pride of a Pope who exclaima: * Quéside of my
Church, no salvation!” 1 had long since noticed the develop-
ment of your tendency towards certain exclusively practical
ideas. I never bored you with vain discussions respecting
that. I was not acquainted with Italy, Tam not yet sufficiently
acquainted with her to dare to say that the scope of those .
ideas was disproportionate to her aspirations and require-
ments ; looking npon you as being one of the three or four
most advanced and most prominent men of that natiom, I
thought it my duty to tell you, when you were speaking to
Italy: “ Always say what you believe to be the truth.” Yes,
I had to speak thas to you, and should do so again were you
once more to address Italy in the midst of the struggle.
When we are fighting, provided we fight with sll onr might,
apy ardent and sincere stimulus comtributes to the victory.
Bat onght we not to become more attentive and scrupulous in
defeat 7 Remember that you now speak no Innger to a nation,
but to a party vanquished in circumstances so different from
those of Italy delivered into the hands of the foreigner, that
what you were justified in nttering as Popewcf Roman liberty
is devoid of meaning when addressed to French ears, deafened
and stunoed by the booming of the guns of civil atrife.

Listen to me, friend; what I am going to Il yon is
probably quite different from what my friends, in London or
in Belgiom, are probably telling you. In poiot of fact, it
indeed sums up these opinions of the majority of my political
friends and acqusaintances in France.

We are vanquished in deed, but cur idea is triumphant.
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“ France is in the gntter,” you say. That is possible. But
she does mot remain in the gutter, she struggles on and will
extricate herself from it. There are no roads free from mud
as there are none without rocks and precipices. France has
conquered the sanction, the true, the only legitimate sanction,
of all Powers—popular election, direct representatiom. *It
is the infancy of liberty,” people will say. That is true.
Electoral France progresses as in infancy, but she progresses ;
no other nation has yet made such progress in that new path,
popular election! France is probably on the point of voting
in favonr of & life emperor, as she has just voted in favour of
the dictatorship for ten years, and I venture to say she will
be delighted to do so ; it is 80 sweet, so flattering for a work-
ing man, for a tiller of the soil to say to himself, in his igno-
rance, in his naiveté, in his stupidity, if you like to é_all it so:
¢1, it is now, who make emperors 1

You have been told that the people voted under the
pressure of fear of calumny. That is not true. Terror and
calumny there were in excess; but without them the people
would bave voted just as they did. In 1852, that 1852
dreamed of by Republicans 88 the aim of their wishes and the
signal of a terrible revolution, the deception would have been
far more dreadful than it is to-day. The people would
probably have resisted the Jaw of limited suffrage, they
would have voted in spite of all; but in favour of
whom ?

Of Napoléon, who had taken his precauntions beforehand
with undenisble address, by requesting the withdrawal of
that law for his own advantage, and who, certainly, would

not have done so, had he not been sure of what he was
about,
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The people are ignorant, limited ir knowledge, foresight,
and political discernment. They are shrewd and obstinate
88 regards their acqnired rights. They had chosen a Presi-
dent by a large majority. They were pronud of their deed,
. . . . they had tested their own strength. They would not
have compromised it by wasting votes upon other candidates.
They had but one aim, one wish thronghout, to group them-
selves in an immense fasces, to form an imposing majority in
order to impose their will. A people does not rapidly forsake
the object of its infatuation, it does not contradics itself. For
the last three years the majority of the people of France
has not budged. I do mot spesk of Paris, which comprises
s nation different from the rest of the nation; I speak of
five millions of voices at least, which were closcly united
thronghout the land, and quite ready to maintain the prin-
ciple of delegation in favour of one man. That is the
only enlightenment possessed by the masses, but that
belongs wholly and irrevocably to them. It is, politically
speaking, their first footh. It is but one tooth, bat others
will follow, and the people who are to-day learning how
to muke emperors will, in like manner, fatally learn how to
un-make them. ‘

The error of us Socialists and politicians, all of us without
exception, has been in believing that we could, at the same
time, initiate and put into practice. We have all achieved
a great deed, which must console us for everything; we
initiated the people into that equality of rights by nniversal
suffrage. That idea, the resalt of eighteen: years of struggles
and efforts under the constitntional rigime, was an idea
already discussed daring the first revolution, was ripe, %0
ripe that the people accepted it at once, and it embodied
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itself with their flesh and blood in 1848. We could Q@iﬁye?
ought not to have hoped for more. \~\4.

Between the possession of a right and the reasonabm
useful exercise .of that right, there is an abyss, We should
bhave required ten years of anion, of virtue, courage, and
patience, in short, ten years of power and stréngth, in order
¢o fill in that abyss. Wae lacked the time, because we lacked
anion and virtne; but that is another question.

Whatever may be the reason, for the last three years the
people have done nothing but recede in the knowledge of the
exercise of their rights; but then, at the same time they have
progressed in the consciousness of the possession of their
rights. Ignorant of facts and causes, quite incapable of follow-
ing and discerning events and men, the masses judged every-
thing en bloc. They saw an assembly elected by them angrily
committing suicide, rather than allow the principle of universal -
saffrage to live. A. dictator presented himself, his hands full
of promises and menaces, shouting to those wavering and
troubled masses: “Allow me, I am going to punish the
destroyers of your rights; give me all anthority and power.
I only wish to receive this fromlyon, from all of you, in order
to make it more evident that the source of snch power and
authority is yourselves.” And the masses held forth their
bands, saying : “ Be dictator, be master ; use and abuse, We
thus reward you for your deference.”

That, you see, is in the character of the masses, because it
is in the character of every individual forming the masses of
that proletariat now in its infancy. Each individnal possesses
the instincts of the revolted slave, but not the faculties of the
free man. He wishes to rid himself of his masters, only to have
new ones ; should they be worse, he will make the best of his

VOL. 11, o
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choice, provided alone that he has chosem them. He believe
in their gratitude, because, in fact, he is good.

. Soch is the truth abont the situation. A nation is not t
be corrupted or frightened in the twinkling of an eye. Suoch :
thing is wot 80 easy as some people think ; it is even impos
sible. The whole talent of usarpers lies in taking advantage
of a sitnation ; they will never have enongh talent to creats
that situation in a single day.

Not by patural lacidity, but by an involuntary and iu.
soperable absence of illusions, I had clearly perceived thai
disposition of the masses from the time of the ontbreak it
Jane, 1848, and the expedition to Rome. You saw me ther
devoid of kope, afterwards predicting days of expiation ; those
days have come. It cost me much to pass from immense illa-
sions to that complete disillnsion. I have been depressed and
downhearted; I have had my days of wrath and bitterness,
when my friends—those. who were still in the midst of the
parliamentary struggles, as also those who were already dream-
ing of exile—were still sangnine of victory. What can partics
do when, in presence of questit.ms of honour and humanity, a
pation has abdicated its functions? In such circumstances
individuals disappear, they are lesa than nothing.

Considered in the light of an active and militant nation,
France has, therefore, abdicated. Bat all is not lost ; she has
preserved, she has saved the consciousness of—if you will, the
appetite for—her legislative rights. Ehe wishes to introdace
herself into political life in ber own way; thoogh we may
urge ber on, she will not move any the more quickly.

Now, friend, listen to me; listen still, for what I teil you
are facts, and passion wonld vainly deny them. They are as
clear as the day. Five or six millions of voters, represent-
ing the will of France, in conformity with the principle of
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universel suffrage (I say five or six, in order to allow for )
one or two millions influenced by corruption and intimi-
dation)—five or six millions of voices have sealed the fate of
France.

Of that considerable number of citizens, five hundred
thousand at the utmost are acquainted, in the sense which you
indicate, with the writings of Leroux, Cabet, Lounis Blane,
Vidal, Proudhon, Fourier, and twenty writors more or less
socialistic. Of those five hundred thousand citizens, a hundred
thousand at most have read attentively, and somewhat under-
stood, those diverse systems; nob one of them, I am sure, ever
dreamed of applying the latter to his political conduct. To
believe that the people were influenced by Socialist writings—
most of whick, even the best, are too obscure and too learned
—is to harbour the strangest illusion that could possibly be
put forward as actual fact.

You will perhaps tell me that those writings led to numerous
abstentions; I will ask you whether it is probable, and why it
should be s0? Wherever and whenever decreed, abstention
is always nothing but a politjeal measure, a protest, or an act
of prudence on the part of a political party, in order fo prevent
its nambers from being calculated when they are known by
the party itself to be weak. In the last elections, the partisans
of politica pure and simple perhaps carried their abstention
further than the Bocialists. In certein localities people
rogarded abstention as a duty ; in others they did the reverse,
without baving been anywhere divided, as to the opportuneness
of the fact, in the name of Socialism or politics.

The ery, “ Socialists, you have ruined I'rance " cast by you
in the sight of the world, is therefore, in my opinion, &
complete misconception of facts. We will, if you so wish,

admit that Socialists are by nature uriminals, ambitious,
‘ o2
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imbeciles, anything you please. Their impotence has been
made 85 evident by their defeat, that it is unjust and cruel to
make them respoasible for the common disaster.

Bat, in the first place, what is Socialism? Which of its
twenty or thirty varions doctrines do you attack? In your
onslaughts against it there reigns complete obscurity; you
scarcely explain yourself, you do not name anybody. I
appreciate the delicacy of such reserve; but can it be, is it
consistent with troth, for yon to invoke the principle that we
must speak the truth to all people, at sll times, and in all
places?

Do yoa not perceive that, in attacking the diverse schools
without distinction, you attack them sall, and lay down the
principle that we mmst act withont knowing to what
purpose !

Yet, in your own prodaction, yon warmly reject that con-
clusion. I bave just read it attentively, and potice in it »
weft of unheard-of contradictions, scarcely to be expected
from a mind generally so lucid and clear as yours. You give
the pro and the com, you admiteall that Socialism preaches,
yoa declare that thought mast precede action. Were you not
to admit it, it would nevertheless be so; for the action of my
will mast necessarily precede the action of wy arm in taking
up a pen or a book, and it is useless {0 lay down as a principle
80 elementary a fact of mechanism.

At what, then, are yon wondering, at what are yoz angry ?
Ought we not to know for whom and for what we are to
fight, before poing into the fray? Yom blame people for
abstaining from interference when they fear to fight for men
in whom they bave no confidence? Bat it is not necessary to
be a Socialist in order to grant oneself the right of abstention.
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Shonld we be a thousa.nd‘ times wrong in suspecting, our
mistrust is legitimate because iuvolontary. T assure you that
your accasation is an enigma from beginning to end ; read it
again calmly, and you will perceive that for those who are
free from personal interests in the matter at issue, for
those for whom your reproaches are not intended, it is impos-
sible to understand why you thus denounce us to the ban of
Europe, as being prattlers, vain and stupid poltroons, and
materialists, Is that meant as an anathema against France
because she gave herself a dictator? It wounld be justifiable
were France Bocialist; but, my friend, if yom say so, you,
unknown to yourself, indulge an atrocious joke respecting us;
if you believe it, you are no better acquainted with France
than with China. Tas it an anathema harled by you at the
materialist doctrine, summed uwp in the followiog words of
Louis Blanc: * T everybody according to his wants”? Wants
are of various kinds. Some are intellectual, others materia),
and Lounis Blanc has always placed the former before the
latter. :

Louis Blanc has asked in every tone that the reward of
devotion should always be in the means of proving that
devotion, and in this he is perfectly in accord with you who
say : *“ To.every one according to his devotion.”

Have you not read some.excellent works by Vidal, the
friend of Louis Blane, upon the development of the rewards
due to devotion ? The theme is exactly the same, Man must
not be rewarded by either money or privilege. Such things
do not recompense, cannot recompense devotion. The pleasure
of devotion is the only reward that directly applies to the act
of devotion, '

Thus, while branding the full-belly sectarians (scctaires du
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pot-au-feu), 88 you call them, you should, at least, have ex-
- cepted Lonia Blane, Vidal, and Pecqueur, a noble group
of Bocialist and spiritnalist politicians of a very elevated
order, the only drawback to whose works is that they:cannot
be widely diffused amongst the masses.

Let us tarn to Leroux. Is he a materialist philosopher?
Is not an excess of abstraction the weakest of his weak
points ? And though, in my opinion, his works contain some
divagations, is there not in them an ensemlble of admirable
ideas, of sublime precepte, as thoronghly deduced and proved
by the history of philosophy and the essence of religions as
is possible?

You ought to have excepted Leroux and his school from
your condemnation of materialism:

Cabet, whose intellect I do not admire—that is perhaps a
mistake on my part; I do not, however, admire bim-—is no
more materialist than spiritualist in his doctrines. He blends
those two elements together to the best of his ability. He does
bis best to expound them thoronghly. He bas pever preached
anything that was not good and honest, I think his doctrine
veolgsr and puerile in ita contemplated applications. Bat,
in fine, it is 80 harmless and little diffnsed, that he too

deserved to be excepted.
There remain the doctrines of Foarier, Blanqui, and

Proudhon.

Fonrier's docirine is so opposed to that of Leroux, who
wrote with a masterly hand a most crushing criticiam of it,
that it ought not to bave been enveloped in a vague anathema
hurled against all SBocialist doctrines. But Fourier's doctrine
itself has not caused all the harm againsi which Leroux
contended so justifiably, but which yoa are wrong in re-



Letters of George Sand. 199

proaching it with. Leroux is right in disclosing to us that,
under that esoteric doctrine, there is loathsome materialism ;.
but, if Leroux had not revealed it, that book, written
enigmatically, conld have tanght thap materialism only to
a very limited number of adepts, and you are wrong to say
that it ruined France, which indeed is unacquainted with and
does not understand it. _

Proudhon’s doctrine has no real existence. It is not a
doctrine at all: it is a tissue of dazzling contradictions,
brilliant paradoxes, which will never form & school. Proudhon
may bave admirers, he will never have adepts. He possesses
undeniable talent as a polemist in politics; that is why his
power and influence are limited to that field alone. In his
journal, Le Peuple, he rendered moet active service to the
cause of action; he should, therefore, not be accused of
impotence and indifference. He is very militant, impassioned,
incisive, eloquent, and useful in the play of political emotions

-and sentiments; outside of the field of politics, he is a learned
and ingenious economist, though rendered powerless by the
isolation of his conceptions, and isclated for the very reason
that none of his economical systems are based upon any
Bocialist system. Proudhon is the greatest enemy of Socialism.
Why then have you included Proudhon in your anathemas?
I cannot conceive it. _

As for Blanqui, I do not konow him, and I declare Ihave.
never read a line of his. I have, therefore, no rigtht to speak
of him. I only know him by a few partisans of hisprinciples,
who preach a sort of mad Republic, frightful deeds of violence,
something & hundred times more dictatorial, arbitrary, and
inhuman than that which we are now subjected to. Is that
the ides of Blanqui? or is it a false interpretation given
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by his followers? Before judging Blanqui, I should like to
read his works or to hear him, being acquainted with his
views only by hearsay. I should never allow mysolf to
traduce him before public opinion, Socialist or non-Socialist.
I do not know if youn are better informed thau I am; bat if,
as people say, he is a man of action, strife, and conspiracy,
whether he be a Bocialist or not, you ought not to disown
him, you who wish for combatants before anything else.

The more I examine those diverse schools, the less I
perceive that any of them especially deserved to be accused
at the hands of so just, kind, and impartisl a man as you sare,
of having rnined France by materialism.

Some preached the purest spiritualism. Others only
preached in the wilderness. It is not, therefore, Socislist
materialism which led to the ruin of France. Either I am
an imbecile, unable to read, and never saw, understood, or
judged anything in my ownm conntry, or Socialism, in
general, fought with all ite might againat the materialism

"inoculated in the people by the tendencies of the Orleanist
bourgeoisie. _ ’

When, by exception, materialism was preached by so-
called Bocialists, it produced but little result, and it is po
more the fanlt of Socialism if it served as a pretext for
contrary doctrines, than it is its faalt if it serves ss a pretext
to aer executioners for transporting us and treating us as
refradnry ‘convicts. It woanld be great cowardice on the
part of thé followern of the National to reproach Socialismn with
our common misfortunes. Wonld it not be justified in"casting
the same reproach in the faces of those who gave to oor public
morals the example of & dictatorship discharging grape-
shot in the streets? If it shoald follow that example, ik
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wounld be quite excusable; for it has been provoked in all
tones and by all parties for the last ten years with untold
animosity.

Socialism is the scape-goat of all disasters, the victim
of all struggles, and I cannot imagine you, the saint of Italy,
stepping in to hurl the last stone in its face, saying to it :
“ You are the great guilty one, the accursed one!”

In my opinion, that is not right on your part, my friend.
X do not understand it. I fancy I am dreaming when I see
that dissidence of means, of which I was fully aware, but
which I admitted as we must full liberty of conscience, result
in en outburst of wrath, in a rapture, & public accusation,
an aonathema, You have been cruelly, brutally, unjustly,.
ignominiously answered! It shows that our generation is
bad, and that the best of us are worthless; but, you who
are one of the best, are you mot culpable too, very culpable,
for having aroused those wicked passions and provoked that
outburst of bitterness and wounded pride ?

Had I been in London or in Brussels when your attack
appeared, and had I not been forestalled by a contamelions
reply which closes my lips, I should have taken upon myself
to apswer. Without any consideration for the too flattering
exception you make in naming me, I should have openly sided
with Socialism against you. I should have donme so with
meekness, tendorness, and respect ; for none of the faults of
great and good servants like you should cause us to forget
their maguanimons services. But I should have humbly per-
suaded yon to remove that error from your mind ; and you are
80 large-minded that yon would have done so, bad I succeeded -
in proviog to you that yon were mistaken.

As o piece of writing, your article has the merit of your
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nsual eloguence; but it is weak in argument—contrary to
what is usunal with you-—and because of a fatal necessity of
your soal, which cannot and does not know how to make &
skilful mistake. Your article has to be guessed at, for, in
point of fact, it cannot be understood. In principle, it is quite
as Bocialist as we; but it tannta us with being so in another
Light, and in that it is unjust or erroneous. It ought to sum
up thus : “ Repablicans of all shades, you divided yourselves;
you discussed instead of agreeing together; yonm seceded
instead of remaining nnited; you allowed yoarsclves to be
surprised instead of displaying foresight; you declined to
fight when you should have fought to the bitter end.”

That is true. There were divisions, too much time was
given to discussions, wicked passions were at stake. Men
became suspicious and unjust. I have noticed that for the
last three years I suffered by it. I pointed it out to all who
surronnded me. After sach divisions it was impossible to
fight and to resist.

That argument would be good, excellent, nzefal, if it
applied to all shades of the Regublican party. Were you to
rate all, yes, all withouat distincﬁoﬁ, you wonld perform a
good deed; if, a8 yom have the right to do, you were to
address meek and paternal reproaches to Socialists, to tell
them that they sometimes pot self at the head of their
doctrine, which has indeed been the case with several of
them ; if you were to call them back to you with open arms,
yoar heart full of grief and fraternity, I should understand
your saying to them : “ Men should be told the truth at all
times.” ,

Baut you do the reverse. You accuse, you reject, you draw
a line between two camps, which you render irreconcileable for
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ever, and you have not one word of blame for a certain shade
which you do not point out, and which I seek for in vain ; for
no political shade that I know of has been free from injnstice,
selfishness, personal ambitions, materialistic appetites, batred,
envy; in fine, from human failing or vices. Are you disposed
to contend that the party headed by Ledrn-Rollin possesses
the latter to a less extent than any other party rallied round
any other name? Youn must not say so to me in earnest.
Men are everywhere alike. Did any one party fight better
than another during the last events? I do not know in
whose name the Sonth and the Midland bands rose after the
~ 2nd of December. They have been dubbed Socialists.

If that is so,.we must not say that the Socialists every-
where refused to fight. But be this as it may, the said bands
soon became demoralised, and the peasants who composed
them did not display much faith in the midst of misfortune ;
the latter proves that the peasantry are not reliable in an
insurrection, and that, whether Socialist or not, the leaders
have made the great mistake of depending upon that cam-
peign, which was a source of general disaster, and whose
sanction was anxiously invoked by the fury of the reaction.

Would you say that, by their schemes or dreams of
equality, by their extreme systems, the Socialists alarmed
uot only the bourgeoisis, but also the population generally ?
I will reply first, that for the last two or three years,
chiefly since the programme of the Mountain sppeared, all
Republicans in the provinces, in fact the whole people of France,
called themselves Socialists, Ledrn-Rollin’s followers as well
as the rest; even the partisang of Cavaignac dared not say
that they were not Socialists. It was the universal password.
If persisting in your distinetion, do therefore divide the
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Socialists into two classes snd name them ; otherwise your
words will be quite unintelligible in pineteen-twontieths of
Fraoce, and, if yon tell me that Ledru-Rollin's party, which
was the only nominal party in the provinces, showed itself
more prodent, wiser, lesa bombastic, less prattiing than any
other, I will reply to you in full knowledye of fucls, that that
eminently brawling, bombastic, intriguing, lazy, vain, heinous,
intolerant party, the majority of whose inferior representatives
in the provinces were but comedians, did positively all the harm.

I do not blame its nominal leadcr, because he was but a
name, better known than the others, and round which were
grafted, on the part of its sub-leaders, some miserable petty
ambitions; on the part of its soldiers, some parely materialistio
interests and dreadfully coarse appetites.

I am quite sure that Ledrn is quite innocent of these
excesses, and bad ke carried the. day I should have to com-
pare him now with Louis Napoléon, who does not even sazpect
all the harm done in his pame. You have not pointed out
the great truth, and I myself will oot do so either, becsuse
I am not of your opinion that we should always speak ovur
mind and dencunee the dead. The great trath is that the
Repablican party in France, composed of all poseible elementa,
is a party unworthy of its principles, and incapable for a
whole generation to make them triamph. If you were ac-
quainted with France, all you know respecting the state of
ideas, of schools, of shades of diverse parties in Paris would
appear to you less important and not at all conclusive, You
wounld know that, thanks to an exaggerated cen:ralisation,
there is there a head which i8 pc longer acquainted with ita
arms, which no longer feels its feet, which does not know
how its stomach digesta and what ita choulders carry.
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. *

If T were to tell you that, for the Iast four months end a
half, I have made calls, written letters, worked night and day
in favour of men whom I would wish to restore to their
unfortunate fawmilies, for whom I feel pity becanss they have
suffered so much, whom I love as we do *martyrs, whoever
they may be; but that I am sometimes afraid of what my pity
dictates, because I know 4hat the return of those absurd or
wicked men is a real evil for the cause, and that their eternal
absence, their death even—it is frightful to say so—would be -
beneficial to the future of our ideas, of which they are the
plagues and from which they keep people by their ntterances;
that their conduct is loathsome or ludicrous, that their idle
gossip is a8 a weight, a taxation upon better men, who work
in their place and do not murmur! There are exceptions, I
need not say 8o, but how few among them did not deserve
their fate! They are the victims of a dreadful legal injustice,
but were an austere republic to enact a law in order to expel
all useless men, the exploiteurs of popularity, you would
be terrified to see where they would necessarily be recrnited
from, .

Let us be indulgent, merciful to all, I sustain with my
labour the vanquished, whoever they may be, those who
looked up to Ledru-Rollin, as the others, without exception ;
I oppose with all my might their condemnation and their
misery. I have not a bitter or reproachful word for any
party. They are all equally unfortunate, nearly all equally
guilty, but I give you my word of homour, without the
slightest prejudice, that the most energetic, the best, and the
bravest no more belong to the camp which you joined than to
that which you cursed. Werel to refer to my own experience,
X might even affirm that those who swore the loudest were
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the most cautions; that those who shouted, “Take up arma
and meke powder ! ”” had no intention to nse the latter; in fine,
that in that case as in all others, to-day as ever, brawlers are
cowards, .

Behold a spotless man declaring that here are Lrave peo-
ple, elsewhere only slumberers; that there exists in France
s party of union, love, courage, foture, to the exclasion of all
others! Name that party then! An immense burst of
laughter will hail your assertion. No, my friend, you do not
know France. 1 am aware that, like all nations, she could be
gaved by a handful of virtaous, enterprising, convinced men.
That handful exists. It is even pretty large. But isolated
those men cancot do anything. They must be united. That
they cannot be. Tt is the faalt of Peter as well as of Paul; it is
the fanlt of everybody becanse it is the faclt of the time and
the idea. See, you, yourself are one of them; you wish to
nnite them, and when saying, “ Unite yourselves /”’ you wound
them and make them indignant. Yon are yourself irritated,
you make categories, you reject adhesions, yon sow the wind
and gather storms. .

Farewell ; in spite of all, I love and respect you

To His Hicaness Prince [Erime Naroréow, Paris.

Panw, 2ith November.

Desr Prmice,
I am very sorry not to bave seen yon. I leave Pans,
thaoking you for your kind visit of yesterday, and still Joving

yoa with all my heart.
1 send you the petition of a poor old soldier of the Empire,
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formerly a model soldier, now a most worthy paterfamiliss.
He is a peasant of my village, and guite deserving of interest;
I shonld be most happy to be indebted to you for a little kind-
ness in his favour, if possible, His applications, having to
pass through the prefecture, which, at La Chitre as elsewhere,
pays no attention to- petty folk, have not hitherto reached
the Minister. . :
From yon alone I will ask in future, convinced as I am
that you alone do not grow tired of being obliging.
Yours in heart and hope,
GrorGE SaND.

To AritanD Baraks, Doullens.

Nonmaxz, 18k Decsmber, 1852.
Dear a¥p EXCELLENT FriEn,

You wish to hear from me, and ask whether T still love
you.

Can you bave any doubt as to the latter? The more
relentlessly fate contrives to separate us, the more my heart
grows respectfully and fondly attached to your sufferings, and
the dearer and more precious does your memory appear to me
at every instant.

As for my health, it is struggling between fatigue and
sadness. You are acquainted with the causes of my grief, and
the perpetual labour imposed upon me as a family duty, even
when, 08 a duty of conscience, I am paralysed by exterior
causes. But what matters our individuality? Provided we
have done our best in all things, and in accordance with our

intelligence and strength, we can indeed wait peaceably for the
end of our trials.

T
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I hoped that the proclamation of the Empire would be that
of a general and complete amnesty. It scemed to me that,
even from the point of view of the anthoritica, that solution
was inevitable because of ita being logical. It wonld Lave
been such a great solace to me again.to sce my friends! In
gpite of Bo many deceptions, I still hope that the Empire will
not persist in avenging the quarrels of the old monarchy, and
of a bourgeoisie whose power it has overthrown.

‘Write to me, friend ; let a few lines from yon inform me
whether yon suoffer physically, whether you are still subjected
to the cruel régime of the chambrée,* go unanited to the medi-
tation of the soul and to the repose of the body. I feel no
anxiety as regards your courage, but mine often gives way
before the bitter thought of the life you have to endure. Iam
aware that, for yon, that is not the question, but that your
horizon extends farther than the narrow circle of that miser-
able life. But, though we may oaraclves sabmit to anything,
it is not easy to regard without grief the sufferings of those
we love.

I am still in the country, going but rarely to Paris, and
only on business. My son pow ‘spends part of the year at
work in that city; but he is at this moment with me, and
requests me to embrace you tenderly for kim. 1 have a
charming little girl (my daaghter’s), to whom I devote much
care and time,

Now you know all that concerns me. Bat what about
yourself? Why have I been 8o long without news from youo ?
1t is that all our friends have been scattered and are absent, T
even do oot know how and when this will reach you; I do

* The term chambrée is used to signily the association of prisoners
in a single room instead of in separate cells.

2
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not know whether yon are permitted to write openly to your
friends, and whether their letters reach yon.

But, whether 1 be able to tell it you or not, dear friend,
never doubt my friendship, st once unalterable and full of
veneration,

({EORGE,

To M. TugoruiLE SizVESTRE, Paris,

Nomavt, January, 1853.
Siz,

I seize with pleasure the opportunity yon offer me to
encourage you regarding a work of which M, Engéne
Delacroix is the subject, secing that you share the admiration
and affection with which he inspires those who understand
and come in contact with him,

I have known him for the last twenty years, and am happy
to say that he ought to be unreservedly praised, because
nothing in the man’s life is beneath the mission so largely
fulfilled by the master,

From what you tell me, your production is not simply a
critical study, but a moral appreciation also. Your task will
be pleasant and easy, and I have probably nothing to tell yon
respecting the unflinching nobleness of his character and the
hounourable fidelity of his affections,

Neither are yon anaware that his mind is as brilliant as
bis colouring, and as frank as his humour. And yet his
amisble talk and his jocularity, which are often due to kind-
ness of heart towards those with whom be is intimate, conceal

& foundation of philosophical melancholy, the inevitable
YOL. IL P
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result of the ardour of genine stroggling with lucidity of
judgment.

Noboedy ever felt that painful type of Hamlet’s like Deia-
croix. Nobody ever framed in a more poetic light, and placed
in & more real attitnde, that hero of grief, indignation, doubt,
and irony, who, before his fits of ecstasy, was nevertheless
the mirror of fashion and the mould of form—that is, a perfect
gentleman—of his time. When reflecting upon this, you will
draw from it just consequences with regard to the want of
harmony, which certain disappointed entbusiasts may have
noticed with surprise, between the Delacrmix who creates and
the Delacroix who relates, between the powerful eolourist and
the delicate eritic, between the admirer of Rubens and the
worshipper of Raphael. More powerful and bappier thsn
those who depreciate one of those glories in order to extol the
other, Delacroix, thanks to the multitudinous sides of his
intellect, enjoys equally the diverse faces of the beaatiful.
Delacroix, it may be affirmed, is & complete artist, He relishes
and understands music in 8o superior a manuner that, had he
not elected to be a great artist, he very probably would have
been a great musician. He is as shrewd a judge in literatare
as in art, and few minds are as adorned and as clear as hia.
If his arm and sight were to fail him, he counld still dictate,
in & very beantiful style, pages which are wanted in the
bistory of art, and which would remain as records to be
consulted by all the artists of the future.

Fear not to be partisl by expressing unreserved admi-
ration for him. Yours, as mine, must have grown with
bis talent and increased with hia power, from year to year,
with every one of his productions. The masjority of those
persons who, at the outset of his career, used to contest his
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glory, are to-day doing full justice to his last monumental
paintings ; and, of course, the most competent among such
people are those who, more cordially and with better grace,
proclaim his victory over all obstacles, as illustrated by his
Apollo on the thunderous car of Allegory.

You request me, sir, to give you some information respect-
ing the pictures of that great master -which are in my
possession, I certainly possess several illustrations of that
rare and fruitful genius.

A Sainte Anne enseignant la Vierge enfant* executed-at
my country house and exhibited in the following year (1845
or 1846) at the Musée: an important work, superb in colonr,
and of a severe and simple composition.

A splendid floral sketch, incomparable as regards hue
and relief. That also was made for me and at my honse.

La Confession du Giaour mourant,t a regular lttle
masterpiece.

An Arab crawling ap a mountain in order to surprize &
lion. ' '

Cleopatre receiving the asp, concealed among the dazzling
fruit handed to her by the dark slave, and laughing with the
careless smile attributed to her by Shakespeare. That
dramatic contrast with the calm despair of the beautiful
queen inspired Delacroix in a striking manner.

The interior of a quarry,

Composition taken from the novel of Lélia, magical ia
its effect. :

Pastel production on the same subject.

* “ Saint Anne teaching the Virgin when a child.”
t * The confession of the dying Giaour.”.
e 2
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Lastly, several water-coloars, sketches in oil, pen-and-ink
drawings, and croguis, and even pome caricatares,

Suach is my little gallery, wherein the least stroke of that
froitfol band is preserved by my eon and myselt with the
religion of friendship.

If you should think my reply usefol for your work, you
are free to mske use of it, sir, although it be but a paltry
tribute to so cherished a glory.

Please to accept my thanks for the sympathy yon display
towards me, and the expression of my distinguished regard.

Gzorox Saxp.

To Mabamr AvcUSsTINE DE Berrroiror, Warsaw.

Nooawr, 28tk Octoler, 1853,
My smp Daruixa,

I am very glad to learn of your safe arrival, and of
your being installed with ench good friends. Kiss for me
my Georgy, who writes such‘fine {letters and travels like
aman. Nothing new has occurred here since yonr departure.
Maarice, Lambert, and Mancean are still here; we shall, I
think, take our flight towards Paris in a few days. We are
waiting to be informed that Mauprafé#* is on the point of
being played.

1t seeins that the rehearsals are goiog on nicely, and that
the stage properties will be superb. Mademoiselle Feruand will
appear as Edmde. She will also play the chief part in Claudie,t
which piece is to be played again at the Odéon, ss ia alw,

* ¢ Title of a play by George Sand.
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with a new staff of actors, Le Champi* The little Bérengére,
whom you saw here, played Marielte very well. Thiron has
gone to Russia with Rachel; he belongs to her troups. You
will perhaps see him at Warsaw, Buthiaud has made a very
favourable début at the Odéon. Le Pressoir t iz going on all
right. Now you are acquainted with all the theatrical news
eoncerning us. ‘ 7

A novel and a preface for Balzac’s new edition, such are
my productions for this month. Iam in godd health, Iam
daily engaged upon my little Trianon; I wheel stones, pull
and plant ivy, tire myself out in & doll’s garden, and that
causes me to eat and sleep as well as possible. We have had
dreadful weather; but during the last few days the tempera-
. ture bhas been summer-like, and to-day we have been for a
walk to Le Magnier.

Madame Fleury has gone with her daughters to join her
husband in Brussels. As for poor Planet, he is going off
altogether. He still walks about a little, and came to see
me yesterday, with his wife and his father-in-law. He
fully perceives the real stata of his health, and takes leave
of all his friends with his usnal kindness and effusiveness., I
do not think he is as near his end as the doctors pretend;
but I certainly believe that he will never rally. That is
a real grief for me; for, after Rollinat, he was the best
follow in the Department.

The Empéror and Empress went to see Le Pressoir. The
Emperor applauded a great desl, the Empress wept freely.
At Paris, people are growing quite anxious about war. In

* Title of a play by George Sand.
t The * Wine-press,” title of a play by George Sand,
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the country, s you are aware, people only heed the state
of the weather. The vintage smounts to next to nothing.
The harvest has been bad. The nuts are frozem. The
potatoes are diseased. People fear that the coming winter
will be very severe for the poor, hard to bear for everybody
else.

As we are alone at home, that is, withount visitors, our little
theatre has taken the place of the large one, and Maurice
and Lambert often give some marioneite performances. They
have achieved farther wonders in the way of propertiea and
appointments.

I hope I am giving you a regular journal of all our doings.
Reply, telling me abont all that interests and amuses you.
You had better write to me here; for I do not eontemplate
staying long in Paris, and, besides, your letters will be
forwarded to me.

' Good night, beloved darling ; I kisa you » thousand times.
Manrice joins me with ‘all his heart.

H
To Josery Mazzini, London,

Norswr, 15th December, 1853,

T have not ceased loving and respecting you, my friend.
That is all I can tell you; the comviction that all letters
are opened and commented npon must Decessarily restrain the
effusion of affection and family confidences.

You say that I am resigned—that is possible ; I have great
reasons for being so, and mine are as religions and as philoso-
phical as those which forbid your resigumation may appear to .
yoo. Why do you snppose they are the result of cowardice
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or exhaustion ? You wrote some rather harsh things to me
on this subject. I have not thought fit to reply to them.
Berious affections are full of & great respect which ought to
be likened to filial respect. Parents appear sometimes unjust;
we keep silent rather than gainsay them, we wait until their
eyes are opened.

As for the allusions which yon regret not to see in certain
productions, you are scarcely acquainted with what is going
on in France, if you believe that they conld possibly be made.
Besides, you perhaps do not consider that when liberty is
limited, frank and courageons minds prefer silence to insinua-
tion, Moreover, were liberty to be re-established in our
midst, it 18 not certain that I wonld now touch upon questions
which mankind is not yet worthy to solve, and which drove
the greatest and best minds of our time to hatred.

You wonder that I can pursue my literary work ; as for
me, I thank God for preserving that faculty in me, because an
honest and pure conscience like mine still finds, outside of all
discussions, a task of moralisation to perform. What shonld
I do ther, were I to give up:my humble task ? Should I con-
spire? That is not my vocation, I should not be competent to
do so. Should I write pamphlets? I have neither gall nor
wit. - Theories? We have indnlged them too mach, and we
fell into dispute, which is the grave of all truth and power.
I am and have always been an artiste before anything else;
I am aware that purely political men feel great contempt for
arbistes, because they judge them after a few types of mounte-
banks who dishonour art. Bub you, friend, you know full
well that the real artiste is as unseful as the prizst and the

warrior, and that, when respecting what is trone and good, he
~ follows & path through which God slways blesses him. Art
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belongs to all times and to all conntries; fts special benefit
is precisely to be still living when everything else .seemsn
dying; that is why Providence ehields it from too personal
or too general passions, and grants it a patient and persevering
organisation, durable sensibility, and the contemplative sense
in which lies invincible faith.

Now, why and how do you think that the calm of my will
is the satisfaction of egotism? To such a reproach, I should
have nothing to say, I confess; I could only eay this, I do
not deserve it. My heart is transparent as my life, and I do
not see growing upon it baneful fungi which I ooght to
extirpate therefrom; if that ehould ever be the case, I will
struggle greatly, I promise you, before allowing myself to be
overcome by the disease,

I will reply to Mr. Linton in a few days. It is, in fact, a
business matter, and I must thiok of it; that is, I must con-
sult and peruse my agreements, in order to ascertain whether
1 am not prevented from arranging with him by eome expreas
or tacit claase, which I do not now recollect. As regards
material interests, I have remaiged a perfect idiot; that is
why I have engaged the services of a business man, who takes
care of all the positive affaira of my life. I hope that I may
be enabled to eatisfy Mr. Linton, and to meet his kind
intentions. Farewell, friend ; do not believe that I am altered
towards you or with respect to anything whatever.

Groron
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To Mavrice Sanp, Paris,

Nouraxt, 3let January, 1854
Dear Son, ’ :

Your letter is very short! I hope that yon are in good
health and enjoying yourself; besides, you know that I prefer
three lines to nothing.

As for me, I do not tell you much elther, becanse I do
nothing but what yon know by heart, and wy life is so
uniform, so similar each day to the preceding one, that yom
may, st all times, tell what is going on at Nohant, and what
sort of occupation I am engaged in,

My Trianon is growing colossal, and Teverino* extends
over five acts, I am now making the fair copy and progress-
ing rapidly with it. I am pretty well, except. a little nervous
excitement, which prevents sound sleep.

We went to Lia Chitre to see a bourgeois comedy, performed
for the benefit of the poor. It was wretched. Duvernet and

Eugénie are directors of the troupe. That is not very

creditable to them. '

Rain bas set in during the last two days; previously the
days were fine and warm and the nights cold, constituting a
splendid winter. Our gardener has set up e magnificent
orchard in a part of the garden. Paturean t has returned,
and is dressing his vioe, whick will be a regular model. As
you seo, there ig emulation here. Nini f talks all the nonsense
in the world, and is in perfect health. -

# Title of a play by Gebrge Sand, performed at the Gymuoase, in 1854,
under the title of Flaminio.

1 An ex-déportd, friend of George Sand.
1 Pet name of the daughter of Maurice Sand.
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We have a tradition for yon. When people wish to make
a good watch-dog, they have him pounded. Do yon know that ?
This is the way they proceed :

Auguste, the carpenter, who is a sorcerer and dog-pounder,
went, on a very dark night, o Millochau’s, at the latter's
request, in order to pound Millochau’s dog. The night was so
dark that Anguste had to crawl over the bridge on all-fours,
in order not to drown himseif, so he says; bnt that perhaps
was also part of the conjuration, although he does not confess
it. The dog was three or four days old. It is necessary that
the dog shounld not yet have seen the light when snbjected to
the operation; he is put in a mortar and pounded with a
pestle. Anguste says that the dog does not take any harm
thereby ; but I am rather inclined to believe that he first
crushes it, and that, thanks to his art, restores it to life again.
While he pounds him, he repeats three times the following

formula :
My good dog, I pound thee.
Thou shalt know neither neighbour nor neighbooresa,

Except mysell, who pound thee.

1 now resume the story of Milochan’s dog. The eaid dog
became so bad, that is so good, that it used to devour people
and beasts. He knew nobody but Auogaste; but, as he used
to go and worry the sheep even in the pen, Millochau was
obliged to kill him. It appears that Anguste had pounded

him a little more than was necessary.
I send yon a letter for Dumas.* Have it hauded to him

personally, for I am anxions respecting the fifty franest 1

s Alexandre Dumae the elder.
4 Probably intended as a contribation to the subseripiion opeced by

the journsl Le Mousguetaire.
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forwarded to him. A dreadful disorder reigus, I believe, in
his administration.

I notice that the run of Mauprat is ending at the moment
when your marionettes theatre is abont to open. We shall, I
believe, have reached sixty representations. That is a respect-
able snccess, and no more. Tell Vaiz * %o write fo me, eaying
what has become of M. de Plenmartin.f A solicitor of the
name of Plenmartin, living in Poitou, has protested against
both the play and the novel. I referred him to Vadz and
have not heard any more about him.

Good night, old boy. I kiss you.

To M. Arryayp Barsks, Belle-Isle-en-Mer.

NoBaxwr, 3rd June, 1854, -

Being prevented from opening our hearts to one
another, to dwell upon life and family topics, we can at least
send each other a line from time to time, and this is to tell yon
that my affection is as unchéngeable as my mate selicitude is
ceaseless and faithful. '

I have heard of you from several quarters. I know that
your soul is unshakeable, and yonr heart always calm and
generous. I think of yon when I think of God, who loves you;
that is to say, that T think of you often.

GEORGE SaND,

* Director of the Odéon,
+ Namesake of s personnge referred to in Maupraf.
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To His HiGHNESS PRINCE JBRoME NAPorEoN, Paris*

-Noaaxr, 16th July, 1854
My praz Prmuce,

You told me to write to you. I zcarcely dare, as you
mast have so little leisure for reading! Buot these are a fow
lines to tell you that I still love you, and think of you more
than you can of me. That is easily understood : yon act sad
we look on. You are in the midat of life’'s fever, we in the
meditation of spspense.

I bave received a letter from Belle-Isle; yon easily guees
from whom. Therein, I am accused of Chauvinism, because 1
express wishes for the entry of onr little soldiers into Moscow
and St. Petersburg, as also for the mission which our dear
country is still called apon to fulfil in the world.

There is in that island, in fetters, a hero’s soul which
preys a8 I do unaffectedly, and with which 1 am proud to
agree.

Bat we are truly miserable in being obliged to gather our
information solely from newspapers which we cannot trust,
and often in waiting so Jong for contradictory news. Happen
what may, I can bot hope. I caonot persuade myself ihat
the Russians will ever beat us. Nor you either, I think,

My son tells me every day that, were I not sach s foolish
mother, he wonld have asked to be allowed to follow you.
Bat ke is my only son, so how could I spare him ?

You kpow that we have had a miserable summer, and

# Received st the eamp of Jeffalik, near Varna, on the 5th August,
1854
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that if the rain does not cease we shall have & famine! Oh,
the gitaation is indeed serious !

The issue depends upon you sll yonder. As for the result
you wish for—the resurrection of Poland and of all the victims
whom nobody seems to care for—that, perhaps, is fated to
ensue. God is great, and Mahomet is not His only prophet.

But this is more than two lines. I beg to apologise and to
wish yon farewell, dear Imperial Highness, always s citizen in
spite of all, and now more than ever, seeing yon are one of
France’s soldiers. As such, accept all the respects due to

“you, which will not lessen the affection I cherish for you
personally. '

(GEORGE SAND.

To M. Armano Barsts, Belle-Isle-en-Mer.

NomanT, 5th Oclober, 1854,

God be praised for having sent that good and jus
thought to the dictator, for every thought of that nature has
proceeded from the will of God. Your letter—the fragment
of your letter quoted in the newspapers—is also a divine
thought; for God requires that in spite of errors of ap-
preciation and party hatred, and of all grievances, ill or well
founded, we should love the fatherland. How could we fail
to love ours which, through sll its vicissitudes, represents
the most advanced and enlightened ideas of the world? Where
elso, therefore, is an absolute master who wonld feel that
an heroic, unshakeable patriotism, in the bosom of a captive
in fetters, is a reason stronger than State reasons ? It is only
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when ruling over Frenchmen that a man cap display that
glimmer of truth in the midst of the intoxication of power.

Accept the offered pardon, whatever people may say, for
there are men, I am sure, who will advise you to refuse.
Besides, yon will be compelled to accep-t. The prison does not
receive voluntary victims, But are you gning to allow your-
self to be induced to leave France? No, do nothing of the
¢cind. You are unconditionally free; those are the official
words. I do not think there is any back door throagh which
w0 exile yon after those words.

Stay, therefore, in France, if the subordinate authorities
1o not drive yon away. They will not, I hope, dare to do so.

Remain with us; when abroad people lose their moral
worth, they do mot see things clearly, they grow sour;
hrongh nostalgia, they come to carse their ungrateful
ountry, and, as a matter of course, become themselves
ingrateful. Come to us, who are thirsting to see you; recol-
ect the sweet though now heartrending dream I was still
ndulging in, while you were on your trial at Bourges. I was
nviting you to Nohant, I wanted‘to keep your there for some
ime, to nurse your shattered health, and to requeat you to
nfnge into me that moral health which has never failed you.
Jome, pray do! A week or ten days hence, I shall be in
Paris for a fortnight, and X intend to bring yon back with me
0 Nohant. I shsll see you in Paris, shall I not? Write a
ine to me, that I may know where you are. As for me, my
\ddress in Paris is 3, Rue Racine, near the Odéon.

There may perbaps be wretches who will say that you
nade people act in order to secure your freedom. Yes, at all
;mes there have been calumnistors, cowards who instinctively
iate candour and virtne. I hope that you are mot gaing t.
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heed mire! As for me, I stand in the breach, in order to
spit on them ; I possess a letter, one of your last letters to
me, wherein you tell me what there is in the one which the
Emperor read. I respectfully kissed that letter which con-
firmed me in my intimate and deep sentiment of the father-
land ! Tet us preserve that sentiment intact; let us defend
it against the hideous joy of a fraction of our party. Let us
remember that those who killed the Republic said: “Any-
thing ! even the Cossacks, rather ‘than Socialism!” Let us .
face courageously those who say to-day,: “Amything! even
the Cossacks, rather than the Empire.”” And,if we should
be told that we are betraying our faith, well, let us-laugh,
there is nothing else to do! But if you cannot laugh, youn
whose noble heart has bled so much, accept,this as another
martyrdom. God will some day award you the justice which
men refuse.

I am impatiently waiting for a line from you; if you
could only have seen how beaming with joy Maurice was this
morning upon bringing me the news when!I awoke. How
delighted were all in the house here, even those who do not
know you ! - '

If you should have no time to write, let me know, through
a friend, what you are doing. .

GEoRGE Sanp.
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To THE SaME.

Panis, 25k October, 1854,
My Frizvp, -

You calumniate yourself when saying: “I acted ina
moment of surprise, when thinking more of my own interests
than of those of the caunse.”

No, itis not 8o ; you thought of once more sacrificing your
life and your rest to the moral interest of the cause. As for
me, I should bave had, I kad, a different view of that interest.
Your action is none the less pnre and noble. Bat let me tell
you what my sentiments are. There are actions which are
beautiful and good. Charity may impose silence npon honour
itsel. I do not mean real honour, that which we keep intact
and serene in the depths of our conscience, but visible and
brilliant honour, honoar as & work of art and as an historical
glory. That kind of honour has taken hold of your existence
in like manner as the bonour of the heart. You have aiready
become an historical personage, and, in our days, you repre-
sent the type of a hero, lost, slas! in our eadly degenerate
society.

Let me, however, take up the defence of charity, that
virtne whick is wholly religious, quite personal, qnite secret,
perhaps, which history will not speak about, and will perhaps
absolutely refose to acknowledge. Well, in my opiniom,
charity was saying to yom: “Bemain with us, keep still!
accept that pardon ; your chivalrous pride rivets the chains and
bolie of dungeons. It dooms to eternal exile the proscrbed
of December, to mendicity or to poverty, which they, wany
whole families, saffer without complaining.”
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Ah! you have lived in your strength and holiness ! you
have not watched the tears of mothers and children !

In the cruel party we belong to, they blame and stigmatise
the heads of families who beg to be allowed to come back
to earn their children’s bread ; that is odious. I saw some of
those poor wretches coming back, who preferred to bind
thewselves never to meddle with politics under the Empire
rather then abandon their sons to the shame of mendicity,
and their daughters to that of prostitution; for you are
aware that the result of extreme poverty is death or
infamy.

And those barbarously stern politicians | They required
all their brothers to be saints, Had they the right to do
80? You alone perhaps bad that right; yet can any one
ever have it? As for me, I have not felt that I possessed it.
I have, to the best of my ability, heli)ed people to run away or
to come back. I have done the latter in favour of those whom
exile might have killed, the former for those who by staying
might have been immolated. I have not been able to do
much; I do not know whether I am reproached with baving
done too little, whether some rigourists find fault with me for
it; ah! it little troubles me! I do not despise men who are
neither heroes nor saints, I should have to despise too many
people, including myself, whose heart cannot grow hardened
Ly the spectacle of suffering.

Besides, I am not quite sure whether those who sacrificed
their activity, their carcer, their political future, even their
reputation, were not in certain circumstances the real saints and
martyrs. Intolerance and suspicion, pride and contempt, are
gleomy roads towards the temple of Fraternity |

And sgain, I was telling you, I believe, that all good
YOL. 1L L
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thonghts proceed from God. If He send any to our adver-
suries, ought we to meet them with disdain? If we do 8o,
when will those thoughts of justice and reparation return?
We do not wish the yoke to be lightened. We are proad of
the strength of our shoulders; we do not heed the weak who
saccamb. . ‘

You will think me too much of @ woman ; I feel it. Bat
I am a woman, and cannot blash for my being such,
chiefly before you, whose heart is so filled with tenderncss
and pity.

Yet, am I going too far in the love of abnegation, and
have you yourself gone too far in that of your own dignity?
May God, who knows our intemntions to be pure, forgive
any of us who make a mistake. We shall see things more
clearly and act with greater assorance, in & word, more
brilliant and freer, like those which Jean Reyonaud * promises.
Our aim, in the purgatory which he assigns to us, mast be -
to act in accordance with our aptitudes and beliefa, in order to
be always rising.

" I am, in that respect, possessed of a serenity of hope which
has always sustained or consoled me, and I confidently appoint
a meeting with you in a brighter orb, where we will again
telk upon those litile events of to-day which appear so all-
importal:rt 10 ns.

Shall we ever meet again in this world? I know not.
A thonsand reasons say yes, a thousand others no. Had we
been sble to chat together at Nobant I shonld have saggested
to you the book which you onght to write, and wkich you will
have nevertheless to write when a little calm and rest have

& A Eocialist writer.



Letters of George Sand, 227

caused the substance of your own mission to appear in its
ensemble and in its signification.

I was thinking of that book the day when I beard of your
being set at liberty. I fancied I heard you say to me: “Iam
not & professional writer, T am not a word-stringer.”” There
is a more vast and more human point of view than the narrow
piety of Silvio Pellico* As for ours, it would have related
to truths so much superior to every society and to ourselves,
that we might have spoken it without being prosecated or
convicted by any Government.

Your will, I repeat, write that book. You will construct
it on a different basis. I ouly regret mot to bring you
the share of inspiration which might have occurred to us in
common. .

Farewell, friend; I have not the time to say any more
to-day. Ilive abt present in the midst of theatrical life. I
am longing to go back to my silent Nohant. I shall be there
in a few days; that is where you will always be able o write
to me, Do not leave me in ignorance of what you are
doing.

8 ’ Yoars,
G. Sawp.

To M. CrariLes Epyono, Paris.

Nouaant, 7t February, 1855,
I thank you very cordiai]y, sir, both for the relic you
send and the good and true words you so well express. I
cannot again speak of that grief, it always chokes my
utterance, and, were I to speak, I should say too much!

* Thoe celebratod author of Le Mis Prigiond, a pathetic acconnt of his
«ight years' confinement.

qQ 2
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What is most dreadful is that they have killed, completely
killed, my poor child.* A, sir! save your own; do not allow
her to leave the infirmary, and, when she is cured, remove her
from that boarding-school, which is sgrdidly dirty. Parents
do not let their children die so easily when they have them
near themselves. Parents who are true parents do mot con-
sider as a fatigne the watching over a long convalescence.

" There are some who are foolish, and who believe that a
child is a thing that may be neglected and forgotten. My
poor danghter would not have let her own child die, and I also
would have saved it, I am gunite sare! I have not the honoar
of knowing you, sir, but I am mach tonched by what you
tell me.

A thousand times thanks! T tenderly and sincerely wish
for the recovery of your dear Lttle one. My danghter too
likewise thanks you.

Geonse Sawp,

To M. Epovagkp Cuarron, Paris.
[ ]

Nowaxy, 14k Felruary, 1555
Dzaz Frigxp,

1 left you poorly. Are you better? Let me hear from

you. I bave been wishing to write to you for a long time. I

contemplated addressing a long letter to you, concerning the

-beaatiful book of which we spoke together. I had read it!+
But what misfortunes have befallen me all at onee! I first of

all lost two of my friends, and, it is terrible to say so, that

8 Jeanne Clésinger, gmnd-flaughserrd George Sand
+ Terve o Ciel, 8 work by Jean Eeypaod
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was nothing! I suddenly lost that grand-danghter whom I
adored, that Jeanne of whom I had spoken to you, and whose
absence, you know, was so cruel for me. I was on the point
of getting her back; the court had entrusted her to my care.
The father resisted ont of vanity; but for M. B
sullen, instinctive hatred, not having, as far as I know, any
justification in fact, but deep-seated and of old standing,
excited against me the father, left to his own impnlse, would
have brought the child back to me. He intended, he had
previonsly intended doing so. Family suthority and legal
opinion were against it. They, therefore, were appealing
against the decision of the court, which decision could not
there and then be enforced. I, in vain, wrote to that cold
and hard-hearted counsel that my poor little dear was ill cared
for, sad, and almost scared in that boarding school where he
had put her | And, during those negotiations, the father took
his daughter outrin the middle of January, without perceiving
that she was wearing dress only suited to summer. In the
evening he brought her back to school ailing, and went him-
self hunting far from Parig, God knows where! The child
had au attack of scarlatina, She, however, soon recovered;
but the boarding school doctor was of opinion that she ought
to stay in the infirmary; that she required to have at least
forty days of extreme care, and to be kept in an equable
temperature. No notice was taken of the recommendation.
When it was seen thet the child was at the point of death, the
mother was called in, and only then allowed to nurse it. The
child, suffocated by a generally congested condition, died in her
arms, smiling and talking, anconscious of being ill, but struck
by I know not what divination, and saying quietly: “ No, my
little mamma, I shall not go to Nohant, I shall not leave this

, whom a
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place!1” My poor danghter bronght the corpse with her; it
18 at Nohant! Thank God, she is strong and healthy. As
for me, I bore up, I had need to do so; but now that every-
thing is quiet, arranged, and that life begina again with that
child snatched from my existence, . . . I cannot tell you
what my feelings are, and I believe that it is better I should
not attempt to do so. What I want to tell you is that the
book has done me good, as also kas Leibnitz. 1 knew all
it treats of. T counld not have uttered it, I conld not bave
proved it ; but I was and am still convinced of it. I see futnre
and eternal life before me as a certainty; as a light in the
ghmmer of which everytling is only dimly seen; hut that
light is there, and that is all I wish for. I know fall well
that my Jeanne is not dead; I know well that she is better
than in this miserable world, where she was the victim of the
wicked and the foolish. I know well that I shall meet her
again, and thai she will recognise me, even though she shonld
not recollect or I either. She was part of my own gelf, and
that fact will always remain. But those beautiful books, which
excite our thirst for quitting thjs life, have their damgerous
gide. We fcel ourselves carried away by them, and it is
necessary that we should know how to wait during the time
we must remain here. My will is quite resigoed to that; my
duty is so clearly traced, that for me revolt is impossible ; bot
I feel my soul yearning to depart in spite of myself. It
cannot, however, separate itzself from my other children or
from my friends. 1t desires to folfl its task, and to still give
happiness to others. Bat the more it perceives what is
beyond the life of this world, the wider grows the breach
between itself and the will, which latter becomes insofficient
for its task. I eay the soul, not being alle to express other-
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wise that which contrives to leave me, for the will ought not
to be somethin.g apart therefrom; yet the will cannot
delay the flight of the'soul when the moment for its departure
is come.

Do not reply to all this, dear friend; if my children, who
sometimes perchance read my letters, knew that I am so
despondent, they would be too much affected by it. I wish
to do all that I can in order to live with them as long
as possible. Next month I shall go to the South with my som,
80 a8 to geb rid of a certam feehng of oppression which has
lately increased, thongh it does mnot present any serious
symptoms.

I shall go to Paris in the middle of March, in order to
obtain a passport, and shall spend four or five days there. I
do not wish to see any one, excopt yourself, whom I should
much like to communicate to the author of Oiel et Terre all
that T cannot tell you here, being personally too distracted,
and precisely because of the question of life and death dwelt

upon therein, That book is one of the finest productions

of the human mind, .

It caused me extraordinary joy. I wanted to write some-
thing in order to praiso it as I feel it ought to be. I will
do so by-and-by, if I can resume writing. But between
ourselves, I ain not sure that that phase of life will ever
return to me, I am not living at all in myself or by myself,
my whole life during the last two years was absorbed by
that little child. She carried away with her so much of
nay being that T do not know what is left to me, end I
have not yet felt courage enough to make the examination.
I see only her toys, her books, her little garden that we used
to work in together, her wheclbarrow, her little waterpot, her
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bonnet, her little needlework, ker gloves, all that had remaincd
with me, waiting for ker.

I look at and handle all these, stupefied, and asking my-
self whether common sense will retarn to me on the day when
I ghall at last understand that she -will retourn no more,
and that she it is whom they have just buried under my own
eyes !

Yoa see, I aslways fall back into my state of harrowing
grief. That is why I can scarcely write to anybody. There
are few hearts which the recital of my griefs would not
weary, or inflict too much soffering npon. I spesk to you
because you are, like myself, half absorbed in contemplation
of the futare life, and for the present, I hope, enjoying the
beneficent placidity which I formerly possessed when not
8o tired of waiting. But your body waa then ailing. Tell
me now, before I leave Nobant, that you are better. You
have a great resource, that of being able to live as thongh
accustomed to the world of ideas in which I see only as
. & poet, that is to say, with my sensibility more than with
my reason. Your lacidity, meti:inks, maintains its level
in that world. There it is that our eyes should always he
directed, free from the preoccupation of the inevitable cares
of material life, from daties which sometimes exceed onr
strength, and from those heartrending griefs which nothing
can appease. The foolish tenderness of mothers is sarely
& providential law; bat Providence is very harsh towards
both man and woman, bat above all towards woman.

Farewell, dear friend; I am yours in mind and heart,
G. Saxp,
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To MAavricE SAND, Paris.

Nounaxt, 24th February, 1855.
Dzar Criwp,

I begin by tellmg you that, as you have not canght a
cold, I have nothing to complain of. Take care of your little
gelf, as I do of my own self, seeing that we must not look
upon curselves as being simple mortals; but most precious
travellers starting on the discovery of the Mediterranean*

As for Montigny, I quite perceive that he is intent upon
re-writing all my plays. I may, however, venture the remark -
that all those of my plays which have not been altered—
Le Champi, Claudie, Victorine, Le Démon du Foyer, Le Pressoir
—have had a genuine success, whereas the others failed or only
secured a short-lived one. I never observed that the ideas of
other people brought the public to me, whereas wmy ka.rdwsses
bave been accepted in spite of all.

And what hardiesses ? Too much ideal, that is my great
vice in the eyes of theatrical directors.

I shall listen without discgssion to what Montigny will say
to me, I shall listen, to his schemes of amelioration, und, if I

.8ee that the ground-work of the piece has to be changed, I
shall take back my play; this time, I have fully made up my
mind to it. I am sick of the theatre, and still more so of the -
hesitations to which I am myself driven. I am that which I
am. Yo goy quicn soy. My manner and my feeling are my
own. If the theatre-going public refuse to have them, let
them do so, they are the masters; bat I also am the mistress

* Aflusion to a contemplated jonrney of George Sand to the south
const of Franoce.
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of my own tendencies, and at liberty to publish them in a
form in which they will be compelled to swallow them by
their firesides.

Nothing new hero. The weather is rather mild; Trianon
has been turned into & lake. I am gi.ving orders respectiug
the garden during onr absence, absorbed in kitchen accounts,
the sorting of my papers, and proof-correcting. All that
is not very interesting, chiefly when not secing yoa guing
to and fro, moving in and out, and easting in the midst of
all your profound reflections and your luminous scientific
views,

Good pight, then, dear darling; I am aguin Luried in
pepers. I kiss you, Captain IV Arpentigny, with all my heart.

Emile treats himself to making for bis own use a fair copy
of Le Dialle auz Champs.*®

To MADEMOISELLE LEROYER DE CHANTEPIE, Angiers,

NomaxT, 27th February, 1855,
MaDEMOISELLE, '

Seeing that you have the gocdneszs to rely upm my
profound sympathy for yom, I udvize and even eutreat you to
leave the place where yon suffer 0 much, and to go and take
up your abode in Paris; there you will meet with the noble
distractiors reqnired by a mind like yours—mnsic, fine arts,
and the relations which your bigh intellect and gencrous beart
will soon establish for yon.

If Cathclicism be necesszary to you, you will certainly also
meet with a rpiritoal adviser sufficiently enlightened to care

& Tule of a play by George Sand
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that disease of scrupulousness in yon, with which I am indeed
well acquainted, and from which, doring my youth, I suffered
cruelly enough to understand and pity you. No, a soul like
yours must not sink under those vain terrors. You mush
strengthen yourself by means of sound and vigorous reading.
I am too ignorant to point out to you what they should be;
but write to M. Jean Reynaud, send him my letter; if you
deem it advisable. By that, he will know that I am
acquainted with you, and that your need of intellectual help.
ig no frivolous anxiety,

Yes, I know yoa without having ever seen you; bt is it
not nearly ten years since you first wrote to me those long
letters in which, amidet the contradictions and the distorbed
state of an ardent thought, I have always found your kind-
ness so unrestrained, so spontaneous, so unaffected, and
your judgment so generous and so sound upon all that is
essential ! :

Ask M. Reynaud to point out to you books that will
relieve you. Do better even; leave the solitude wherein you
consume yourself, where all that surrounds you leaves youn
and makes you feel—1 fully sée it—still more lonely. I am not
sufficiently acquainied with M. Jean Reynaud to introduce
you to him, without his being previously acquainted with
you. But introduce yourself; his book alse did me much
good, and I much needed to find, in the elevated knowledge
of a mind of the highest order, the reasoned confirmation of all
my instinctive impulses ; for my courage has been much tried
lately |

I have lost an adorable and adored child, my poor
daughter’s’ glnughter. I am just recovering from an ill_uess
which prevuﬁnted me from replying to yow, snd now my
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health is still so shaken that my son, my dear son, is going
to take me with him on a travelling tour. I shall start in a
couple of days. Two months hence I shall be back at
Nohant, where I hope to receive better news concerning you.
Before returning here I shall probably spend a few days in
Paris. If you shounld give way to the temptation yoa feel
to go and live there, let me know about it at my I’aris address
early in May.

Excnse my short reply; I am still heart-broken, but I
believe. Iam sure to meet with my child in a better world;
and you, whose heart is so pure, you also cught to be sare of
your futore. To feel doubts in the kindness of God is'a weak-
ness of our nature. Apply all the forces of yonr mind to
believing in that kindness, and yor will feel that it is reflected
in yourself. .

Do not fear death; it is indeed a safe refuge, and, when
we appreciate if, coursge comsists in pot desiring it too
much.

Ever yours in beart, poor aggrieved soul !
Georse Sasp.

To M. EvGENe LasBerT, Paris.

Frascart, March, 1855,
My pesz Laweeccus*

Everything is well; Maurice cansed ns some anxiety,
not becanse of the illpees be has bad, bat becanze of that
which he might bave had He fortunately escaped from it,
thanks to a capital doctor and an excellent man into the

* A term of endearment for Lambert,
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bargain. We naturally suffered a little from the spleen,in
Rome. Five or six days spent in an inn are far from
cheerful. )

Besides, in many respects, Rome is a regular humbug ;
people must be ingrisis * to love and admire everything, and
not to say, after three days’ stay, that what they see there is, .
as regards aspect, the character, the colour, and the sentiment
of things, absolutely similar to what they have already seen
elsewhere. Visitors may afterwards enter upon the details of
the ruins, the palaces, the museums, ete. At Rome snch
things are without end, their numbers are infinite; they are
8o numerous that the life of an amateur might not prove long
enough for their inspection, But, those who are but artistes,
that is, who wish to live their own life, after having allowed
themselves to be somewhat impregnated with outward sights,
do not derive any profit from their stay in that city of the
past, where everything is dead; even that which is supposed
to be still alive.

It is curious, beautiful, interesting, wonderful, but too
dead ; and, in order to a.ppret’:iate it all, you would require to
know by heart, not only the famous work respecting Rome in
the time of Augustus (Rome au Sitcle d’ Auguste), but also the
history of Rome at every period of its existence; you would
have to live in the city With your mind always on the strain,
and possess a wonderful ‘memory and a deadened imagi-
nation,

There was a time, under the Empire, when people used to
sit upon the diébris of @ columm, in order to meditate upon the
ruins of Palmyra ; it was then the fashion, everybody used to

* Belonging to the school of Ingres, the famous French artist.
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meditate. They meditated 8o much that meditation became
quite irksome, and men now prefer to live. When you have
spent several days examining urns, graves, crypts, columbaria,*
etc., you feel anxions to leave it all behind and go and admire
natare. But at Rome nature manifests itself by torrents of
rain, suddenly followed by stifling sunltriness and foulness of
the atmosphere. The town is dreadfully ugly and filthy!
it is La Chatre, increased to a hundred times its size; for
it is immense, and adorned with old and new monuments,
which stars you in the face at every step without delighting
you, becanse of their being penned in and spoiled by heaps of
shapeless and wretched constructions. They say that it must
all be seen in the light of the san; I do not deny it, but
it seems to me that the sun cannot make beautiful that which
is hideons.

The so much praised country ronnd Rome is, indeed, of
singular immensity, bot so denuded, so flat, so lonely, so
dreary, so melancholy, with whole leagnes of pastare-land in
all directions, that it 1s sufbicient to induoee visitors to blow ont
what little brains they may have ?rcserved after inspecting the
town. Bur, but, when yon have left that flat immensity, when
you reach the foot of the mountains, the scenery changes,
You enter Paradise, you step into the third beaven. That is
where we now are. The day before yesterday we Lrooght
Maurice here—not yet thoroughly restored to health, bat,
although we bave not yet had one beam of resl sunshine, be is
quite sirong enongh to stand all day on his legs.

The place where we now are is s0 beautiful, so strange, so

¥ From ihe Latin Columlarizm (a dovecot), applicd to recepiacles for
mortuary urus, from the fact of their having nichzs resemiling pigeon-
holes.
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curious, 50 sublime, and at the same time so pretty, that it
would take me a whole season to describe it to yon. You
must therefore be delighted at our present good luck, for we
are at last repaid, and with interest, for our fatignes and
disappointments. You may read my letter to Solange. You
will gather from this letter how we are installed, but nothing
conld convey to you an accurate idea of our walks. We are
making discoveries at every step. To-day, for instance, we
spent the day in an immense palace, which stands quite de-
serted, on the top of a hill. I was thinking about you, my
little Lambert.

Ah! how happy I shoald be were I rich, and able to
share with all my children the trne pleasures I meet with.
What subterranean passages, flowers, rivulets, cascades,
monstronsly large trees, ruins, deserted court-yards, broken
rocks, noseless statues, wild grass, mosaics covered with mossy
grass and asphodels! It is enough to send one into &
dream ; and the endless galleries and flights of steps which
go from the sky to the bowels of the earth, a lot of inex-
plicable constructions, the vestiges of nnbridled luxury buried
under poverty, all of which, towering above a panorama of
wountains, of lands, and of seas, are sufficient to turn one’s
brain. It is really too beautiful.

Now, good night, my Lambert; we contemplate staying
bere & fortnight, and, when we have decided upon the gequel
of our journey, we shall let you hear from ws. I kiss you on
my own behalf and on that of your little comrades. Good-bye
till next May, Thiok of us.

G. Saxp,
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To M. JurLes NEravo, La Chitre.
Frascatt, 1th April, 1855,
Drar Friexp,

We have been staying here during the last fortnight,
and intend prolonging our stay for a week. Though rather
poorly when we first came here, Maaorice is so well now that he
only thinks of eating, running abont, and sleeping. 1 myself
follow the same rigime, and am pretty well under it, physitally
speaking. As for my brain, it is completely atrophied. To
rise early, to walk five or six leagues day after day, to come

“ back to our quarters famished, to drop asleep after a borrid
dinner which appetite canses us to relish, I leave you to jndge
whether that is an interesting life. I mevertheleas, without
searcely perceiving it, collect some notes which will interest
me later on, when having the leisure for attentively examiuing
that which now only passes befure my eyes.

The coontry over which we travel is truly admirable, and
well deserviog of remark, as cansing us to beccwme more
atiached to the opinions we take there with us from else-
where. Nature here is beautifol, thongh chiefly pretty; for
do not believe a word of what you have heard respecting the
grandenr and the enblimity of the ecemery of Rome aud ita
environs. For those who have seen anything else it is quite
small, but delightfully neat and smart. Let os, however,
understand ourselves; it is the small in the great, for that
Roman country, so perfectly smooth, is immense, like a sea
surrounded by mountains. Buat the details, the ruins, tbe
palaces, the churches, the hills, the lakes, the gardens, all
those eeem ocat of proportion with the scenery which eub-
sequently presents itseif.
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To ramble all day through solitudes and to discover the
country for ourselves is, we find, a most recreative way of
living. Guides do not know the roads, and are wearisome.
We dispense with them. In fine, you who know all there is
for ug in a walk to Crevant or to the wood at Boulaize, can
imagine what onr existence is like, 'We are now collecting
plants and catching butterflies on the ruins of Tuscolum,
round Lake Regillus, and goodness knows where! Names
here are more pompous than things, but things themselves
are certainly charming.

‘We have had dreadful weather for Italy, a great deal of
rain out of doors and a great deal of cold in-doors; for the
external temperature, however deprived of sunshine we may
be, is always pretty mild, and life at this season is only bear-
able in the open air. The apartments here are spacious,
vaulted, stuccoed, painted al fresco, only suitable for summer
residences, Neither doors nor windows are made to shut
tight, and what fireplaces there are do not yield any warmth.
Ounly during the last few days have we had beantiful sunshine
throughout the day; but wq have gone out in all sorts of
weather. -

Easter-day was also very fine and very warm ; we spent it
in Rome, where we received the benediction Urbi ef Orbi. It
is a much vaunted ceremony, but, nevertheless, one not carried
oot with any great artistic display. Here, as elsewhere,
everything is deficient in that taste which is so peculiar to the
French. Nature herself derides it. She here lavishes with
profusion the flowers which we carefully and almost respect-
fully cultivate at home in our gardens. Here, in the solitude
of the wilderness, you meet with mignonette, narcissus,

cyclamen, and a thousand other charming flowers, whose
VOL. IL B
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nomenclature I will spare yon, who are ealy acquainted with
talips. Besides, I do not wish to tell you beforehsnd all that
we shall have to talk about even to matioty when back at
Nohant; for here everything, from beginning to end, is
different to what we find it at home. Men and beasts,
customs, idess, wants, the country itself, the plants, the air,
everything is of another world. I do not feel the eedactive
power of this conntry as much as I had been led to expect.
Too many things are ont of harmony with our own way of
secing and feeling. I acknowledge that it is good to bave
seen it, were it vnly in order to love the more cur dear France
with its grey sky, where men, however little manly they may
be, are yet more 8o than anywhere else.

After all this, old fellow, I will say good night. I am
dying with sleep. I received, this evening, your letter of
April 4th. Yon are astonished at the time which letters take
in arriving! Well, 7, on the contrary, am astonished at
present in seeing how the simplest matters of material life
are dealt with. Do ot worry yourself about the loss of the
eagle® Iam of course sorry ;.bnt when we get news of all
our own people, after the misfortnnes which have overtaken
us in oor nest here, we esteem ourselves happy in having no
fresh loss but that of a creatare of the ménagerie. . . .

We depend upon you to express cur kind regards to all
the housebold If you will be good enoagh to cumvey pews
of us to our friends, T ehall be still further vhiiged to yoao. 1
intend writing to everybody, but have not yet found a day
when I felt eqaal to it in the midst of the fatigue in which I
engage. Itis truly excessive, but I believe that I shall find
myself the better for it, for I am making astonishing pro-

% A tame black eagle which had escaped.
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gress in the art of climbing. I ascend every day as much as
a leagne at least, and sometimes a league and a half above
the sea-level. That is something for thelegs to do. Maurice
is collecting lots of insects and making a great many draw-
ings. As for me, I steady my gait, which at present is rather
too shaky, by filling my bag with a heap of stomes! I
would like to pick up all I see; everything is so curions.
In whatever deserted spot we find ourselves, we walk over
fragments of marble from Asia and Africa, the relics of a
past splendour, and the presence of which, in many places,
the most learned antiquaries are puzzled to explain.

Good night again, my dear fellow. Write again to Genoa,
if you do write ; for we shall certainly be there again fowards
the end of the month. Yours in heart.

Ta‘ﬂf. ErNEST PEricors, La Chétre.

La Srmzzia, 9t May, 1855.
.Dzae Ferexp,

I do mot know whether you will receive my letter
before my embrace, for I have only just received yours and
the grievous news which it contains* It is certainly a very
hard blow that now strikes me after so many others. How
unfortunate we have beenr during the past few years, my poor
children! Life generally destroyed in us and around ns,t
God ebould have left us at least personal life, that of family
and friendship, And yet all leave us at the samne time! It

* The death of Jules Kérand (the Malagasy).
t A poetio allusion to the maseacras of June, 1848, and to those
following the coup d'diat, also to that of Néraud.
B2
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is to a better world that they go, I doubt not, I doubt it lcss
than ever ; but how heart-rending all such separation for those
who remain !

I was a little while ago on the aea-shore, in a delicious
spot, where there were rocks covered with pines and superb
flowers growing wild, even in the sand cn the beach. Whilst
my children were at some distance I occupied my walk, as 1
usually do, in picking up plants. For the last two maonths,
whenever 1 saw anything that was new to me, I placed it in
a book specially intended for the purpose, saying to myself
that my poor friend would teach me its name, and collected
two specimena of each plant, so as to be able to give one
to him, as I bad done in a previous trip. Thos, at every
moment, a hundred times a day, for two months, I have been
thinking of him and fancying him botanising, as formerly, at
my side. Ah well; at that very moment, in that very occu-
pation with which my recollection was associating him, yonr
letter was handed to me, and I learned that I shonld see him
no more !

When leaving Nohant, I L'a‘d a good torn-out of my
papers, and I believe that I told you that I had found and
re-read all his lettera. They were masterpieces of wit, poctry,
clesr intelligence, and unafiected sentiment. I said o myself,
that when I bad two months of leisare, I wonld publish them,
in the sequel to my Mémoires.

The reading of them carried me back through ten years of
my life, the little events of which he had recorded with bis
own grace and happy philosophy. That rapprochement of
our thoughts, after many years of au undistarbed eeparation,
was thos like the presentiment of an impending diseslution of
our moral nnion ; for, of late years, I had scarcely seen any-
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thing of him, his habits and his tastes confining him to his
home as did mine to my own. But I did not heed that ; I felt
that he was really near me, and I used to say to myself that
I could at any time see, write to, or speak to him, He was
always for me the wisest and most comforting of friends.

You say truly, he is now happy and in possession of know-
ledge devoid of mystery, and in the midst of enduring joys;
his state is, I am pure, an enviable one, compared with the
miserable world in which we spend that ephemeral life which
is so confused, so uncertain, and so agitated. But what of
ourselves! My heart is broken as much by my poor Angdle’s*
grief as by my own. Poor dear child, what repeated heart-
rendings! Tell her bow much I love her, chiefly since she
displayed so much fondness for my poor Nini, and shed so
many tears over you. We cannob spare ourselves such mortal
griefs, Would that we might do so by offering ourselves in
the place of those whom death snatches from us.

Maurice requests me to tell her, as also yourself, how much
he feels himself (for our poor friend ‘had been like s father to
him during his youth), and how greatly he shares your own
grief. The poor boy only received your letter yesterday, and,
although T dared not question hiﬁ:, I noticed something sad
in his expression. I was a little indisposed, and he only this
morning decided to inform me as to the truth; we were then
in oue of the finest spots on earth, and it seems to me that
that fraternal soul came here to spesk to me, and endeavoured
to congole me for itg depﬂrturel How often he talked to me’
about death! There was a time when he shared my beliefs
in another life, and when, in his hours of spleen—for, at times,
he had such in the midst of his ever-flowing gaiety—he nsed

* Madume Angble Pirigois, daughter of Jules Nérand.
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to tell me and write to me that, when gone, he would return
and speak to me throngh the perfume of some flower !

Youa inform me that Fleury came to oar part of the country;
is he there still? Shall I have the conrolation of finding him
there? From here, I shall start to-morrrow for Genos; ;
thence going to Marseilles. I hope to be in Paris on the 15th
May. I shall only stay in the lsst-mentioned place long
enongh to transact my business, and T hope to be back again
at home on the 20th.

Good-bye, then, my dearly beloved children. I beartily

kiss you. '

To His Iureriar Hicrness Prince JErROME NAPOLEON,
Paris,
Nouasr, 12th July, 1855,
Dreae Iwrerial HicHNESS,

M. Félix Anlard, the mayor of my commune, whose
good intentions have already enlisted your kind intercst, has
just been brutally dismissed. He is the most honest man in
the world, and has but one fault that of writing too
long letters and of being enthusiastically devoted to & Go-
vernment which, following the example of so many others,
only rewards people who are suspected, nmeglecting those
whose fidelity is beyond question. We might afford to dis
regard ingratitade, for, whatever the réjims, it reigns sapreme;
but the persecaiion of one’s own friends is rather too much o
a lnxury.

Do your best to obfain the reparation of much injastice
and to secare an indemnification for that worthy and excellent
man, who spent what little fortune he possessed in helping
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the poor of his ecommune. Ho is capable, most capable, of
being an excellent prefect; nobody understands adminis-
trative matters better than he; at least make him a snb-
prefect. That would be & good action, and calculated to
do the authoritics a good turn. He tells me that he has
written to you. For once, of my own impulse, and without
any partiality for him, I recommend him to your con-
sideration, to your sense of justice, and to that kindness with
which I am so well acquainted. '
Yours in heart—you still allow me so to subscribe
myself. GEoBGE SAND.

I am very sorry to hear of the death of Madame de
Girardin. It is a great loss for us all, and chiefly for those
who were particularly scquainted with her.

To M, Pavr Limavrac, Paris*

NomaxT, September, 1855

If my collaborator takes that view of the matter, he
will find it easy to extract, from the facts ke will be good

* A Taris publisher, M. Philippe Collier, had agreed with George
Band that she should write & series of publications for him, under the
general title of Les Amants Illustres® In order to facilitate the work of
~ the author, who, at that period, used to stay at Nohaut nearly tha
whole year, M. Collier had made errangements with Paulin Limayrac
for making researches and collecting all the notes that were required
by George Band ; but Paulin Limnayrac having soon relinquished the task,
which he considered too henvy, the agreement was cancelled by mutual
consent. Everor et Leucippe (first title of Les Amowrs de Ddge d'0Or)®
wag ell that was written by George Sand. It was given to the pub-
lisher as & compensation,

* The THustrious Eovers. ¥ The Loves of the Goldun Age.
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enough o snbmit to me, all the marrow which may he spread
on my bread. There are numberless ways of being impressed.
I have only one way of being 8o, becanse, in spite of myself,
my mind is a little more absolute than my character. Will
that be a drawback in a work of sach a nature? I do not
think so. Having once agreed npon a brief exposition of
very simple bat invariable principles, our work should thereby
be enlightened and sustained throughout, free from too many
defecta.

Starting with those ideas, we, that is to may you, have to
seek in the story of each illustrious love, first of all the social,
intellectual, moral, physical, and other suri'onndings of our
couple. Then the private character of each individual, thea
the patare and circumstances of that individoal’s love, then
facts, the aim attained or missed, the good or bad result; fur
we shall not be too ceremonious witk them, and shall perhaps
relate wicked liaisons, if, thanks to the criticism we may deem
fit to make respecting them, that is likely to Le useful, in
however slight a degree, in proving the excellence of cur
theory. You will have to ransa::‘k the libraries, the writings
of suitable anthors, the letters of Mademoiselle Volland and of
Madame Duchitelet, as also Petrarch’s sonnets, thoagh in
them all yoa will only collect those colminating points likely
to throw a light wpon the application of my theory. For
instance: did Voltaire and Madame. Duchitelet love one
another in hearf, sensnally and iatcllectually?  As for my
part, my opinion is that tbey ouly loved one another intel-
lectually. That is why their love was incomplete. But still it
was something to love one another in those soblime and lofty
regions, and the nnion of two superior minds is well worth
our taking the trouble of observing and analysiog if, and
notipg its results.
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In what way did Agnés Sorel love her royal lover? Did
she, like Joan of Are, begin by patriotism ? or else were her
senses- and her heart (or either one or the other only) so
moved and so possessed by the king that enthusiasm was
aroused in that woman’s soul like = revelation ? In that case,
all honour to love! T am but superficially acquainted with
the history of Agnés; as regards history generally I know
nothing, absolutely nothing ! mine is an unreliable memory,
like the linnet’s. But if you kmow that story, or if, not.
feeling sure abont it, you look it up for me, you may be able
to tell me, “ It was Jove that revealed patriotism to Aguds;”
or else, *“ It was patriotism that inspired her with love.”

I, however, recollect four pretty Tourangean,* I might as
well eay Berrichon + lines, on the subject of the Sauretfe.
That was her name ; it comes from sauret, a Berrichon word,
meaning without ears; in oar part of the country they still
say, un chien sauret, which means a dog whose ears have
been clipped. The lines referred to are as follows:

Gendille Agnis, plus de los tu mérites,
La cauee étant de Francs recouvrer,

Qua ce que peut dedane un clottre ouvrer
Close nonain, ou bien dévot ermite,

Gentle Agnes, your aim being the re-
covery of France, you deserve more praise
than cloistered monk or devout hermit.

But that is a digression. Let us return to our history.

Maury Stuart! Wicked and charming woman, apon whom
we ghall have to moralise, Besides, in ancient times, what
beautiful or carious things to examine or to expose!

® Peculiar to Tours. + Pecnlisr to Berry.
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What your share in this work will be I am still unable to
say. I have bound myself in honour to write the whole in
draft. You sce what stupid folk my publishers are; but they
are all alike. However, if I Lkave to trace millions of patics
ds mouche,* methinke that youn will also kave pleaty of work
to do. I have but few books st home, and no means of pro-
curing any in my province. I cannot come to Paris to settle
even temporarily; you will therefore have to read for me,
and collect material for each biography, as aleo extracts from
books, letters, or poetry intended for quotation. Do not take
any trouble in the way of editing. Provided that your notes
be legible I ehall easily guess yoar conclusions, If I shounld
require to read a work in ita entirety (that might be the case,
for the spirit of passions is sometimes dizseminated, and
requires to be, as it were, angled for as with a line in a pond),
yon will have to borrow it from the library and send it to me;
provided, however, the work Le written in French, for I am
bat little conversant with any other langnage! If the send-
ing of the bocks can be avoided by forwarding & few pages
of extracts, you will please engage 8 copyist at my expense,

The historical plan of the work will be your own businesa,
1 am absolotely incapable of it af jirst sight, the more so that
I have myzelf no eyes left to read with. It therefore rests
with you, being young and in good bealth, to record in chrono-
logical order the history of love; and to select all that is worth
quoting without being scandalous.

As regards those of whom in the night of time we ahall

% Pittea de monzke in o term signilyjing s eertain ligh:, scrawly
style of wriing, The whole phrase s equivalent to 3 vast quandddy of
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find but few records, we shall dispose of them in few words,
reserving ourselves for more elaborate remarks in proportion
a8 we advance into the light of times mearest to our own,
certainly the most interesting: You can work out this little
plan at your leisure; for we shall not have to commence for
six months at least. I must finish my Mémoires. Amongst
certain biographies we shall have to point out those which
served as intermediaries, and that will enable us to speak of
several liaisons more widely known than edifying, in order to
administer a kick to them (pour lewr donner du pied aw
derricre), :

Yon see that you will have to establish a link, and fo indi-
cate it to me. You will please keep a good account of your
working hours, your cab fares, expenses, and trouble; for,
thongh amusing (I believe it to be so), the work will not be
so light as the publishers suppose, and I andertake to look
after your interests, since yon are good enough to have .

confidence in me.

To M. JuLES Janiy, Passy.

Paxrs, 1st Oclober, 1855.
My prar CoNrrerz,

I so style yon becanse yon are an author, and that I
can be a critic mpon certain occasions. I am about to scold
you. That you should find fault with all that I write for the
theatre, and particularly Maitre Favilla, is your right, and
nobody contests it. But that you should search, outside the
literary forms of my works, for sentiments which are not in
them, is not just, and to that it is my right and my duty
to eply.
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The charge (procis de tendance *) that you bring ngainst me
to-day, and which is a recapitulation of several others, is as
follows : George Sand apotheosizes the arfiste and satirises
the bourgeois. Her idea is glory to the musician, to the actor,
to the poet; fie on the bourgeois ! shame and malediction opon
the bourgeciz! An artiste passes—take off your hats; sec, s
bourgeois appears—Ilet us throw stones at him.

I will answer you by the mouth of that very Favilla who
annoys you so much : “No, thank God, hatred is unknown to
me.” Consequently, I do not hate the lourgesisie, and my
works prove it. You hate artistes, and your eriticism
proclaims it.

I so little hate the bourgeoisie, that, in Le 3aringe de
Victorine, 1 bave made use of the data furnished by Sedaine
relative to M. Vanderke, who, being a nobleman, became a
merchant, and in that position, by dint of work, liberality,
probity, wisdom, modesty, acquired all the hamble but trne
glory of a character, sammed np by Bedaine in the ex-
pression : “ Philosophe sans le savoir” (a philosopher without
knowing it). In the same play, Vanderke's wife, son, and
daoghter are very affectionate, sincere, and good creatores,

I have not interfered with the master’s typical characters,
bat I have endeavonred to develop that of Anicine, the busi-
ness man, the household friend; he a petty bourgevis, a model
of disinterestodness and fidelity. Lastly, I have created that
Fulgence, also a petty bourgevis, a simple clerk, peither
ridicolons nor hateful; yon have youmrself said so,

* Procia de iendance, titernlly a re of tendency,” signifying &
charge of intent to commit or tendeocy S0 comemit a certain ack.  Here
employed o sigrify exception taken fo ideas aud persous.
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Le Mariage de Victorine is thus a play, the characters in
which all belong to the bourgeoisie; it is a modest but frank
apotheosis of the virtues peculiar to that cless, when it
understands and fulfils its tree duties.

In Les Vacances de Pandolphe, the chief personage is a
professor of law, a bourgeois pure and simple; a beneficent
miranthrope, who loves paternally and is the object of filial
love.

In Le Pressoir, the characters belong to the working -
classes. You have thought them too virtmous, too devoted,
too intelligent. Yet, with respect to Flaminio, the characters
in which do not belong to the bourgesisie, you snbsequently
said: “ Well done, artiste. Artisan is better. One of the
Greek names of Minerva was Minerva Artisana.”

I have uot read what yon have written about Mauprat.
In that there are neitber bourgeoisie nor artistes. X do not
know what you have found in it upon which to-expend your
indignant eloquence. . ;

We have now come to Favilla. Now, in fact and Jor the
Jirst time, an arfiste and an artisan are seen discussfng. You
were good enough to write an insincere analysis of my play,
arming yourself with a first version, which was printed but
not published in Belgium. You have, I believe, neither seen
nor resd the play as published and performed, and you give
- an acconnt of it ; you quote that which was neither performed
nor published. That style of criticism is loyal towards neither
the author, nor the public, nor yourself, my dear confrére;
and, but for your having been gravely affected, which fact I
regret and deplore without knowing its cause, yon would not
thus have acted.

It is certain that I was not satisfied with n« play of La
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Baronnie de Muhldorf* seeing that I almost entirely ro-
wrote it; there is no doubt that, from an artistic point of
view, the character of the bourgeois Keller is tco proncunced,
as I have essentially modified it.

Isay from an arlistic point of view, for, from a moral
point of view, the bourgeoisic was not more harshly depicted
therein than it is in Mailre Favilla. Had I made 3 monster
of the father of Keller, the son wonld none the leus have been
a noble character; in my rough draft the last-mentioned
personage was assigned a more active and important
part.

- None of my own co-religionists (for I belong to the
religion of Christian equality, and many are of my way of
thinking) would bave reproached me with representing a
young bourgevis as enthusiastic and generons. Why did
those who profess the doctrine that power should be in the
hands of the wealthy, find fault with me for bripging nnder
their notice a hardened and vicious Lloated bourgesia ? Why
do people seek for haired in the teachings of art? Are we
in the time of Tarfufe, when, people were not sllowed to
depict the character of the hypocrite? Yet, even in the days
when Tartufe first appeared, true Christians saw in that
¢riminal only a ehadow favourable to the diffusion of true
light. 1 might almost be driven to believe, my dear confrire,
that yon do not credit the existence of any virtues in the
bourgesisie, and that you, viewing its fanlts in a more serivus
light than myself, will one fine day compel me to take up its

defence.
I say then that, from an artistic point of view, my first

} % The origioal title of Maifre Furilia,
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sketch of the bourgeois Keller had seemed to me too romghly
drawn. It was too harsh s figure in a picture whose general
effect I wished to make appear soft and sentimental. I work
much more conscientiously than your fraternal charity is
pleased to suppose. Those who sce me at work are aware of
it, and, whatever opinion yon may profess on the subject, the
public themselves deign to notice it; for they bestow sympa-
thetic tears wpon that impoasible madman of a Favilla, and
benevolently smile npon the good impulses of the terrible .
Keller, who, everything considered, is orly ridiculous.
Behold, here is the great crime! the sﬁpposing that an
ex-linen-draper could be incapable of understanding music,
loving artistes, dislinguishing at a glance between an honest
woman and & dohémienne, eating up his income by alms or
princely liberality, and finally of marrying his son without
hesitation to a girl whose only fortune is her fine eyes! The
foregoing is, indeed, a very cruel, sharp, bitter, and systematic
condemnation of the bourgeoisie / '

The reproach of systematic hatred is precisely, my dear
confrére, that which I resent; for I fail to see that you can
derive any credit from proféssing such a seniiment against
arlistes. How often, upon other occasions, did you not glorify
yourself for belonging to that feeling and inspired race, and
why, as regurds Flaminio, do you display such horror of the
actor, you who created and illustrated Deburau,* the illustrious
clown? Who then can have hurt you so much, and why do
you thus disown your very destiny, which is to observe,
understand, and love the drama? By quoting your own
words I could certainly show that yom contradict yourself a
hundred times; but my object in writing to you is not to

* The name of & personage in one of M, Jules Janin’s works,
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dispute your artistic appreciation, it is in order to say to you:
“Pat aside the spite that animates you, and, as regards the
moral aspect of things in general, do not indulge in volantary
injustice.” As for me, my morality is the only strength which
I claim to possesa againat thonghtless decisions, and as you
do not feel it, it is useful, once for all, that I should let you
know it.

That morality is a morality of the heart, which took
posseasion of me chiefly aa I advanced in ycarn. It is not a
fanly, as you term it, it is a very deep and wholesome senti-
ment of what men, at all times and everywhere, owe omne
another, bebind the wings of a stage as at a shop-counter, in
the light of the sup which illumines the sweet dreams of the
poet, as in that of the lamp which illumines the contemplative
hours of the savani, the philosopher, the speculator, or the
critic. Do you not see, my dear confréire, that yon watched
too long by the light of that lamp to snderstand men; you
only understand books, and you give your appreciation of
the foundation when yon should only give it reapecting the
form. Truly, as regards the latter, yoa have often shown
yourself to be a master. Nourished with excellent reading,
and sparkling with erndition, yor have written some exquisite
pages when free from passion and prejudice. Bat yon have
nothing in you of the philoscpher. Yet, in order to become
& complete critic, one needs a little philosophy. Yon write
criticisms like an artiste, giving way to your emotions, to your
impulses, to your fita of poetry or of spleen. When reading
your works I do not complain. The talent you display—
when you give yourself proper time—disarms jndgment,
whose true perceptions you sometimes ruffle. People exclaim
at every page: “Artiste, arfiste, bat not ap artisan! poetic
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and theatrical muse, and not Minerva Artisana/ Whatever he
may say or do, he is not at any time a bourgeois, for the ideal .
bourgeois is wise, just, and consistent. The heavy hammer of
logic belongs to the artisan, the brilliant hobby of fancy to
the artiste.”’

When coolriving to divide men into distinch classes:
artistes, artisans, bourgeoisie, dreamers, bobemians, wise and
foolish, or even rich and poor, you no longer understand
them. All such divisions were very well ten years ago, and if -
we have retained them in our modes of expression, it is only by
force of habit. Let us examine the present state of society.
In the recent political agitations all its notions, habits, and
destinies have become confused, like cards shuffied by the
bands of the great gamester, whose name is progress.

Yes, progress is, in spite of all, always more rapid in the
midst of trouble than in the midst of peace. I know your
opinions, and you are acquainted with mine; our views are
divergent, but they are not concerned here.

Our manners and ideas have been greatly disturbed.
Fanciful dreamer that you are, have you not felt the earth
shaking under our feet and the sky trembling over our heads?
Do you not see that men and things are alterod ? Has not
blind and passive fortune altered its course like some machine
which no humen hand ean control? Who, in your opinion,
are to-duy the rich and who the poor? According to you,
the rich are the wise and the poor sre the fools. Well,
that is an erroneons notion, which you would rid yourself of if
you were fo look outside of your books and your recollections.
Work, commerce, economy, calculation, reason were indeed,
in Keller’s time, almost certain sources of gain, success, and

security. Now, chsunce, fashion, vogue, sudacity, mere luck
VOL. IL L]
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alone decide the chances of rich and poor. The lourgesis,
whom our memory embalmed and whom your imagination is
bent upon reviving, no longer exists. The bourgemis who,
every night, reckons the honest and modest profita of his
day’s labours, who does not speculate on the Stack Exchange,
who does not venture upon the exciting speculations of
extensive industrial operations, is no longer a bourgevis. He
belongs to the masses, and, between him acd the artisan~—
whom you are quite right to esteem and to respect—there is
only the difference of a little more or less activity, inventive-
ness, or ambition. What do I say! there is nowadays bat
little difference, as regards grievanceas and desires, between
the peasant starving on the land which ke does not know
how to utilise, or canoot from lack of knowledge and eapital,
and the petty shopkeeper who with difficully secures a
modest competency, whilst always disturbed by the diffi-
culty of obtaining credit. The tiller of the soil, like the
tradesman, like the artist, like all those who have not secured
big prizes, Flaminio like Fulgence, Keller like Favilla, all
constitate the people.

Henceforth they do not present conflicting contrasta :
they are men who seck or work, wait or bope; brothers and
equals who may sometimes still quarrel and misanderstand
one ancther, but who are on the eve of agreeiry, Lecause
with them, wkether virtue plays the fddle or intelligence
mensures oat linen, intelligence and virtue alone constitate
the ansiocracy.

How and why can yon expect a poet to halfz this or
that man, among those workers whose caore is common,
whatever may be the proper pames inscribed opon their fags,
in the past, in the preseut, or in the futare?
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What the poet should hate and reprove, if he were devoid
of reason or charity, is speculation, that terrible game which
makes and mars existences, benefiting some at the expense
of others, so much so that, every twenty years (I am speaking
of the past, it will now be much more frequent), the soil of
France changes hands. Yes, speculation, that queen of
vicissitudes, of struggles, of jealousies and passions, that
enemy of the idesl and of our droams, that realist above
all others, which impels men towards the feverish activity -
of success and which equally disdains the contemplations of
the artiste, the erndite labours of the critic, the systema of
philosophers, and the religious aspirations of moralists. At first
sight, the lovers of the science of speculation wounld hence-
forth seem to be the bourgeois, the real, the only bourgeois,
in our present eociety, which only possesses antiqmated and
unsuitable expressions for new things. Bat, if we consider i,
that ardent race which is rapidly invading all the moral and
physical forces of our time does mot constitute a class by
itself, it is not even a distinct race. It is like the Charch of
Positivism, rocruiting adepts everywhere, and finding some
among poets as among grocers, among the laity as among the
clergy, in the highest walks of society as in its most obscure
and most servile regions; so much so that, in order to make a
fortune or to escape distress, men mneed no longer perform
a patient and daily task, have business talent or the inspira-
tious of art; the question for them is to master the mechanism
of buuks and the calenlations of financial eventualities, to
attempt bold strokes, to invest their money safely, to syste-
matise the chances of gain; ia short, to know how to gamble,
since gumbling on a large scale has become the soul of modern
society. ‘

5 2
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This wonld, no doubt, be a fine subject of declamation for
those who are anacquainted with what is known now under
the name of business; but, if we rise above guestions of injory
to our own interests in the strnggle, if we shake off selfishness
in order to consider the progress of the economicsl torrent
and the end towards which, with artists and politicians alike,
its waters are rushing, we are struck at percciving general
salvation at the end of that career opened to unbridled
individealism,

We see capitals hurled after the marvellous conquests of
industry, and forcibly, fatally placing themselves at the scrvice
of the genins of invention. We observe the principle of
association breaking forth like the sun through the storm-
clouds, machines performing the laborious task of man, and
pew industries offering a8 compensation to the working classes,
freed from the doty of beasts of burden and called upon to
perform more intelligent, less severe, and healthier occupae-
tions, We, in fine, see Socialism—your Apocalyptic beast,
my dear confrére—making room for itself and grafting itsclf
upon Enropean society, whatever be the ontward forms of
equality or aathority, of republic, dictatorship, or autocracy
which it may please nations to inscribe at the bead of their
present and foture constitutiona

The force of the community of interests is such that
nothing can henceforth thwart its wonderful progress, and
peither wars nor revolntions succeed in wrecking ita conquests,
The cataclysms which, in the political as in the physical order
of things, are constantly threatening mankird, will withoat
doabt destroy many fortunes yet, existences, and schemes, it
geems to me inevitable ; but that which is acquired in relation
to social science i acquired for ever. Specnlators have
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become sensible, they have taken advantage of the works of
political and social economy which have been hatched during
a whole century. They use them to their own advantage, and
generally, perhaps wholly, in view of their own advantage;
they nevertheless nse them, and that is the great point. Civi-
lisation will be benefited by it when enlightenment is more
widely diffused and the aim more obvious.

Meanwhile there are, doubtless, many sufferings and dis~
asters. I should not agree with you were I to formulate the.
complaints that most touch and grieve me in the maleficent:
influences of that social transformation, Besides, we are nob
free to investigate that question deeply. Buf, to confine
myself to the subject of my letter, art and artistes—art, that
is our mutual profession; artisies, to whose ranks we both
belong, my dear confrére—I am of opinion that our mandate
should be to fight against the excess of pras&fa',cim that is
inevitably invading the world, and, while not impeding the
rush of those troubled waters which, sconer or later, must
become clearer, to save some few pearls, or at least some
flowers carried away by the storm.

What are your mind and héart about, you who, like myself,
have been art-making and have led an artistd’s life during
nearly the last quarter of a century, that yon should ntter all
those imprecations against poets, artists, musicians, actors, all
the lovers of the ideal ?
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To Mapasre ArNovLD-PLessy, Paris.

Nonasyt, 2188 Novemlber, 1555.
My manpsoue Dariing, .

I have been and still am quite poorly; but you must
not say 8o, because that would bring upon me thirty letters
from friends more frightened than there is peed for them to
be. It was but & cold; but colds are with me of a nasty
nervous character. They literally choke me. I am s little
better now; bat it has delayed me. My play* was finished,
and in the copyist’s hands; I took it back in order to touch
it up. After repeated corrections I obtained a better result,
and the copyist (Emile) has again the opportunity of dis-
playing his fine handwriting. Only last night did my mind
rest from that meditation, whose progress the cold from
which I was suffering had retarded, if not obstructed ; and I
now write to you at once before going to bed. My letter will,
I hope, find you in the midst of a new succesa, I have already
forgotten whose Joconde + this is. Is it Leonardo da Vinei’s?
You are at least a8 handsome gs she was, and I am sure that
people adore yon a8 much in that character as they do in all
others,

I am thinking of going to Paris with my burly manascript
at the end of this month. That will be soon enongh, will it
not ? If it should be too early for me to be of any use, let me
know, and I will send you the play if need be. Ought1to
write to M. Doncet to let him know what progress I have
made? Does he rely npon me? After I have submitied my

% L'Irrisclu, performed = the Gymmase, under the title of Franpise.
¥ The title of a play in which Madame Arnould-Plessy was acting.
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production to you and to Madame Allan (for you must guide
me absolutely in the distribution of the parts), am I to hand
him my manunscript ?

Have you found a reader for me" I am unacquamted
with any.

Regnier’s part in the said piece is very good; would he
consent o undertake fhe reading?* T will ask him;
I fancy he must be a good reader, but I do not know.

Do not expect a brilliant part, my darling. Yours is one
expressing kindness, tenderness, and eincerity. Like yourself
when not acting, it both langhs end weeps, But I fear that
those who like champagne will think it but clear water!

The piece is & long one; your part is mot, although it is
the very life and soul of the play. I do not kmow whether
Bressant will care for his part; it is rather a long-drawn one
and the object of the lesson tanght in the play, and he,
always'accustomed to please and to come oub victorious, may
consider himeelf rather too much sacrificed to the moral of the
piece. The other male character will perhaps be better liked
by the public ; Bressant might like to take it, but his qgualities
would mot show to such advantage therein as in the part
I propose for him, which, everything considered, is the
most important in the play.‘ Madame Allan will, I believe, be
satisfied, a8 her desire is to appear stupid, poor dear woman,
She will furnish at once the framework and the galety of the
piece. The part of Provost is not an extensive one, but I

& It is the custom in the leading Paris theatres for plays, when sub-
mitted by their authors for approval, to be read by one of the actors
before the directors.~The chances of the authors are naturally much
affected by the way in which their produotmna are read upon such
oceasions.
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think it is nicely sketched : will he undertake it? Firally,
1 shall require two more comedians, whose standing need not
be so high as those mentioned above, but the selsction of
whom will be rather a delicate matier, in order that nothing
may be compromised.

Now, in your opinion, is the play worth anything? You
will tell me, for I do not know, I have studied it so moch that
I am quite bewildered. Will it be accepted? that is not
certain. They perbaps have made up their minds beforehand
to reject it.

Ah1 I was forgetting: Mademoiselle Dubois ia talented, is
she not ! her part is all-important.

I have received the prize (prime).* I thack you for having
shown yourself such a clever business man. After all this, my
kind and beantifal child, I kisa and love you. Love me also
like my good daughter, as you are.

Groesz Saxp,

To M. ALexANDRE Dusias, Jun., Paris,

Noparst, 26t November, 1855,
My prar Carwp,

I am quite pleased to receive news of you. I ouly ask
to be allowed to serve you, and I have already assigned one of
my characters to Mademoiselle Dubois, whom you recom-
mended to me last year. I do not know M. Bache;+ I have
pever seen him. If youn have not recommended him merely

# Protmbie allusion to some prize such as those given {0 newspaper
subecribers.
4+ The comedian.
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as a matter of courtesy and are really interested in him, you
must let me have a reply to this; for I wish ydu to inform me
a3 follows: Is he tall, short, stoat, young, old, lively, or
serious? 'Would he, for example, make up well as a wealthy
nobleman, oblique in morals as in vision, or a8 a thieving valet ?
Would he expect a leading part, or would he accept & subordi-
nate one? Finally, has he really any go and origina.lity' in
him ?

You compliment me upon Fawilla ; I myself have not seen
you since the production of Le Demi-monde. That is &
masterpiece of cleverness, wit, and observation. It indeed
marks a progress in the science of the drama and in that of
life, and yet I liked Diane and Marguerite better, because I
like plays which canse me to weep. I like drama better than
comedy, and, like a good woman, I want to feel enthusiastic
over one of the characters. I was sorry that the young girl
of the Demi-monde should have been made so little of after
having been so well conceived, and that that rascally woman,
who is 80 true to life and s0 well played, should have been the
absorbing character in the piece. I of course know that, after
baving made the Dame auz Camdlias interesting, you felt it
necessary to present the reverse side of the medal. Art requires
those impartial studies and contrasts which belong to life,
This, however, is not a criticism that I am writing. I always
regard you as the first of the new school of dramatic authors,
according to the style to-day, as your father is the first in that
. of yesterday. I mysolf belong to the style of the day before
yesterday or the day after to-morrow, I know not and
it watters litile, I amuse myself with what I do, but am
still better amused with what you do, and your plays are for
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Will you make me weep the next time? If yon are in that
vein, I promise yon not to restrain myself. How is it that I do
not see you when I come to Paris? Because you have no
time to learn that I am there, and I have nof time to ascertain
whether you are there. It is here, at Nohant, tha you
should come to see me. You would have time here for
working, and we shonld have hours of recreation when we
could chat. Make np yoar mind then to do so one of these
days, if you Iove me a little, who love you so mnch. Ialso
send yon Maurice’s kind regards, and beg yon to convey my
tender regards to your father. Why do we get nothing from
him? Wae are in want of something. The heroic drama has
ended only because the masters have left it. If you reply,
and you have fresh news from Montigny, let me have it. And
that poor Villars too, we have killed him by not giving him

the leading parts. Bat is that your fault ?
Groeox Saxp.

To M. Pavi prg Saivr Vicror, Paris.
L J

Paxn, 1750,

, I have just thanked Théophile Gautier for his capital
article, and I also thank you for yours,* my dear sir. In
doing 8o I disregard a scruple of conscience, which always
prevented me from expressing thanks for the critique. Bat,
as you understand the motive for that scruple, you will also
andersiand why it vanisbes as regards yourself,

There is a sort of stupid pride, of which we are accused by

# Awn sriicle reviewing Fraagoise.
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those who do mot possess any other; there is also a sort of
true pride, which lofty characters do not misunderstand. That is
why 1 confidently tell you that I feel encouraged by your

sympathy, and gratefnl for it.
1f you should feel any interest in the general rehearsal of
Commne il voue plaira* I shall be delighted to see you when it
takes place.
- Yours,,

GEorar SaND.

To Mapame AUucUSTINE D BERTHOLDI, .Brmm-les-
Allemands, vid Clamecy.

Pamns, 13th April, 1856.
Dear Davantes,

I think you forgetfull but for Evgénie, I should only
have heard about once since your return to Brinon. Because
I do not reply o yon (you are sufficiently acquainted with the
life I lead here), you are not justified in leaving to other
people the daty of letting me know how you are. You have
more than enough time to w;-il'.e to me; you write to every-
body else. You even find time for match-makipg; as for
me, you neglect me entirely. You are therefore, dear little
daughter, scolded by me, in order to cure you of grumbling as
you do.
 As for the match of which you speak, I believe it is &
desirable and will prove & happy onme. I heard of it with
much pleasure, and am 'delighted at it for the sake of bot.h
families,

¥ An adaptation of Bhakespenare's As You Like It, by George Band,
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I donot know whether you have agnin seen the Girerds since
they were here; if 80, they will have told yon, goose that yoa
are, that I do not forget you, and that we talked a good deal
about you.

I am writing to you on my return from the Théhtre
Frangais, where my Comme il vous plaire, adapted and
imitated from Shakespeare, has just been performed.

The piece was very unsatisfactorily played by most of the
actors. The ecenery and costumes were splendid, the public
very hostile, being composed of all those who were unfavour-
ably disposed, whether conuected with the houvse or ont of
doors. Success was nevertheless secured, nobody beicg able
to display his ill-will, and Shakespeare was more triumphant
than I expected. As for me, I thought the public cold and
stopid, but everybody says they were very warm, like the
public nsoally at a first representation at the Théitre Frangais,
and all my friends are delighted.

Frangoise ia going on eplendidly, and its saccess increases
daily.

Good night, dear danghter; it is late, and T am going to
bed, in order to rest from tls fatignes involved by the
three plaj'a whose performance I have secured duoring the last
four montha

1 kiss yoa fondly, also Bertholdi and Georget;* 1 shall
start for Nohant towards the end of next week. Write to me
there.

#* Term of endearmens for George.
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To M. Crarces Duverner, La Chdtre.

Nonaxr, November, 1856.

The impression is not clear enough, or the seal ifself
is too much worn fo permit of its being described with
certainty. The following is what I believe I see in it:

Two shields argent, interlaced, under an earl’s coronet.

The dexter shield is as follows:

Argent, lion-léopardé (that is, in the act of walking),
bearing a small escutcheon, in whose field appears a lamb
passant (that is, in the act of walking) across a plain or
champagne. The shield is d’enguerre, that is, metal upon
metal, a rather uncommon occurrence in heraldry. The cham-
pagne 18 & charge somewhat rare in blazonry. The position
of the small escutcheon and its shape are also very unusual.
The arms may perhaps not belong to heraldry at all, and be
bat fancy ones.

The sinister shield bears charges quite in accordance
with well-known and Ioglcal facts. Its description is as
follows :

Chevron gules (that is, red), on field argent, charged with
three roses stalked and in foliage, and surmounted in chief
by an ordinary which seema to be a sun, termed the sun in
splendour or midduy-sun, because of its accupying the central
spot in the uppermost portion of the escuteheon.

The earl’s coronet does mnot signify anything., It appeara
that, in the eighicenth century, everybody used o assume it;
for my grandfather Dupin, who possessed no title, displayed ;t
over his three shells argent on field azure,

But the chevron is the sign of very ancient nobility. It
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ranks among the ordinaries known in heraldry as les piiess
honorables (honourable churges). 1t refers either to a stirrup or
to.a bar of tournament (barriire de tournoi) ; opinions differ
on that important point, but it is undoubtedly a sign of
knighthood. .

~ If what I term the small escuntcheon of the dexter shicld
were & large bezant, which may possibly be the case, it would
be a sort of sonvenir of the crusades. The bezants (a cor.
' roption of the word byzantine), were coins in use at
Byzantinm., They are often met with in armoaries, though
of a much smaller size than on your emall escutcheon, If
that escutcheon were a bezanf, we should have to say:
bezant charged over the whole, and lamb passant in pretence
over all. :

There is erudition and ecience for you! It does not cost
much, and i3, thank God, forgotten =8 quickly as it is
learned.¥

A thonsand fond kisecs to Eugénie. Good-bye, I hope to

see you S00I.

To M. Carazeatra, Brussels.
Nomasr, 6k April, 1257,

You do not know what you are talking abount with
your Colosseum, your form, your great people, and your cry
for vengeance, which yon say ooght to be shonted on the
honsetops. I forgive you your artist’s taste, you have a right
to it, and T do not qnarrel with those whose power (a real one)
is derived from their point of view. I should be very sorry to

®* Heraldry has been described as “the science of fools with long
memories.”
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shake their opinion if I could, and, seeing that I cannot do so, .
my own notions and instincts constitute the right of my thesis,
without either danger or damage fo those who feel strongly
in favour of the contrary thesis,

I am quite willing to give you the stick; bub you are
a dreadful humbug and never come for it.

As for what I was to say respecting the martyrs of the
canse, 1 have said it; but what I have written must remain in
my desk until a new state of things. Do you then believe
that we are free to say anything? You are a nice fcilow,
you, with both your hands in your pockets, perambulating the
gtreets of Brussels! In the last chapter of my novel* I
endeavoured to shadow forth something of my thoughts,
yet it is not certain thet the work will pa.sé the censorship.

Three lines referring to Lomennais were cut out because -
of their allusion to the Capuchin friars with whom he had
lived, yot the Presset does its best to assist the anthor.
How disgusting! we are kept as mate as thongh we were
dead.

Az we cannot, therefore, speak of what in Rome is mute,
paralysed, and invisible, we must soundly denomnce that
which we see of Rome, that which is reared there: squalid-
ness, laziness, and infamy. We must not show mercy even
to the monuments which console the stupid tourists, spurious
artistes, devoid of feeling, of reflection, of heart, who tell
us: “ What matters that there are priests and beggars ? they
have a characler of their own, they are in harmony with
the riins; we are very happy here, we admire stones and
forget men.”

* La Daniclla. :
t The title of & newspaper in which George Sand used to write.
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No, I will not admire, lave, or tolerate anything in Satan’s
kingdom, that old hannt of brigands! I feel that I could
spit upon the people who kneel before cardinals. Secing
that they are the only people we are allowed to speuk of, let
us do so! those we do not speak of are not under considera-
tion. If, thanks to me, anybody shonld fcel horror and
disgust for Rome, such aa it is to-day, I shall bave done some-
thing usefol. I might say as much of cursclves, if 1 were
allowed, bat our hands are tied, and I never require other
writers to jeopardise themselves in place of me.

Besides, we French people never act so ugly as a devout
and lazy nation. We make mistakes, we easily become
excited and infuriated. But could they ever do with ns
what they have done with Rome? Chi lo sa?% Perhapa!
However, we have not yet come to that.

It is, therefore, good to point out what becomes of priest-
ridden people, and I was right in doing so at any cont. What
1 say may perhaps incense Italians; yet, if they reflect, they
must agree with me.

’

To B5f. Coartes Epsonp, Paris.

Kowawy, 12k Jume, 1537,

Dear friend, it is not an historical novel,t it is a novel
in the style of the pericd of Lounis X1II. In an bistorieal
novel we expect to find serions incidents, important person-
ages, the relation of great deeds. That is not what I am
engzged in, and the description of my novel as advertised in

* Who knows? t+ Les Beauz Meavicwrs de Exis Doré,
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the Presse, might leed one to expect some more serious
adventures than those I relate. As it wonld be rather difficult
without a long periphrase to convey to the reader the dis-
tinction which I here point out to you, pray strike out the
word historical from the sdvertisement. It is better to give
more than we promise than to promise more than we give.
I have treated the whole matter from my own point of view,
and have made numerous researches in order to be historieally
faithful to the most insignificant details of customs, ideas, and
manners of the times included within the scope of my work,
1 have not associated my story with a single point that is not
historical. Yet all this cannot make & novel like Walter
Scott’'s. We have to-day no novelist who can write as he
wrote.

What has become of you? And the little girl

Will you soon come to see us? Is my friend of the Rue
des Baints-Péres melancholy or ill?* I have not heard from
ber for some time now, and when she is silent I secarcely dare
to question her, '

Good night, dear; yours in heart,

K G. Sanp.

" To M, Craries Powncy, Toulon.

Nonaxt, 15tk dugust, 1857,
Desr Camp,

_Never part with the letters of defunct persons, though
people mey ask you for them. There is always some idea of
self-interest hiddem noder such requests. Letters which are

* Modame Arnould-Plessy, an actress.
YOoL, 1L T
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honest (like those of Lamennais, rather religionsly collected
by Old Nick*} lead to no result, except that in parting with
them you ran the risk of being deprived of your autographs,
which get mislaid. Attempts in sach & case are fruitless,
becanse the relations, heirs, or exetutors of the dead person
claim the moropoly of such publications, It is their right.
They avail themselves of it sometimes throogh copidity,
sometimes also ont of genaine respect for the memory of
their departed relation or friend. Shonld, in fact, the latter
come back to this world, he woold not always be very satiufied
to see letters, not intended by him for the popular gaze,
published in their entirety. The letters must, therefore, be
curtailed. And then! that is not an easy task. The editors,
nnder the pretext that they are responsible for their authen-
ticity, require, from those who part with the letiers, the
cession of the antographs. From that moment you are at
their mercy. Whom will you hold responsible, if they should
publish what you yourself would not ? In short, if you com.!
ply, you expose yourself o a great annoyance and d:sagreeablea

judieial bickerings. !
So far as I recollect, Béfanger's letters to yon display a,

feeling of mingled friendliness and sourness towards me.’
Those he wrote to me concerning yourself are illalisposed
towards you. He was onkind both in heart and trmgw;
although his personal life was irreproachable. He was an expert;
in giving advice, thoagh himself reluctant to receive any. In
his position that was a great art ; but be was very ﬂéttenng
and perfidions whenever he did pot ron any riek, and he

5 An allusion either to M. M. E Forgues or to M. M. A. Blaize,
pephew of Lamennais, both of whom publiaked colections of Lam:-n-

nais’ Jetters.—Probably s nom de plume.
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often took a mean advantage of the religious respect which
was felt for his genius, age, and probity. Poor Eugéne Sue,
who died so young, had a much warmer hearf!

Your lines on Saint Solange are truly fine and charming.
Baot having to earn bread for yoar family, yon work ander
difficalty, I quite see it. Buat mo; I also perceive that yon
are courageous, and feel the consolation derived from the
fulflment of duty. It cannot be helped! Such is life!
Béranger had no family' to support. He enjoyed & calm
repose. 'We cannot hope for the same.

- Good night, dear child; yours in heart,

To Her MayesTy TiE EMPRESS EUGENIE.

NomaxT, 6th October, 1857,
Mapau,

The fruitful end gracious protbetion which Yonr
Majesty deigns to bestow upon arfistes encourages me fo
address you in that quality, in order to enlist your kindness
in behalf of a family well wortliy of it.

The great dramatic name of Marie Dorval protects that
family and intercedes in its favomr. M. Luguet, himself a
telented and honest artiste, married the danghter of that cele-
brated ortiste. Recently, when at Plombisres, His Majesty
the Emperor deigned to encourage him. M. Luguet has five
childreg, and no other resource except his daily work.

But what will most touch the feeling heart of Your
Majesty is & recital of the numerous deeds of charity
performed by Marie Dorval, who died in needy circumstances

after a life of glory aud fatigue.
: T2
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Ia addition to more than 100,000 francs* secured to the
varions hospitals + throngh her great sunccesses, Madame
Dorval (who patronised several charitable inatitutions in
Toulouse) founded several beds in the hosapitals at Lyons,
Bordeanx, Montpellier, as also a d:;y norsery (créche) in the
Faubourg Saint Antoire.f Several of the beds there are
nnder the patronage of Saint-George, in memory of & grand-
#gon, apon whom the poor woman had set her whole affection,
snd whose death she did not survive,

Your Majesty needs only to speak, avd Jacques Laguet,
the second grandson of Madame Dorval, will receive in a lysde

“the development of his fine intellect and happy digposition,
That will be one more beneficent deed in the precious life of
Your Majesty, and, I dare vouch, one of those that will inspire
its recipient with the deepest gratitade and prodnce the best
resulta. :

It is to a mother that mothers dare to appeal. That sacred
title, whick heaver” has blessed in Your Masjeety, still adds
bope and faith to the profound respect with which we invoke
yon, and with which I have the honour to be, .

Your Majesty’s most Knmble, obedient servant,
Groror Sawp,

* About £4,000 sterling.

4+ Throughout France s tax is levied on thestrical proprietors. Tt
is known as le droi? des pauncres {poor's iax), and represents a certain
percentage of the gross receipts of the thestres. The tax is devoted to
the support of hoepitals and other charitable institutions. :

? Oae of the districts of Paris ichabited chiefly by the working
elasses, ‘
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To THE SAME.

Noaaxt, 30tk October, 1857.
Mapam, :

The reply which Yonr Majesty deigned to make to
su appeal worthy of enlisting your interest is such as We
expected from Your Majesty’s exquisitely kind and feeling
heart. We told you that the great artiste who left this world
for a better one is now praying for the maternal felicity of the
august and kind protectress of her children,

We dare not take the liberty of thanking Your Majesty;
for you do good for its own sake,and withont heeding whether
the gratitude you deserve will be in any way adequate; but we
dare tell you that you bave made an addition to the number of
your bappy subjects, because we believe that to be the only
reward sought for by Your Majesty.

With those profound and respectfal sentiments, and in the
name of the Luguet family and in my own,

I bave the honounr to be,
Madam,
Your Majesty’s most h}lmble, grateful servant,
GeoRGE SaAND,

To M, CriARLEs Eprmonp, Parts.

‘ Noaarxt, 29th November, 1857,
Dear Frienp,

Before speaking about business, I wish to tell you that,
a few days ago, I began to read your account of the great
voyage, and that, compliment and friendly prejudices apart, I
have been delighted by it, I was afraid to open your big
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book and have to leave it unread. That is why I only opened
it when certain that I should no longer have to write a three-
act comedy every week for our Nohant theatre. I am at ease
now, and following you throngh the icebergs: it is written
with a masterly hand, I assure you. It is lively and at once
amusing and awe-inspiring; it is charmingly French as
regardes both style and tone. The little nest, lined with silk
and velvet, where the passengers meet to smoke and listen to
Schubert's melodies, despite the possibility of meoting with
floating ice likely to crush the ship, is a detail well described,
aa thrilling as one of Cooper’s stories, but more artistic. I
am going to follow you to Sweden, preciscly where I have
laid the scene of my new novel. Before reading it carefully,
I perused rapidly that part of the book. I perceive that you
have not been to Dalecarlia, where I pitched my tent in
imagination. Tell me whether you possess a French, Italian,
‘or English (I sm not acquainted with any other language)
work on that part of Sweden, aud a few particulars respecting
its history in the eighteenth century, under Fredcric
Adolphus, the husband of Ulrica of Prussia. Yoo would
greatly oblige me by lending it to me. If you cannot, then
let me know of a book which I conld read treating of Sweden
at that time; or elee, if the matter is still fresh in your
memory, write a concise précis of it for me, extending only
over a few pages.

I do not know why yon have moments when yon feel
disheartened ; you really possess very eolid and fine talent,
and, besides, s marvelious facility, for your work is voluminons
and treats of everything, a wonderfal memory for all you have’
seen, and a special aptitade in having been able to see it in:
order to feel it, while secing ¢ in order lo remember if. I
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certainly should be unable to do as much. I lull myself to
sleep by watching flies, and allow a crowd of interesting facts
to pass unnoticed. You may be assured that your book is
well written, and that I am quite competent enough to be able
to tell you so. Thus, if you possess reslly excellent faculties,
you ought never to lose heart. You will have as many cares
and troubles as & blockhead, and will feel them more keenly ;
but, whilst more hurt by the buffets of life than vulgar thick-
skinned people, you will have this enormous compensation
which they have not—intelligent work, attractive work, as the
Fourierists would say.

Let us talk of business; it won't take long. You will take'
whatever time yon require for the new publication; and.
merely give me a littlo money if I should want it, in exchange
for the manuscript,

Subject to your opinion, here is the title : Ohristian Waldo.
You will say that Weldo is not a Swedish name; that may
be, but it is strictly historical. The pame is a source of
surprise even to him who bears it. Ancounce, if you like,
that the novel treats of events in the eighteenth century, so.
88 to prevent il being supposed that it refers to some rela-
tion of Pierre Waldo, the chief of the Vaudois. Or again,
you may, if yon think it more attractive, give the work the title
of Le Chiteau des Efoiles. That is, we fancy, Stglleborg, which
some personage built for himself in Dalecarlia, in imitation of
that at Uraniemborg in the Island of Haven. In this.castle
some strange things occaur. Let us hope that they will prove
amusing ; I believe upon further consideration that the latter
title will take best. Decide yourselfl. Do not announce it ag
& picture either of Sweden or of the eighteenth century; for
the actnal facts will be less adhered to than in Bois-Doré.
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shall do my best with it; but this time I am enly writing 4
romantic novel.

You say that Alexandre loves me & good deal; he ha
reason to do so, As for me, I love him as though I were hil
mother. I adore s just, tranquil, serene, and strong nature
whose intellect 38 in perfect harmony with its organisation.
That is a very rare type; it is even a new cme in literary
humanity, which, up to the present time, probably owing t«
the fault of the social sarroundings, has not been able tc
display itself. The jealous artiste, that is to say, the wicked
snd unfortunate artiste, ia mearly synonymous with artiste,
Dumas the elder is essentially good, but too often intoxicated
with his own ability. His son has more good sense, whick
18 » rare thing in this century of intellectual orgies. He
will make his mark, and in this, the second balf of the centory,
the end of which I shall not live to see, but which I am sure
will be better than the first.

Be calm then, dear friend, I have no magnetic efflaence;
but henceforth, I believe, without illusion, and there is the
whole secret of what little strength I have. Yoo may have
much greater strength and you will have it, in feeling that
this world is moving a8 it should, and that you also are
helping it onward.

My children send their love.

G. Sawp.
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To THE SAME.

Nonraxt, 8th December, 1857,

My presentimeuts, it appears then, were only too well
founded. I do not know whether that is a misfortune for the
Presse. 1 do not believe it is.* Buat what troubles me is
your position, which you seem to regard as compromised in
the scrimmage. I cannot even indulge in suppositions, nob
knowing what share of influence your Bellevne friend + has
in the affair. If it be not indiscreet on my part to ask yom,
let me know ; but, in replying or not on this point, do not
leave me ignorant of what interests you personally, and in
what, by chance from the depths of my Thebaid, I could be
nseful to you, I should be delighted to find an opportunity,
80 as to lay hold of it, and should not fear pulling toe hard
that beaatiful hair,} which often passes us unawares, like the
tails of comets,

For my part, I also feel a little grieved; for, in the past
I contribated to the fatal sum of warnings. The punishment
of La Daniella falls at present on the back of Bois-Doré, which
must be shattered by this tremendous blow. The public

quickly forget, and scarcely ever again care for a work that
has once been broken off,

* The publication in the Presss of La Daniella led to that joornal's
receiving two successive warnings st the beginning of 1857, A third
and last having been given to it in consequence of an article by
M. Alphonse Peyrat in December of the same year, the jonrnal becams
liable to suspengion without legal proceedings.

t Prinee Jéréme Napoléon.

1 An allusion to the fact that Opporfunily was represented by the

Romans under the figure of 8 woman, having heir only on the fore part
of the head.
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But all that does not prevent Peyrat’s article from being
well written, and I regard the severity displayed anything
bat clever, all things considered. Was not bis conclusion
in favour of the cath of allegiance, and is not the Presse going
to find subscribers again instead of losing them ?

You are indeed the personification of all that is obliging
to have thought of my old books, in spite of weariness, un-
easiness, and headache. Send me some of the worke you
mention, whickever you may think useful to me in connection
with the subject. I wan!a local sketch of Dalecarlia in the eigh-
teenth century, and an historical skelch of the court, the town,and
the country during the two reiqna preceding that of Gustavus ITL.
I might easily write these if I bad the facts, but I have no
details whatever, and all the anthorities I am able to consult
here are either quite silent or nearly so, ag regarda matters of
hats and bonnets.

1 have Marmier’s works, pnblished during the first twenty-
five years of the Rerue des Devz Mondes; but what I am in
search of is not there. If his Histoire de la Scandinavie only
deals with ancient times, it will not belp me ont of the difficulty.
Decide and act as if the mattef were your own. Above all be
quick abont it, provided that yon be not ili, and retain what I
shall owe you out of what I am about to ask dor from
M. Roumy;* for a considerable sum is still doe to me in
connection with Bois-Doré, and Y am passing throogh a little
finsncial crisis which is not withont example in my annual
budget. I do not think that my request will be thosghe
to arise from mistrnst ; I am incapable of that. 1t is owing to
stress of circumstances in my personal affairs.

Just another word now! If you are no longer obliged to

# Cashier as the office of the Pressa,
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stick close to work, and can consider the.time of suspension
s a holiday, come and spend it with us; you can work, you
can read to me what you have written, and your time will not
be lost.

Yet one word more. I have sent you the arficle on
Madame Allart. As the question is to be nseful to her, we
must not, you will agree with me, wait for the reappearance

of the Presse. If yom have an opportunity of so doing, place
the articles elsewhere as soon as possible. ' '

To Her Mayasry rue Empress EUGENIE,

Nopaxt, 9t Dacember, 1857,
Mapay,

Your Majesty, I know—everybody knows—will always
kindly welcome the idea of putting balm into human and
- gocial wounds. An act of legal severity has just seriously
affected the Presse newspaper, by decreeing its suspension for
two months. The moneyed men who cerry on these vash
andertakings mey have the méans of meeting such difficulties ;
bat must literary men, who sre not responsible for the
editorial tone of the newspaper, and above all the thousand
workmen employed in the mechanical part of the work, and
whom the suspension of their daily labour throws out into
the street in mid-winter, be considered culpable and be
punished ? .

However, they are punished for an article in which a large
number of the readers had seen mothing but advice to the
deputies to swear allegiance to the Emperor. But whatever
may be the fatality of the etornal misunderstanding which
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presides over the things of this world, it is not a plea for
political journalism that I come to place at the feet of Youar
Majesty.

It is not a request in the name of the writer, the real
canse of the trouble; it is still less & personal claim as regards
my personal literary connection with the paper: I would
never dare to trouble Your Majesty with the recital of
interests so trifling as mine.

Bat the chastisement falls upon workers who were in no
way parties to the incriminating act, aud perbaps, for the
greater part, most devoted to the power that strikes them. I
therefore venture to say to Yoar Majesty that the law having
been applied and authority satisfied, the part of mildness and
the benevolence of clemency might now begin.

In granting a pardon, Your Majestiea wounld not nallify
the legal and political effect produced by the decision of
the executive power. They would generously remove its
disastrons consequences from those who really suffer by them,
the employés and workmen connected with the journal, all of
them beyond doubt innocent.

May Your Majesty deign to further accept, with the ex-
pression of my lively gratitude for your touchiog goodnens,
that of the respectful sentiments with which I have the honour
to be, Madam,

Your Majesty’s very humble and very obedient servant,
Grorse Saxp,
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To His Hrcraness PRINCE JErME NAPoLEON, Paris.

‘ Nouaxt, 17th December, 1857,

You, sir, are right, and, as is always the case, take
8 lofty view of things. It is mot so much & question of
succeeding as of doing what we ought fo do, and we are
never mortified by failure when we have only thought of
risking ourselves for others. You have been kind, as you.
always are; may God teke upon Himself what yet remaing
to be done!

What rendered you sad, dear Prince, is the ha.rdshlp of
repressed geniug, Without seeking to know with whom lies
the fault, or what will be the issne, I ask myself what can
occupy the present of a youthful being in possession of
his full strength, to whom circumstances have not permitted
the true employment ef that strength. I imagine it must
be scientific stndies and, particularly, scientific philosophy, in
which you interest yourself, which you ‘understand, withont
making any show of it, and which might be indebted to you
for vast progress, The memlers of your family who devoted -
themselves to science were not the least useful, and, in the
judgment of the future, will not be the least illustrious. They
also, perhaps, were not the most unfortunate. :

1 observe you, and I envy you the possession of three
treasures—aptitnde, leisare, and youth; to say nothing of
the money necessary for making researches and explorations,
a material means which is wanting to so many generous
minds, I know that you work hard, and that you are always
lea.rmng ; but why should you not associate your name with
works that you could carry out under your own eyes, and the
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soul of which you would be, because yon would take the
initiative in research, and furnish the originating thought of
the philosophy of the thing f 1 do not spesk of particular
gystems, that would be to engage too much in eriticism ; in
your situation you cannot do that, bul in all aciences there are
well-recognised points of view which every intelligent eye and
every strong hand can enlarge, to the great advantage of
haman knowledge. That which is commonly termed research
(les travaux) possesses, 1 believe, such vast interest, that it
causes the cares of real life to be forgotien.

For, in fact, the question for yom, who are mnot lucky
enongh to be frivolons and vain, is to breathe freely a con-
genial air, and to place yourself, in spite of destiny and of
man, in a sphere that develops the intelligence instead of
stifling it. There are, I believe, three pointe necessary to the
complete development of life: they are the loving at least
equally some one, some thing, and oneself, in view of that
thing and of that person. I have remarked and have expe-
rienced that, when that equilibrium is disturbed, it produces
" an excess or a deficiency of self-love. What must be wanting
to youn, by reason of ihe position in which destivy has placed
you, is the something, the satisfied passion of au intellectoal
cbject, and that something is humanity, since it is for
hamanity that we labour.

I have so mach respect and enthnsiasm for nataral science,
of which I do not even know the rudiments, but which caases
my heart to beat and my eyes to be dazzled when, by ckance,
I seize a few notions of it within my powers of undersianding,
that I conld certainly not speak of it as a last rescurce (pis
aller) for the application of your natoral activity,

One day, perbaps, events which nobody can foresee will
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open another path for you. Axnd, perhaps, while surprising yon
there, those events will cause yon but regret and vexation;
for our appreciation of life changes with the situations whick it
presents to us, and many things happen that we had !believed
it & duty to desire, and which, when they occur, we wounld yet
like to be able to prevent, because we judge them more cor-.
rectly and are better acquainted with them. If I fake the
liberty of writing all that to you, it is because, in reading
your journey in the North, I set myself thinking of you rather -
than of the North ; respecting which, Lowever, my imagination
was greatly excited (allumde).

I pictured you, bold and stubborn, in the midst of the
dangers and sufferings of that exploration, and I asked
myself: “ What the deuce did he want with that island of
Jean-Mayen, that he wished to reclaim from the stupid and
impassible icebergs?’” Edmond has related the adventure in
& charming manner. We feel as if we were there with you, and
amidst the gaiety displayed in his narration and the good taste
displayed in his reserve, we feel that you are there, and can
see you struggling against matter with considerable nerve and
French impetuousness (furia fiincese).

Bat, yet let me ask agnin, what did you want there? You
knew, gir, that the eternal winter of the polar regions takes no
cognisance of princes, and is not willing to range its floating
battalions 80 as to open a passage for them.

At that time, therefore, you passionately loved the object
you had in view, not the island of Jean-AMayen, which does not
strike me a8 being a terrestrial paradise, but the scientific fact

‘which you sought to possess yourself of. Well now, if yon
have suoh aptitude of will, why must it be developed only in
exceptional eitnations, such as those afforded by extensive
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voyages and great perils ! I say nothing agaiost travels and
dangers, they are the poetical side of things ; but why are not
those many explorations in the world of science, that might be
made at the fireside, regulated by you in such a manner aa to
furnish you, af all times, with the lively emotions of discovery
. and the serious joys of conquest, at the same time that you
caase all the world to profit by them 7

Behold, dear Imperial Higﬁness, what your humble friend
of the desert submits to you, anxious to see yon appreciated
by everybody as by herself, and, before all, desirous of secing
you discover in yourself the strength and the satisfactivn
which others have sough{ in gambling, in tossing heads or
tails for their sonls.

Thanks for your kind letters, and believe me earnestly and

sincerely yours in heart.
Gzoeon Sasp.

To M. Cuartes Epyonp, Paris.

Xonaxr, 9th January, 1358,

¥
I cannot say with you that I persomally much regret

Rachel. I saw her so rarely that her death is hardly felt by
me; bot I say with everybody, that it is one more blow
dealt to art; that is to say, to the sense of the beautiful, and to
the ideal which, under all forms, is a8 necessary as goodnesa
and kindness. !

We all run the risk of declining, if somebody does not rise
to tell us that life is on the heights, and not in the cessponls.’
Rachel kad risen higher than any other dramatic artiste of
her time. VWhat does it matter now that, in private life, she'
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R
looked too much for reality ? That may have been a canse off.

grief when closely seeing her, but all individualities have their .
own point of view. Behind the footlights she was a priestess
and & goddess. In the wings she divested herself of her
dignity, but that did not prevent her being often good as a
woman ; you have had the proof of it, and you do right te
keep a good remembrance of her.

X promise you Le Chiteau des Etoiles * (it amnses me much
to scribble it; 18 that & good sign?), if it can be of any -
use to you. I promise it ¢o you, not to anybody else. If you
leave, I shall not stay. - But you know that X shall be obliged
to ask you for some money, all the money perhaps, when
delivering the manuscript to you, however early it may be
ready. See if that is possible; as for me, the reverse of that
possibility would be an impossibility.

I have been living from hand to mouth during the last
twenty-five years, and it cannot be otherwiss, and i iz nof my
Jault ; so much so that I have been unable to buy a cloak and
a winter dress this year, becanse the mishap fo the Presse
upset my order, which latter is very real, although misers call
it my disorder. I can deprive myself of snything and of
everything, even of the necessaries of life; but I will not have
any of my people feel or perceive it.

That is between ourselves. Do your best, in order that
the agreement be kept; it was broken respecting Bois-Dord,
and I had to wait for a balance of account, which might have
enabled me to dress myself in accordonce with the tempe-
rature, and above all o clothe other people who, unlike myself,
have not the resource of buying a woollen blanket instead of
wadding and silk.

# Titlo originally given to L' Homms de Neige.
YOL. IL L]
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Thanks, therefore, to my woollen blanket, I shall atart
to-morrow morning on a twelve leagues’ journey in the open
air. I am going to visit the banka of the beautiful Crense
and its little icy cascades. It is your fault if I am freezing.
I am so absorbed by the readi;ng of Greenland* that I
now am enamoured with glaciers, polar nights, storms, and
icebergs,

Good night.
Gzoror Sawp,

To M, Mavrice Sanp, Paris.

Nonaxr, 15th January, 1858

I forgot yesterday to tell you of the finest incidents of
our journey. Would yoa had been with us in order to sketch -
the scemne, for placing in our records of droll incidents. 1t is :
" not-droll to relate, but it was so fauny to see, that T cannoti
help langhing when thinking of it. Fancy, on losving Cluis,’
Sylvain tried to lash a big pig that was on the road with his’
whip, the lash of the whip got entangled and knotted round
the pig’s tail ; the representative of the porcine race, grunting
fariously, took to it heels! Sylvain pulled, and so did
the pig! :

For a moment the pig, suspended with its posterior up-
wards, seemed to be following our gig, when suddenly, having .
proved stronger than Sylvain, the latter was obliged to let gn.
The pig, bewildered, ran awzy, carrying the whip still -
fastened round its tail. e were obliged to hant it up;
It tock shelter in ita stye. The woman to whom it belonged -

® The title of & book written by M, Charles Edmond,
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ran after her quadruped, apologising to and thanking us, we
know not why. The whip was so tightly fastened that the
good woman, not wishing to break it, was pulling with all her
might and unscrewing the tail of her pig, saying all the while
and quite in earnest; “ What a marvellous thing !’ Sylvain
on his box, quite mortified and vexed, I believe, because of
my uncontrollable hilarity, was uttering all the oaths and -
curses ab his commands. By the roadside a tall, thin peasant,
pale, grave, and I believe ailiﬁg, was saying, with the -
attitede of a meditating philosopher:  This is & thing not
often seen!”

And the women, on their doorsteps, were repeating in
chorus and with an air of the deepest surprise: ¢Is it not
marvellous, that there thing? It has mever been seen! I
expect it never will be againl” Y also wish to tell you that
with the great coach and the two horses as far as Cluis,
where Henri, dispatched the day before, was waiting for us
with the gig and the flat-nosed mare, the distance can bo
quickly covered withont the cold being too much felt. We
had instructed Sylvain to come and meet us at Cluis on cur
retarn. Do not, therefors, in spite of my pranks, believe that
1 am neglecting myself. It is quite a feat to have ascended
the Pointe du Capncin (Peak of the Capuchin) on the 12th
January. Woe shall have to visit it again at the time of the
waterfalls ; it must also be very fine then. I much missed
you. What we saw throngh the mist was really superb; it
canuot be explained, one must witness it personally in order
to furm 2n adequate opinion. It was odd also to see children,
dogs, and goats crossing the Creuse, frozen over the deepest .
parts which even resist the thaw, whilst a few yards off its
waters rush foaming over the locks before heing driven under

Tl
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the ice. As some of the water splashes over the ice, all objects
are clearly reflected in the little sheet of water spread over the
frozen parts, so much so that everything seems to be moving
really on the water. The crossing of the river by children
and cattle in the midst of the thaw is nevertheless dangerons,
end rather alarming to witness. The dogs do not heed it.
The little urchins stamp on the ice with their clogs by way of
bravado when yom look at them. The goats, having reached
the mid-stream, become frightened and refuse either to pro-
ceed or retrace their steps. The least sound in the midst of
the ravine and over the frozen Creuse possesses incredible
sonority ; a word, or the lashing of & whip, is distinctly heard
at a distance of half a league.

To M. Craries EpstonND, Paris.

Nonawr, 2k Junuary, 1853,

I am pleased and delighted to hesr that you have
* resumed yomr feuillelon. The horizon, which seemed to you
so very dark, has become clearer, and all your friends are
pleased, I above all.

As for the Chiteau des Etuiles, it cannot be srranged ss
suggested by yon. How can I live a whole summer
with only 2,000 franca? Thiok of Nobant; I bave many
people depending upon me there, and that means heavy
expenses ! In order to be satisfied with the baudget which you
offer me, I should have to go and live at Gargilisse; a not
very disagreeable prospect, but only possible in the short
intervala when I lead a bachelor's lijfe.  Therefore, dear frieud,
find another solotion, or tell me to find another title for adver-
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tising in the Presse. I shall have ample time to write a novel
by the time you may want it, and hope a fortnight hence to be
able {o tell you my suggested title. '

Such is, regarding the Chdteau in question, the uliimatum,
nob of my will bot of my cash-box. You shall have the
manuscript in a month or six weeks’ time, and will pay me on
delivery the whole sum (or thereabout, excepting a small
difference which we will mutually acconnt for). The work to .
be published in Septewber or in October ab the latest. That
arrangement is still onerous to me; it delays the sale to the
bookseller during the whole time that will elapse before publi-
cation in the newspaper. What is the extent of the sacrifice
- I am prepared to make to the very great and real pleasure of
dealing with you alone ?

While acquainting you with my conditions, I am quite
aware that they may eppear excessive to the Presse. I there-
fore ingist only in order to tell you that I wish I could do
otherwise, but cannot. Answer then without delay this time;
for people make me offers to which I cannot decently posipone
my reply beyond a few days,

Good night, dear friend. Tke crime * grieves me much ; its
natural consequence will be an increase of rigorous measures
against people who are no more connected with it then you or
I Human history thus follows its conrse ever thromgh the
same errors and the same fatalities.

Yours in heart, You have received the proofs, Have

you not ?
GEORGE SaAND,

* Orsini's attempt opon the life of the Emperor.
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To M. Pavr pE SAINT Vicror, Paris.

. Norawz, 3rd March, 188.

Has anybody eise told you, doar sir, what I am abou
to tell you? Perhaps not. The Parisians are so blasé wit)
their riches ; they are, besides, o distracted by such a numbe
of non-literary events and have so little time to live, that the:
enjoy their pleasure without thinking of proclaiming it. I
my solitude, 1 am not indeed free from care and preoccn
pation; but, at any rate, I have time enongh to appreciat:
what I read, and also for communicating on a slip of paper m)
impressions to those whom I have not the pleasure of seeing
arcund me.

I therefore wish to tell you that your feuillofons appear tc
me more and mord like masterpieces, both as regards style and
depth. They are not simple feuillelons, but serious writings
worth meditating upon ; produactions, every line of which is
pregnant with ideas ; and the style, having been freed from the
redundancy of epithets which formerly impeded it, becomes
incisive, clear, and striking, ,without ceasing to be bright
enough to dazzle. The last article, upon La Fille d'un Mil-
lionaire,* seemed to me worth a whole yolume. I who do not
speculate on the Exchange, and who do not write plays,t felt
ag interested in your demonstration as though I were the
author or the millionaire.

With reference to Ponsard’s La Bourse, you had already
given expresaion to very leminoas ideas; you see that I am

® The Millionawe’s Daughier.
f (D This is & gingular sasertion, conzidering she was an eminent
playwrighs.
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following you. I am nobt sufficiently acquainted with the
mechaniem of money transactions to know whether your
thesis is indisputable; but, sach as it is, it possesses a
lucidity and a vigour well deserving the examination of the
most serious minds, and ought to leave an important page in
economical history.

Besides, whenever yon dwell upon history, youa sketch and
depict it with a masterly hand. Your productions are faith-
fully drawn and powerfully coloured. I am always ]ioping
that yon will write a comprehensive historical work; you
must do so! We no longer possess any of those historians
who were models of style, and at the same time great poets
and uwseful chroniclers. We have now some very talented
men; among those who are yonng, Louis Blanc has the best
style. But eminence can be achieved otherwise, and you
possess such admirable characteristics thet it is & duty to
point them out to you. We never thoroughly know our own
powers ; perhaps you yourself do not know the value of the
pearls that you lay before your readers,

Do not reply to me; it is always boring and embarrassing to
reply to praise, ~ Mine calls for no thanks; it is too sincere for
that. TFancy that you met me in a garden path, and that we
bave been chatting for five minutes.

Yours faithfully,
Gzopax Sann,
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To His Rovar Hicaness PRINCE JERGME NAFOLEON.

Nooaxr, 12tk March, 1858,
Dzar Imrzrial HicENzss, .

I gave your messenger an amicable reception. I had
no knowledge of the circumstances; I would not bave wished
my poor friend to apply to you who have so much to do, and
who do more than can reasonably be expected of you. How-
ever, as the good soul, without knowing your circumstances,
had confidence in yonr goodness of heart, you were unwilling
that he should be disappointed, and showed yourself beyond
all question an angel of kindness. You, moreover, showed
confidence in 8 truly worthy man, and saved him from a sitaa-
tion to which he had been brought by his endless charity, of
which 8o many had taken advantage. He is quite carried
away with joy snd gratitnde, and I myself feel deeply
affected ; for, although you told him that the matter was but
a trifling one, I know well enough that money matters are not
at all trifling jost now, in whatever way they may concern us.
1 say again, you are as worthy of love as of esteem, and your
way of doing things is sublithe in its simplicity, since you
imsisé upon regarding it simply as & matter of course.

As for myself, I thank you on my own account; you have
removed one of the greatest anxicties that my poverty ever
eansed me, for I wanted to redeem my poor old neighbour’s
few things for him, and have not been able to do so!

May you be blessed for what you have done; believe also

that I love yon even more than ever, if that be possible.
Georsz Bawp,
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To THE SAME,

Nomant, 25th Marck, 1858.
Dear Iureriar HicaNess,

Iam more concerned at the general result than with
my own personal troubles. But whilet following your maxim,
“Let us do as we ought to do, without minding the trouble it
causes us and without being vexed when sustaining a check,”
T felt beforehand that we must not hope, and that there were
too many bad influences surrounding him whose position
exposes him to the wiles of deceit. I wrote to you again
yesterday ; I have only this morning received your letter and
the Emperor’s. :

There is, therefore, nothing else to do. You have done all
that was possible. God will reward you! He is already
doing so; He restores yon your excellent father, your best
friend. That is the thought that at once occurred to me when
following in the papers the bulletins of his health, I said to
myself that, in those days of anxiety, yon thought of such as
enffered, and that brought good luck to yon.

Our friends had to start to-day. How? With what con-
sideration or sternness ? I do not know yet. I could not go-
and shake hands with them; people would look upon my -
conduct as being a manifestation. I believe our friends to be
resigned and courageous. I am at least sure of this: they
beseech God to keep them, in spite of all, in that religion of
meekness and humanity which, for the last ten years, we
have been preaching to ‘one another. I have been unable
personally to tell them what you have dered and confronted
for them; but they divined it, and, in their exile, their hearts
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will recall it. They are innocent of the subversive projecti
and of the treason of which they are accused, that is thei
consolation.

Every day and all day long I have been talking about yor
with my faithful friends. We considered how unforeseen are
the eventnalities of this world, and suffering, constrained
grieved as you are, we do not wish yon to have the ungratciu
task of some day ruling over society, in whatever part of the
world it may be.

It is guite & natural fit of misanthropy to lose confidenc
in times so full of informers, calumniators, and persecutors
We are seeking here below for & corner where we may frecl;
enjoy the right of being honest, and, like Alceste,* are inducec
to look for it in the depth of the wooda.

Cheer up, nevertheless, yon who are young, and wil
perbaps witness the rise of a better generation, The faci
that all those who are stili of some worth will nnderstand and
love you onght to comfort you, if anything can do so.

Yours cordially and affectionately,
Gzorse Sawp,

To A apemoiserie LEROYER DE CHANTEPIE, Angicrs,

Nomaxr, 5th June, 1558,

No soul is, I believe, more generous and purer thar
yours, and that soul not be saved! Catholic dogma is killing
you ; still, if I tell you to disregard it, you will perhaps nc
Jonger feel friendship for or confidence in me. Yet my

# The chief personage in Mokiére's Misanthrope.
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conviction is, the doctrine of hell is a monstrosity, imposture,
and barbarity. God, who laid down for ms the law of
progress, and urges ns thereto in spite of ourselves, forbids
ns now to believe in eternal damnation; it is an impiety to
entertain doubts as to His infinite compassion, and to believe
that He does not always forgive, even the most guilty.

I formerly thought you were happy in the Catholic faith,
and gentle and c¢alm beliefs in admirable souls seem to me 86
sacred, that I nsed to tell you: “Go to euch a priest, or tosnch a
Christian philosopher, or sach a friend, whom you may consider
likely to restore the former serenity which gave birth and
strength to your noble sentimenta,”

Bat doubt has now entered your mind, end the voice of
the priest causes you a kind of dizziness. Leave the priest
and go to God, who calls you, and- who apparently deems
your soul sufficiently enlightened to dispense with an erring
nedinm.

Or else, if habit, propriety, and the need of consecrated
formulm bind yon to the practice of worship, then display
therein the spirit of confidence, of liberty, and true faith which
is in you, Preserve yoursel! from that fixed idea which
devours you and keeps you from God. God will not have us
doubt ourselves, for that is doubting Him. Your poor Agatha
was vory affecting, and you were her guardian angel. For
that alone, you deserved that God should love you especially
and should free you from your doubts; but we must help in
the work of grace, and that is precisely what yon do not do
when allowing those phantasms of anvihilation and perdition
to overcome you. Yon are guilty in that, not in the actions

.of your life, or in the impulses of your heart.
Bome years ago I said to you, * Go {0 Paris/” but Paris bas
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become an abyss of luxury and faction ; and yon have allowed
time to slip away. At our time of life, every year makes s
change of life and habit more irksome. However, yon ought
to go to Paris from time to time, if only for a fow days. You
are fond of art, music; all that would do you good, and would
dissipate the melancholy which 8 monotonons life so fatally
engenders. What you stand in need of is distruction end
self-oblivion. :

Be assured, mademoiselle, that I feel grateful for and
hononred by your friendship, and am sincercly and faithfally

devoted to you
Geozoe Bawp,

To M. Epovarp CHARTON, Paris.

Nomaxz, 20tk November, 1858,

Dear, excellent, and friendly heart, I see that you take
‘o heart that which concerns me ; a thousand thavks! I am
unacquainted with the Breuillard # pamphlet. Maarice and my
friends told me that I ought t*bring an action, and I shared
their opinion upon hesring from them that the pamphlet
contained a persopal libel and calumnies concerning my
private life.

But I only wished for the reparation mecessary to any
individual who is attacked, whose silence might be locked
upon as an ‘admission of the vices ascribed to him. Others
among my friends thought that I onght to make more nuize

* Breuillard was an obscare person who had published s libellous
. st G Send
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about it, engage the services of some well-known counsel, and
have his pleading produced in the newspapers, ete.. I declined
to do so; first, because #n such cases the reproduction of the
pleading being, as I was told, prohibited, the matter would
thus not have had the desired publicity; then because, even
though limited to the locality, its moise would bave been
greater than was required, I requested my friends to talk
it over amongst themselves. They.did so, decided I was
right, and suggested to me what counsel and solicitor to
employ. The latter have undertaken the case; and now, if
I were wrong, it is too late to revive the matter.

What can I tell yoa about myself in connection with the
theatres? I know not. To-day it is yes, and to-morrow no.
Have I any talent a8 a playwright? I do nob think so. I
thought that I should acquire some; I still sometimes say to.
myself that some may come to me, despite my grey hair.
But people have said so decidedly that I am deficient in
talent, that I really know not whether I possess any, and were
I cven to be gifted with any it wounld prove of no avail. If,
as you say, others are rare and bad, that is perhaps the fault
of the public, who want bad productions, or do not know
what they want. Montigny recently wrote to me: ¢ What is
to be done in order to setisfy the public? If you give it
high-class literary productions, it says how wearisome; if you
give it what is merely amusing, it says that is not high-class
writing.” Of late years, that seems to me to have been the
case. People have beep complaining that they always saw
the sawe piece ; yet every novel idea bas been rejected. What
aro we to do? Wo must not think of it, and must write only
when feeling so disposed. That is what I ghall do in spite
of all.
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My poor Manrice has just been very poorly, and eo have I
myself, asa consequence, We are well again, he physically and
I morally.

I am reading the ILelters of Lamennais. What do you
think of the first volame? As for me, I need to make an
effort in order to perceive the honest and generons man under
the impassioned Ultramontane. Yet why so? he certainly
is the same man whom we have known, but in a different
light.

Good night, dear friend; ever yours in heart.
G. 8.

To 3. Ocrave Feuiier, Paris.

Komax?, 1844 February, 1859,

I have long intended, sir, to tell you that I have quite
a special regard for your talent. Knowing you to be proud
and modest, I was afraid of starthng you with my protestation
of it. Now that your great successes must have at last tanght
you what you are, methinks ydu will better anderstand the
desire I feel to comvey my approbation to you. Living away
from Paris, I have been unable to see Le Evman d'un jeune
Homme paucre ; % but I procured the play, and read it to one
who is an old friend of yours, and has been mine for the Iast
ten years. We afterwards spent the day in talking about
your play sud of yourself, and I akso desired to read several
delightful proverbs which bad escaped me. We thus spent
two or three charming days in your ecompany/ Tt is s0

* The Romance of a Poor Young Man,
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Pleasant to read in the country during the winter, in the old
residence full of recollections, in the midst of, and the heart
still full of all those things, of those feelings which you depict
with 80 moch charm and tender delicacy of tonch! After
that, it is only natural that we should wish to say so to your-
self, and to thank you for the exqnisite prodnctions we owe to
you. It would be ungrateful not to do it, would it not?
Besides, I am old enongh to be a grandmother, and my
compliment may indeed resemble a blessing. That is, there- -
fore, embarrassing neither for you nor for myself. I do nob
wand you to be indebted to me for if, but I beg you to believe
in it a8 being a sincere word, likely, amongst a thousand
others, to bring luck to you.

Groraz Sawnp,

To TaE SAME.

Nouaxnr, 27th February, 1859.

You think that I have replied to you slready ? No. I
wish to thank yon for so kind, so true, and so affectionate a
letter. I cannot tell you all the geod it did me. T have it
here beside me, like g talisman and a lucky token. Notwith-
standing the fireside and the society of our old friends, we
have our fits of depression.

Without quitting the latter, we would wish to lead an
artiste life, that is to say, to feel that the religion of art,
which is bat the love of the true and the good, still possesses
sdherents, but they are indeed few | Some arrive at scepticism
through experience, others apparently from want of heart.
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Wo daily see people deserting and disowning their own
mothers. In our own little house, all alone with our own
little bousehold, we feel ourselves to be like Nosh in the ark,
gailing throngh the darkness, and sometimes wondering
whether the sun is extinguished. It is so comforting then
to witness the arrival of the bird with the green branch; and
that little bird of my 'garden, as you term it, is the bird of life,
and a true son of a relighted and rekindled heaven.

When, from time to time, I tread the ground delaged for
the last ten years by a torrent of events, besides all the evils
previonsly existing I now find & new onc, an anxiety for 1
know not what, but always suggestive of something mean and
‘selfish, something jealous, false, and base, which formerly dis-
sembled, but to-day openly proclaims itself. And I, who
have passed my time in solitude and in trying to rise above
that, seem to be still more alone in the midst of that anxivus
and suffering crowd, to which I find nothing to say that could
console or tranquillise, since it appears no looger able to
understand.

But in my heart I again become an artiste. I again find
faith and hope when seeing a ggod action or a good work once
more stirring the beart-strings of bamanity, and the ideal
struggling glorionsly and soccessfully with the darkness that
appears at every point of the borizon. I have soffered op wy
own account, yes, greatly suffered, but baving reached the
age of impersonality, I should bave felt happy had 1 seen a
better generation epringing up aronnd me. No matter, my
heart warms $o all moral and intellectaal expansion and develop-
ment. In you I have already noticed both, and you tell me
that you are no longer youthfal ; so much the better, since
you have reached the ripeness of age without having been
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blighted by the worm.* Sonnd fruit is & thing se rare ! But
it bears within itself the seed of the moral and intellectual life
that is destined to contend with the present evil times.

This poor century of ours, so grand in certain aspects, o
miserable in others, will reckon you ss amongst its virtnous
ones and its comforters; those who bear a torch, and can
preserve it from being extinguished. Your letter clearly
demonstrates to me that with you talent resides in the heart,
that is to say, where it ought to be, in order at all times to
comfort and enlighten,

For those who have emerged from the same temple mutnal
love is a duty; let us then, who are not stupid and wicked,
love one another. Let us believe, in spite of the jeers of cold- -
hearted cynics, that life may be enjoyed in common, and that
we may together rejoice in a glory, a happiness, and a strength
which are made apparent in the beneficent light of God's own
sun. Does it not seem, when we ‘see or read of a good action,
that we have done it ourselves, and that it is not the act of
him, or of thee, or of me, but of all those who imbibe its spirit
and derive fresh vigour from it?

This is indeed the true happiness of the artiste ; it resides
in appreciating that life in common, so fruitful of good resnlis,
snd which departs from him the moment that he declines
to associate in it. And yet there exist some who are

* This metaphor, though somewhat strange to English ears, is not
altogether without example in English literature, a8 witness the post
Byron;

My days are in the yellow leaf,
The flowers aud fruits of love are gons,
The worm, the canker, and the grief
Are mine alone !
VoL 11 x
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saddened and discouraged by the work of others, and would
destr%y it. Miserable creatures! they know not that in so
doing they wonld consummate their own destrnction. They
would dry up the spring of the stream, even though they
died by its side. )

I shall go to Paris at the end of March, I believe ; will yon
be there, and come to see me? Yes, you will? certainly you
will come to see me in my Thebaid, which is only a ten hours”
journey from Paris. Let me hope eo, for at Paris we only
gee one another hurriedly; and, meanwhile, I most cordially

ghake your hand.
G. Sawp.

To M. Lupge-GAsiLLAUD, Solicitor, La Chétre.

Nomaxt, 20th February, 1859.

Thanks, my dear Ludre, for the advice. I shall kecp1
your book for & few days yet, and study the article when X'
have a few moments’ leisure. I perceive that it mentions what'
yon speak of, but I also note the spirit of the different
decisions, npon which it commpents. It may be allowable t>
publish when the publication is neither mercenary nor for the
parposes of defamation or vengeance, or when the letters can
only do honour to the writer of them; in fact, when they
are expurgated of everythng likely to compromise or canser
pain to anybody, which is here the case. It appears also that,
in exceptional cases, publication may be necessary as a means
of self-defence. I observe that the law, which has not laid
down anything absolutely, is very wise, and that the decisions
are dictated by sentiments of morality and decency, according
fo the circumitances of the case. I should not, therefore, feas
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to publish the letters even now, if my personal eonvenience
urged me to do so. Proceedings might certainly be taken
against me; but I should be certein to meet them snccess-
folly. The only point to look to would be to boldly publish
before being prevented from doing so. The publication once
effected, with the reservation, the announcement even in a
preface, that if the heirs of the writer of the letters, whose
name would not be mentioned, recognised the style and wished
io see the original, the profits of publication would be readily’
conceded to them, X doubt whether they would be able to
stop the sale. I believe that the thing might be done by me
doring my lifetime, or after, by testamentary disposition. If
I should do it during my lifetime, I would not mention any
namos, and the public wonld understand all the better. If
the publication were made after my death, names could be
given. .
What do you think of my idea? I shall consult M.
Delsngle * and others, and let you know their opinion.
I will go and see your youngster with pleasure.
Cordially yours,
G. Saxp,

To His HiGuvess PRINCE JEriME NaroLEON, Paris.

Nograxt, 25th August, 1859.
Dzap Imrerian Hyeuwess,

I heartily thank you; yon oblige people so quickly and
80 well, that they feel donbly afiected and grateful,
Yes, I can divine all that you do not tell me, and I have

# An sminent French professor of jurisprudence.
x2



308 Letters of George Sand.

felt for you. But in time everything is brought to light, and
justice will eventnally be done.

.However, I should have been very happy to see yos, and
would like an opportunity of talking with you, 8o as to renew
my courage and hope with regard to poor Italy. Tam dreadfully
afraid of diplomatic conferences and of those famous Powers,
which think they bave the right to settle questions of life and
death to a people whom they quietly see dying, and whom
they have in no way helped to revive—quite the contrary!

You have ome comsolation; your mission to Tuscany
bronght good fruit; the admirable unity of wishes, so nobly
as well as so ably expressed by you, has, T am sare, received
throngh your medium strong impulse and judicions advice.
We are also probably indebted to you for the favour of the
amnesty.

Although people affect not to heed you, my opinion is that
what yon find it advisable to say in certain cases is not
without effect.

If my idea be right, your part is the finest of all, seeing
that you do good withont hope of praise or personal interest,

Thanks for what yon tell, me respecting the prefect of
Chiteauronx, and especially for the kind friendship that you
are good enongh to preserve towards me. Believe in a heart
that is really faithfal

- Gzozox Sasp.
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To THE SAME.

Nomant, 9th Desember, 1860,
Deap Iurrriar Higawess,

Herewith is the copy of the work by my son, of which
you have been good enongh to uundertake to request the
gracious acceptance by Il Re galantuomo. Maunrice is still
pursing me a little, and that is the reason why he does not
bring it himself. I also send you,the letter which he has
written to that hero, for whom he feels justifiable enthusiasm,
Hang the hero I say! for he has been the canse of my re-
nouncing the idea of an Italian Republic! In presence of so’
much patriotism, valour, loyalty, and simplicity (the charac-
teristics of trne greatness) theories are found to be wrong, for
the heart is captivated, and it is the heart that governs the
world ; although some people may say that men are worthless,
it is foelingness that performs the real miracles of history.

My son had written that letter, and already given it to me
some time ago; but the binder bas been behind in his work,
and, besides, yon had received a blow * which I keenly felt,
for your sake as well as for m;r own. I did not then wish to
trouble you by forwarding the book. And then came my
illness and the helplessness of convalescence. Besides, Victor
Emanuel had plenty of other fish fo fry (chats d fouetier),
without reading & book about art pure and simple. But the
work is a hom#ge rendered to Italian genius, and among the
least of its claimes is that of being placed at the feet of the

* An allusion to the then recent death of Jérdme, fourth brother of

Nupoléon Bonaparte,ard King of Westphalia from the 1s¢ of December,
1807, to the 26th of October, 1813.
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liberator of Italy. A word from you will explain and excuse
this rather bold act of ours. I have not altercd the date of
Maurice’s letter, a date which testifies to a readiness hitherto
unaided by circumstances,

Although cured, the doctor would not allow me to come to
Paris, where I never fail to be troubled with quinsy. I mast
thus spend February and March in the South. I am dreaming
of the cistus* and the blooming heath of Piedmont and of
the French frontier; for botany is my hobby just now. If
you should come that wefy to seek the solitude whick flies
from princes, you will be sure of meeting me in the most
rural and retired spot.,

Ever loving you with an affectionately devoted and sincere
heart.

. Geozss Baxp,

To M. and Mapaue Ernest PEricors, Nic.

Konawy, 20th Jansary, 1561
Deag Camprew,

I have not yet started, ‘although still quite bent wpon
going, and would much like fo hear from yon. I earnestly
hope that the weather yonder, which, whatever it may be, is
doubtleas milder than here, will have agreed with you both ;
but I should, neveriheless, be pleased to know.

Whatever misgivings you may have concerning the climate,
accommodation and plessures in the Scuth, be assared that
you have done well to go there. Here wo are getting six
inches of ice on stagnant waters, and, during the last twenty

¢ Popularly known as rock-rose.
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days at least, there has been a hard dry frost enough-to nip a
stone, Maurice has not yet felt courage enough to quit his
nest to go and encounter the weather at Paris. For his sake
as well as for my own, I am now longing for a short spell of
milder weather, s0 as to enable ns to traverse the centre and
the lower centre (bas centre) of France without being frozen by
the way. Our destination is still nnsettled. 'We shall devote
a few days to consult and question our fancies, and to look
about, in the hope of hitting upon somse place less expensive’
than Nice, for the figures you give me far exceed my
regources.

I have nothing to tell you of the country about here,
which yon, without doubt, know throngh correspond-
ence much better than I. We are living, shrivelled up in
our houses, like hibernating marmots, I em reading the
Cosmos again thronghont, and think much more of it than
when reading it the first time. Are you reading Michelet’s
La Mer? It is very fine; it displays the faunlt whick yom
know him to possess, of being incapable of touching mpon
woman without exhibiting her nakedness; but in that work
merit predominates. The esrly part of it denotes in its
suthor the possession of a broad and msjestic conception of
grandeur and reality,

I would willingly give j;ou gome news of Consul Crescens,
but I am too ignorant ever to have heard him mentioned..

Yon have a longing to witness the splendour of the
Papacy? You will see three ill-dressed knaves and a
company of frightful-looking Germans, who are supposed to
be Swiss, and whose disguise is going all {o rags, and the
smell of whose feet pervades St. Peter’s. Abominable! I
would not give a penny-piece to see the poor masquerads

+
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again. But the monuments, the Italian people, the paintings,
that is another thing! only you will require a year to sco it all
comfortably ; for, during the first few weeks, you are sure to
feel dazed and giddy.

Write a few lines fo me, my dear children! Al here j join

in embracing and loving yow
G. Bawp.

To Maparve Paviive Vicror, Paris.

Tasazrs, 11¢h May, 1561,
Drag Covam,

Youn are a3 good as an angel to concern yourself so
kindly abont me, and to trouble yourself so moch with a
matter that troubles me so little* Lucien must have told
yon what many excellent and logical reasons I had for
wishing my name not to be brought on the fapis. I had
no desire to disavow the friends who had proposed me, the
- more particularly as I had and have still the conviction that
they must fail.

I have too unsparingly attacked bypocrisy for the oficially
religions world to forgive me. Aund, besides, I do not wish
to be forgiven, " I much prefer to be consigned 1o hell, whero
all honest people are sent to.

But, talking of this matter at the Academy, there ia
another that I wish o speak to you about. Buloz, whose
stylo is not always quite clear, writes to me saying that
somebody has been to him, fo tell him lo sound me as to

'Bevmﬁmmhusdthedaademwﬁmbadpmpoudhau
s candidate for the Gobert prize.
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whether X would aceept from the Emperor some compensation,
offered in an honourable way and as an equivalent to the
Academy’s prize, in case the latter should not be accorded
to me, , ‘ ‘
I replied that I desired absolutely nothing, but I impressed
it strongly upon Buloz to tender my refusal in a very hearty
and grateful tone; still, as such a reply, however explicit:
and frank, may, in being repeated by one to another, be
quite altered, I beg of yon to see the Prince, who is himself -
plain-speaking and reliable, and to tell him: “I would not
"from any foolish pride, any party spirit, any shadow of in-
gratitude, refuse & kindness from the Emperor. If I were
ill, infirm, or in poverty, I should perhaps ask for myself,
as I have often asked of the Empress and Ministers on behalf
of the unfortnnate. But my health is good, I can work,
and am not in want. I should not think it honest to accept
a charity to which others in worse circumstances have real
claims, Should the Academy accord me the prize, I would
accept it, nmot without regret, but so as not to pose defiantly
and to allow of the morality of my works (which are said
toc be immoral) being openly declared. In this way the
generons intentions of the Emperor with respect to myself
will be folfilled. If, as I feel quite sure, I am set aside,
I shall not consider myself as wronged in regard to 2 sum
of money which in fact I had not wished for, and for which
I am quite compensated by the interest which the Emperor
deigns to display towards me.”” That is alll
At present, I say all this in case of . . . for I know not
whether Buloz has quite understood what has been said to
him, and whether it is trae that the Emperor has moved at
il in thig little matter. Buloz told me, without any further
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explapation, that the Princess Mathilde was fauking every
thing upon herself. If the Princess Mathilde is alone o
question, the Prince will know it, and will tell her all the afore
said, aa the attorneys go eloquently say. If he advises me t
do so, I shall write to that excellent Princess to thank her, anc
to the Emperor also, if there should be any occasion for it
To the Prince himself, you must add that I love him with al
my heart, that to-morrow I shall go and see his boat in the
bay at Toulon; for I quite see that he will not come here
so soon, and he is right not to dream of the sea, which it
almost continnously raging and awful. I went yesterday,
despite a very big ses, to see the digle, His Majesty’s yacht
(galére capitane de Sa Majest?). It is most charming.
Lucien ought to bave given you a description of it, for he saw
it before I did. .

I myself am worried because Maarice wishes to make a
tour in Africa. He is quite right, and I should be glad for
him to visit that country; but I fear that he will uot wait
_ until these storms are over, and that will upset me dreadfully.
But I don’t say much to him about it; for we ought not
to make our children pusillanimous by imparting our fears
to them, or spoil their pleasures by diaclosing our anxieties.

So Lucien, it seems, bas taken np with botany. Lucky
rascal, with nothing else to do, and with such a father to
gnide him, and resolve the abominable difficultics of specifi-
cation! That, however, is not the foandation, the philosophy
of the science ; but it is the way by which to reach it, and a
long way too, especially with the complications which have
been and are still being introduced into botany by the various
authors.

Tell the dear boy that he mnst have been born lucky to
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have all facilities in his hands, and that, if he does not study,
I will not give him the specimens of fine plants which I put
in duplicate for him in my bundle. Tell him also that I have
returned to the Revest, and liave found thers some Ioves of .
fiowers. Tell him, finally, that Marie in always losing her hat,
that Matheron is always eaying une-i-guberge,®* and that T
embrace him with all my heart.

Thank Augier and Ponsard if you ses them, and above
al], the Prince, who interests himself in me with the kindness
we know him to possess,

Good night, kind and dear cousin ; all my kindest regards
to your husband and the dear children.

G. Sawp.

You yourself also understand botany! Why, you know
everything then! Insist upon Lucien’s being well drilled in
technology ; it is wearying, but indispensable, and not difficalt
to those who know Latin.

To M. Aruanp DBurpis, The Hague.

Nomaxr, 14¢h July, 1861.
My Frmxp,

I learn from London, through Pichon, that you have
recently been very seriously indisposed. It is believed that
the climate at the Hague does not suit you. Can you hesitate
to seck a more clement sky? Do you not know what your
friends would lose in losing you, and do you think that yon

® The introduction of the emphonic #, here incorrect, and often
wrongly employed by illiterate people in several French provinces.

N3
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owe nothing to us all who love yoa so much? Circamstances
have delayed or int:irapted our relations ; but'yon are not one
to doubt, and you know that my heart is alwaya wholly yours.
I am sending to Paris, to Pichon’s, who will be there in a
few days, the first volume of the Histeire de ma Vis, which he
had retarned to me in order that I might write your name in
it. This work, in which I have devoted seversl pages to you,
has been a long time at his place, awaiting an opportunity to
be sent on to you.

Maurice is travelling. He must be on the way to the
United States. But I none the less tell you that he also
loves you, for I know it. How often have we talked of you!

1 dare no longer beg of you to come back again to France,
a8 I fear to wound yom in relation to a settled resolation,
which, however, the state of yoor health ought indeed to
indoce you to abandon, now that the doctors are presumably
recommending your native air. At least, do your best to let
me bear from yon, and believe in my analterable affection.

Geoess Sawp,

To MavricE SAND, on board the “ Jérime Napolion.” ¥

Noaaxwy, 1sit Seplember, 1561,

From your letters I perceive that, whilst doing justice
to the Americans, you experience in their midst a feeling of
gurprise mingled with uneasiness, and that the great question
of individnal liberty, which formerly bad not perbaps much
enlisted your thonghta, presents itself to you pregnant with

® A sicamship of the French imperial navy.
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tronbles in that land of individualism. I know not what may
be your conclusions upon yoar return ; but I may tell what my
own are, in my little corner here, whilst laying aside a very
fine book which, in my opinion, sums up the.whole heart and
intelligence of America. It is the work of the American
Unitarian minister Channing.

You will perhaps pass too hurriedly through the country
of that remarkable man to hear about him or, at least, to judge
of his inflaence upon the minds of his fellow-countrymen. I -
will, therefore, give you here a brief rdsumé of his ideas:

1st. Reason, the first and chief guide of man.

2nd. Individual liberty, the first duty and first right of
man. '

. This résumé, thus presented, appears rather dry, and, when
reading that philosopher, you will be surprised to find in him
extraordinary enthusiasm for charity and heartfelt eloquence,
in fine, all the qualities of a true apostle.

But you will do as I did, you will form a conclusion, and,
by so doing, yon will perceive that sincere man to be a sterile
apostle, and that heart of gold to be not always right.

The doctrine preached by C}'mnning is the gospel pure and
simple. Thence proceeds his admirable tolerance. Though
Protestant, he nevertheless welcomes into his communion all
dissenters, even the Catholics. He throws open the Unitarian
temple of faith and eternal salvation to every man, whatever
his creed, who is willing to enter by repeating this short
formula: “I love God and my fellow-creatures in the spirit
of Chrisgt.”

He does not require us to believe ir the divinity of Jesus,
if our reason be opposed to such belief, but he does not admit
of our reiling at those whose reason accepta that divinity, He
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wishes those who believe least and whose faith is greatest to
love one another, whilst loving God, to abstain from dsmning
and vexing one another, and this without being interfered
with by anybody. If that be possible, nothing could be
better; but bas Channing found the true path leading to that
temple of reason and liberty which is sustained by faith?

He, undonbtedly, says all the finest, best, and noblest
things that conld be said to bring men to that temple; but he
extends his tolerance to all the acts of civil and political Lfe.
The form, name, or origin of government is of little matter to
him. Laws are no obstacle to him, everything seems to him
possible, provided men have the spirit of charity and inquiry.
He is right; but if they have it not it would indeed be
neceesary to imbne them with it ; and, since the beginning of
the world, institutions have always been conceived or spplied
a8 the means of developing individuals and of elevating the
moral sense of societies ; ever since human socicty has existed,
the general level has always been mauch beneath the concep-
tions of the great minds who moved the masses and inspired
them with entbusiasm. To begin with, the cracifixion of
Christ may be taken as an instance.

Besides, what is the mse of institntiops? If logical,
Channing ought not to have said : “ Whatever institntions.””
He shounld bave come direct {0 facts, and gaid: “ No insti-
tation whatever.”

But you will see that such is precisely what be does say.

“The individual ia above the State. He is not made to
devota and sacrifice himself to the State ; it is the State that
ought to devote itself to and protect him. The State is insti-
tuted only in order to guaraniee and secure respect for tie
righta of individuals.” "
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That is the law and the prophets; it is the essence of
Unitarianism, and, in that sense, unity in religion no longer
means the be all in one of Jesus Christ ; still less the political
and national unity pursued by Italy, and dreamed of by the
other enslaved nations of Europe. It simply means: ““Every
men for himself, and God for ns all1” Well, I defy God
Himself, who is logic itself, to be in favour of two contrary
parties, and, still more, to be in favour of the milliarda of
contrary parties which divide mankind, split up into milliards -
of individuals. Happily, God watches us from on high. He
knows how to wait, He takes no part in our guarrels, and is
for us all in this world, only in the sense that He is for all who
seek His light,

As for the State, which iz not God, it must nevertheless
endeavour to imitate God in His logic, patience, universal pro-
tection, meeknoss, and all-fruitful providence. That the State
ought to allow the fullest liBerty to the individmal, and to
consider that as one of its chief duties, nothing conld be more
correct. Buf it cannot become God; whether it be called a
republic, a king, or a pope, it cannot act as God Himself acts,
who awaits us in eternity, and for the whole of eternity. The
State cannot abandon individuals to the apparent impunity
to which God seems to leave them, and since it acts only
during the limits of time, it has not discovered, it will not
discover the means of leaving us all absolutely free, unless we

should all be perfect, .
' “Be go,” Channing wounld reply. “Love one an-
Othel'.” . . .

A hondred times yes! but that would be beginning at
the end of the fine romance of our future. Other Pro-
testants in the past, the faborite Hussites, said : * A time will
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come when there will be neither laws nor aunthorities in the
holy city.”

T also believe that sach a time will come. We bave scarcely
reached the first stage of our intellectual and moral existence.
The gospel of St, John will some day be to us as clear as
the sun, and we shall Jove one another because we shall all be
good and reasonable. 'We shall no longer need either kings,
popes, or even republics. Nobody will preach the law, for
it will then be in every heart; nobody will then comment on
the Bible in order to discover in it the rule of his condnct, We
shall all be angels in the Aoly city.

But where is it ? in another planet, or in this? Why not
in another? Obr soul is free, it is therefore immortal sad
can migrate to all worlds Bat why not in this planet? We
possess the notion of perfectibility, and can transform and
almost divinise this world of ours, where generations saccecd
generations, bequeathing to one another their works and their
conquesta.

But we are far from our aim, and, if Chapning’s ideal
in fine and grand, if if is realisable—1I feel convinced that it
is so—it is not so throagh the doctrine of individualizm. I
deny with all my conscience, my heart, and faith, the pos-
sibility of our ever attaining our aim through that
doctrine.

Channing made s misteke, and many Earopeans, fasci-
nated by the beldness of his optimistic, enthusiastic, and
bucyant spirit, welcome that religions tolerance which wes
the ontoome of French influence in the eighteenth

century.
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To His Intreriar HricHNESs PRINCE [EROME NAPOLEOW,
Paris.

Nowant, 25th February, 1862,

Yes, you alone are frank and courageous in this factory
of hypoerisy. Do not allow yourself to be frightened by all
that clamour ; march on, dear Prinece, and rest assured that
France is with you. She will feel grateful to you for the fury -
that you arouse, and your place is already marked in the
history of progress like a raj of truth piercing the darkness.
Our hearts are watching you and mine blesses you.

GroraE Sanp,

To THE SAME.

Nogaxt, 26th February, 1862,

Thanks for the number of the Monitsur which you were
good enough to seud me. When writing to you last night, I
had 6nly read short extracts from your speech in the news-
papers, and I now perceive thas you spoke still better than I
thought. Your speech is as fine as it is generous, and, coming
from your lips, the words it contains are bound to secure great
and durable fame. You are insngnrating a great and mew
departure,

Will the main object of the reign (as peoplo used to say in
Lonis Philippe’s time) follow you therein ' What timid and
rather cowardly reserve, what puerile moderantism in the
oratorical talent of the Government speakers |

Everybody admires the prudence displayed by the

Emperor ; but perhaps he believes more of it to be necessary
VOL. 1L Y
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than is really required, and I notice with considerable anxiety
the dreadful development of the clerical spint. He does nol
know, he cannot know to what extent the priests bave every:
where extended their influence, apd what hypocrisy too has
penetrated into all the classes of society canght in the meshes
of the Papist propaganda. He, therefore, does not feel that
that ardent and tenaciouns faction is undermining the groand
beneath him, and that the people no longer know what they
ought to wish for and protect, when hearing their priests pro-
claiming aloud and preaching in almonst every village that the
Church is the only temporal power of the century? Isit not
high time to show that the priests can be braved and the
game be won? Believe what I tell you, the people are now
convinced that the Emperor is the weaker, and does not dare
to do anything against the men of forwer times! Well! yoﬂ
know the sad disconragement of the masses, when thq
believe that they motice any weakpess in the anthoritics
whoever they may be. ;
The Emperor has been afraid of Socialism—well and good;
from his point of view, ke felt obliged to fear it; bot, by
striking it too hard and toq hastily, he was the means of
raising on the ruins of that party another party, much morv
gkilfal and mach more to be feared, s party united by tho
gpirit of caste and esprit de eorps, the nobles and the privats ;
and, unfortunately, I no longer see a counterpoiwse in th)
With all its faolta the laiter, a8 & eounterpoise, had 2
usefnl side.
Sceptical or Voliairean, ﬂdmpmessedmupnfdemp,
its parvens vanity. It resisted the pricsts, it snubbed tle-_
nobles, of whom it was jealous To-day it Halters tham,':



Letters of George Sand. 323

Titles of nobility have again been acknowledged, and the
Legitimists have been made the objects of some regard, and
Lave even received official appointments; you ean judge
then whether they have been put down! The bourgeois have
been anxious to be on good terms with the nobles, whose
influence bas been raised ; the priests have performed the duty of
conciliators. People affect piety in order to gain admittence to
the drawing-rooms of the Legitimists, The official world set
the example; smiles and greetings have been exchg«ﬁged at
mass, and the wives of the tiors % became ardent L itimists ;
for women never leave anything half done. f

Within the last year, all this has made enormous and frightful
progress in the provinces. Priests make marriages,” they
secure dowries to husbands in exchange for their confessions.
Secret and harmless societies have been prosecuted becanse
their members did not agree. The Sociétd de Saint Vincent de
Faul is closely united, it acts as one man; it is the queen of
socret societies. It has a footing everywhere, even in our
schools; and the hisses of half the students' who hissed About
were not meant so much for the pretended friend of the
Emperor as for the avowed enomy of Cardinal Antonelli, I
have good reasons for what I say.

I believe there is yet time, but next year it may be too
late. France needs to believe in the strength of those who
lead her. Thanks to that prestige, she has been made to
accept the most unexpected events. When ber rulers hesitate,
when they pause, sho at once exclaims that they are retracing
their ateps ; she_believes it, and they are lost.

It is rather odd that I, a Republican, should tell you ali

* An abbreviation. of fiers dtat.
T 2
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that, dear Prince; perhaps the wen of my party, or at least
perhaps some among them, think that, bad as things are, it is
all the better for the furtherance of their own views. Well
then, they make a mistake ; they cannot restore the Republic,
and are unconsciously approaching a Restauration. Then we
should go back for a century; Italy wounld be lost, France
debased, and we should once more have to conform to the
charming treaties of 1815 !

1f that should ever be the case I wonld rather, notwith-
standing that bat little etrength might still be left to me,
go and live with your friends the Hurons than inhale the
perfumes of the sacristy.

Dear Prince, you are right, the Empire will be lost if Italy
is abandoned ; for the whole question of the fotore is in the
success of Italian unity. You ssid so sincercly, ably, and
earnestly. May your words be heeded ! Yon possess the true
moral courage which always raises the storm; it is a glory of
which I feel prond for your sake.

Georse Sawyp.,

_ . ‘
To THE Savr, Paris,

Nonaxr, 5th Marcl, 1562,
" Drar Priscs,

You speak with great ability. I do not wonder af 16
myself, for I know that your eloquence proceeds from the
heart. But bow enraged against you are all those bypo-
critea (cafards) 1% Will they carry the day? do they represent
France in the eyes of the Emperor? You did well to pro.

# A term of contempt spplied in France to the clerical party.
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test beforehand against the hypocritical diplomacy of the
ministerial mouthpiece. That leaves us a little hope.

In my heart, however, I am furious; you open to the
main object of the reign (pensée du régne) a path which may
save everything and even wipe out everything in history,
and they seem to purposely close their eyes!

But I can swear to you that the Empire is lost if it con-

tinues to slumber or to tremble, whilst the old monarchies.

are shaking off their torpor and the priests are plotting.
Balvation resides in youm, in you alone. If France should

prove as blind as the authorities, we shall have a

dreadful repetition of the events of 1815 and what followed
them.

Are not all those old devout generals bought before-
hand ?

Do, nevertheless, go ou, dear Prince; everybody is not
ungrateful. The intelligent portion of the people is not yet
corrupted. France cannot commit suicide, May God watch
over us and always be with you!

G. Sanp.

L]
The Dcbats says, with much reason, that you speak as

nobody else does. I should think 83! You alone say what
you believe,

-
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To M. ALexanore Dustas, Jun., Paris.

Nonawt, 10tk March, 1862

You are a good son to love your mamma and those who
lIove you. It certainly causes me much pleasure to learn that
people speak well of me to you, and that they also think well
of me, when such people are good-hearted and talented, like
those you mention. Is not that M. Rodrigues the brother of
Olinde Rodrigues,* with whom I ased to be closely acquainted,
and who was among the good advanced Israelites and tolerably
conversant with Progressist philosophy ?

I do not know whether you have observed that with Jews
there exists no mediam ; when they are bent apon being kind
and generous, they are 8o more than any of the Christians who
believe in the New Testament. I am much pleased to hear
of the marriage of E. H——. That is what 1 call doing good
nsefully. When again meeting with those good readers of
George Sand, you will tell them that such readers as they
conscle me for & great many others. ’

As for me, I have also tried, during the last few days, to
become a reader of that poor nevelist. Every ten or fifteen
years I resume the reading of his works aa a sincere study, and
as dicinterestedly as though they belonged to some other
anthor; seeing that I have forgotten even the names of the
personages, and only remember the subjects, kaving lost the
recollection of the means of execntion. 1 bave not been

* Priend of Clande Henri Count of Saint-SBimon, the frupder of
Saint-Simoniszm, whose writings he published and whose views, in
eollsborasicn with Enfantin, Bazard, Augusie Comte, Armand Carrel,
Leroax, Blanqgui, Jean Reynand, and others, he acsistel] in diffaxiog.
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satisfied with everything; far from it. I read once again
L'Homme de Neige and Le Chiteau des Désertés. What I
think of them is not of much interest to relate; but the
phenomenon which I songht in them, and which I found, is
rather curious, and may be of some use to you.

For a month previously I had been exclusively engaged,
with Maarice, in the study of natural philosophby, and my
brein was filled with pames more or less barbarous; in my
dresms I saw nothing but rhomboidal prisms, varying chro-
matic effects of a dull or resinous appearance when broken ;
wo spent whole hours mutually inquiring, * Have you found
the orthosis !’ “ Have you got the albite ?”’ and referring to
other distinctions which, in a thousand and one mineralogical
¢ases, are never obvions to the senses,

So much so that, Maunrice having gone, that study for
which I felt, in his company, a sort of enthusiasm, has once
more become a matter that no longer excites my interest.
Besides, I had lost much time, and it was necessary to resume
my calling. Bat, then, please your honour, nobody remained.
George Sand was as absent from himself as though he were
fossilised. At first not a single idea came, then, when idess
occurred, it was found impossible to write a single word. It
reminded me of your despair last summer. Ah! but with me
it was o grest deal worse. You never came o the point of
feeling unable to write three lines in any lunguage whaiever;
you never walked abount a garden, the victim of an uncon-
trollable monomania which urged you to pick up all the
white pebbles in order to compare them with one another.
Then it was that I took up one or $wo novels of mine, in order
to remind myself that formerly—even as late as six weeks ago
~1 used to write novels, At first I could not nunderstand any-
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thing. Gradually everything became clearer, I recognised
myself in my good qualities and in my defects, and retook
possesgion of my literary self. Now, all is over, and a long
time will elapse before I again read pry works, and act like a
flowing stream unaware of what it might reflect by pausing in
its course.

1f ever yoa should again fall into one of those crises,
peruse Le Régent Mustel, La Dame auz Perles, or any other
play of yours, and yoa will recover yourself ; for we spend our
lives in losing ourselves in the changing prism of life, and
what little ray we may possess of onr own is easily absorbed
therein. Bat there is no harm in that, believe me. To often
read one’s own works, to constantly examine one’s own pro-
ductions, and to be always staring at oneself would constitute
a regular torture, and prove a canse of sterility.

Rest assured that the abundance of your father’s faculties
was due to the application which he made of them. As for
me, my tastes are innocent, that is why my productions are as
gimple as A B C. Baut do you not think that similar tastes to
mine might not have extinguished his talent, he who bears
within himself a whole world ,of events, heroes, traitors,
magicians, and adventures, he who is the personification of
drama? He needed a soperabendance of life in order to
ceaselessly renew an enormous focus of life. You will not
indeed alter him, and will have to carry the weight of thai
double glory—his and your own. Yoors with all its fruits;
his with all its thorns. What would you have? He gave
birth to all your great faculties, and believes bimself quit
towards you. Yon made s more logical use of your talent
than be of his; in this yoor self asserted itself, and carried
you into another path where he cannot fullsw you.

It is rather difficnlt to be som:times compe‘lled to become
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the father of one’s own father. For that one needs such
courage, reason, and nobleness of heart as you possess. Do
not deny that you are possessed of a noble heart; it pervades
all you say and all you do. It rules you, though you may
perhaps be unaware of it, and although it creates for you
duties which few people heed, it will fully repay youn by true
power and the peace of your conscience,

Proceed gaily, geo on, and you will see by-and-by[
Everything passes away—youth, passions, illnsions, and the
craving for life; one single thing remains—righteousness of
heart. That never grows old, but, on the contrary, if un-
impeded, the heart is yonunger and stouter at sixty than af
thirty years of age.

I did not thank you, it is troe, for the offer of your lovely
apartments; I will not thank you, I will accept, in case 1
should no longer have any home in Paris, Where conld I be
better than with my child ? Bat, for a good long time yet, I
shall keep my little hay-loft in the Rue Racine, and my Latin
Quarter habits.

I kiss you with all my heart, and request you to convey

my kind remembrance to the ckifelaines.®
G. Sawp.

To M. Armanp Barsks, The Hague.
‘ Nomaxt, Srd May, 1862,
My verY DEAR FriExp,
I have now been a long time without hews from you.
If the labour of writing still fatigues you, can yon not manage
for me to hear through somebody? Can I hope that yoy are
better, as announced in your last letter !

* An altusion to the mother and wife of Alexandro Damas, jum.

¥
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I, on my part, wisk to let you know of the approaching
marriage of my son with the danghter of my old and dear
friend Calamatta. She is a charming girl, and very warm-
hearted. This union fulfils one of my-beart’s desires,

You, who live but for your friends, without a care for
yourself, will share my joy. Bat, if possible, spesk to me a
little about yourself; if mof, think of me, and wish for the
bappiness of my dear son. Heaven, that loves youn, will hear
your prayer!

Geoeor Saxmp,

To His HiGHNESS PrInCE JERG3ME NAPOLEON, Paris.

Nouawy, 11th May, 1562
Dear Preoice,

Are yon still at Paris? T hasten to thank yon with all
my soul on behalf of my sister, who, thasks to you, is aboul
‘to be made happy.

At present my heart is altogether free from family trouble,
and I am absorbed in the happiness of my children, who are
to be married in a few days, Ah! if yon were not goimg away
this week, it would be so easy to come incognifo and spend
twenty-four hours with us! Oh but—yon would perhaps be
rather compromised by our liberty of conscience !—we shall
have no religious ceremony !

‘We are excommunicated, Like all who, in deed or in thought,
have wished for the unity of Italy and the trinmph of Victor
Emannel; we look upon ourselves as expelled from the
Church. Bat do not tell the Princess Clotilde! We maust not
cause the angels to weep. She believes—we others do not
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believe—in the Catholic Church. 'We should be hypocrites to
practise its rites. :

Thanks once more; and please, sir, try to save Rome.
Calamatta here tells ns that yom will meet in Ifaly with un-
bounded affection and gratitude, The journey gives us great
hope ; for we are all troly Italian in heart, and we love you all
the more because of our being so.

But you will not stay long ? | Are you not about to become
a father? What joy there will be amongst us when we know
that you have that happiness.

(GEORGE SAND,

To THE SAmE,

Nograst, 26tk July, 1862.
My pEar Privce,

I have just come from the banks of the Creuse, and
heard of the happy event. I am delighted at it; you don't
need me to tell you so, :

The Princess is a good mother to suckle her child! You
must make & man, a real man, of that little one. You will, I
am pure, be a kind father, because you have been & good son ;
but see to his education yourself, and it will then be what it
ought to be for a man of the future and not of the past.

Your friecds are counting on that and rejoicing. I can-
not tell you how much I think of you and dream of your son;
is not the event & happy one for you? Tell me yes, and kiss
the child for me in the name of God, the King of Kings, with
whom I am not on the worst of terms. ‘
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We have no such happiness here. I am wuiting im-
patiently for the hope of it. My children are with my
husband at Nérac. He has been seriously ill; he is now
out of danger, and my children are coming back to me.

1 love you ever with all my heart,
Groece Saxp,

To THE SAME,

Nonaxt, 14th December, 1362,

Thanks, dear Prince, for the pamphlet that yoa have
been good enongh to send me. I have been rather poorly
these last few days. It is only to-night that I have been
able to read it; all the docoments it contains are very
startling and of the greatest atility. Let ns hope that they
will add their weight to the sum of reflections which the
public aad the Goverument ought to make s little shorter,
displaying a little less indijference respecting the salvation of
Italy and France.

In presence of the encroachments of clerical influence,
it seems to me that France is still more threatened than
Ttaly. Is it a scheme of the Emperor’s for allowing the
constitation of a Gallican Charch at home, whilst that of Rome
is falling to pieces? Such a geme would be clever, but
perilous. Priests, whether Gallican or not, can play a deep
game as well as anybody, and I cannol see that French
honour has anything to gain by victories of that kind.

8o you bave been enjoying yourself, sir! This year, you
have been jonrneying by land and ses, always braving dauger,
and meeting with rongh weather and all sorta of adventures.
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You are fond of that kind of thing, well and good, and I
am told that the Princess Clotilde is as brave as yourself.
I hear that your son grows to be a superb child. Those are
indeed elements of domestic happiness.

But do you feel reassured in regard to public affairs 7 It
seems to me that life, by reason of its inactivity, becomes
extinet, alike in the people as in princes, )

_All my little household send the warmest expressions of
their’ affection and devotion. Maurice is touched by your
kind thoughtfulness in regard to the pamphlet. He intends
going to spend a few days in the Sonth at his father’s; after
which he will visit Paris with his dear and perfect little wife.
I myself know not when I shall lay down my pen in order
to breathe s little more freely; what I know is, that I love
you always with all my heart and am longing to see you
again, '

GeoreE SaND.

To M., * * %

NowmaxT, 26tk Felruary, 1863,

3

Christianitjr is an abstract truth. In order to be a

concrete truth, a real fruth, it would require to take into
~ account the ideas which you hold, snd which I need not point
out to you. Christianity is not false; it is an incomplete
truth, A weapon of progress in former times, it has now
become an instrument of destruction, It is the grave in
which mankind buries what little conscience and light it
still possesses. This is not the fault of the poor crucified
teacher; it is that of those who deified his memory. You
will say more correctly than I that which you know you
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onght to say, and that which T believe I kuow you will
gay. Your production is very fine, lofty, and profound; it
is that of a saperior mind, at once poetic and logical. May
God assist yon to explove the depths of things, without losing
yourself in the vast abyss into which we no longer penetrate
eave on the wings of hypothesis 1

That task requires mach power of expression, and all
branches of knowledge shonld concmr in forming the science
of sciences.

I, who know nothing, am waiting, and yet I sllow my
conscience to judge of what takes place That, no doubt,
is very bold on my part; but every mind, however incomplete
it may be, feels the need of asserting itself,

The finest of hypotheses, one which would be entitled
to mark a pew religions phase in the conquests of the futare,
is that which shonld sacceed in establishing harmony between
the requirements of intellect and of heart and the resulis
of experience. Lofty writings have already discussed the
question in that light, and I feel convinced that your inquiries
will secure a reply from you fo your own self that will throw

still further light on the path newly opened.
Georse Bawp.

To Hrs Hicaness PriINcE JEeime NAroLEoN, Paris.

Foraxt, 22xd March, 1562

XY avcrer Frixxp,

You alone are young and generous, and brave! You
alone love truth for its own eake. Amongsi the men of
genius of to-day, you are the scle one whoee genins proceeds
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from the heart, the only genins that is truly great and
relinble. Dear noble heart, ghining light in the midst of that
seam of coal called the Senate—not coal, however, for it
cannot be lighted—I esteem and love you always more and
more. Ah! that Senate is a world of ice and darkness!
It votes the destruction of peoples as the simplest and wisest
thing; for its members themselves are moribund. Take
pride in not being liked by such fellows. All in France that

still possesses life will be grateful to you for it. - '

I am waiting for my copy, do not forget me; for I
have nothing but newspaper extracts, and that is not
sufficient.

My children are happy to have seen you. My dear little
daughter, who is an affectionate girl, fondly cherishes you.
She, however, was unwell whilst staying with you; her
interesting condition exposes her to troubles, which are ouly
trifling, but yet compel her to withdraw, without taking leave,
from any socie{;y in which she may be; and. Mearice, alarmed
by the frequency of her fainting attacks, quickly brought
her back to me. She is now quite well again. They both
request me to express their regards for you, and I beg you
to convey, on behalf of us all, our respects to\ the Princess,
According to what they say, your son is hrndsome, very
handsome. Lina looked him full in the fa.ce,gith emulation.
Pray, sir, do not let him be brought up by the

Accept for all our good wishes and gffection.
G. Sanp.

nests !
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“To M. Epyonp Asovr, Paris,

Kouaxt, March, 1563.

What talent you have! ten times greater, beyond
doubt, than people recognise in you, althongh they acknow-
ledge that you have a great deal. Why do you not soar
a8 lagh as genius, which you reach, but silow to slip through
your fingers? It is that your soul is sad, perhaps afflicted.
For the last thirty years, people bave ridicnled our fits of
despair. You laugh, you other folks, but much more sadly
than we used to cry. You see the world of to-day soch
as it is, withont asking whether you might not diminish
its weakness by making yoorselves stronger than it. I feel
persuaded that you are of neither more nor less worth than
we, setting aside the improvement in art, which is constantly
progressing and obvious in all aathors, old and young alike ;
but why should you not wish o surpass ns? Thauks to
you, the silly fita of despair from which we saffered bave
been followed by a reaction of life which grasps reality, and
should cause you to step right gver our heads.

Will not one of you do it, 2nd why shoold you not be that
one? We were depicting man suffering, woanded in the
struggle of life. As for you, your idea is to depict, or rather
you instinctively depict man as an ardent being who rebels
against suffering, and who, instead of rejecting the cup, fills
it to the brim and drinks it off. Put that cup of strength and
life kills you; the proof of it is that in Madelon all tho'
personages are dead, shamefolly dead, at the end of the
drama, eave her, the personification of vice, always young sud
trinmphant.
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What then? Does that imply that in vice alone there is
strength, none in honour and virtue? Not ome of your
personages resists, and the only truly honest man, M. Hounnoré,
ends by committing guicide, just like the heroes of our
Bymw—,ian times. ‘

Why so? Speak! Do yon believe that no man is strong
enough to brave, nndergo, and overcome all troubles? not a
single one? not even you who, with outstretched arms,
delineate that picture of a great artist, that worthy, wonderfal
mental prodaction, that marvel of truth, force, colour, compo-
sition, and design, which you entitle Madelon ? You dare not
yourself be that man, or suggest in a grand work, that such &
man exists and speaks through your pen, that he acts through
your will, and friumphs through your conviction? Why so,
good God? Must we, in order to spread the ideal, turn
bigots and invoke all the falsehoods of Catholicism, when it
is so well proved that man is old enough to stand alone as soon
as he chooses to do so?

You really must take care! All those attractive young
people whom the reader would wish to resemble are but
wretches. All those virtuous ywomen are silly, and so power-
less to avert evil that their presence is not required on this
earth. They are only useful as an excuse for faithless
husbands, owing to the weariness they cause them. Madelon
salone is logical. If human natare is thus represented around
Ler, she is right to despise it, and to blush no longer at anything.

Horrible conclusion of a wholly admirable recital, and
before which all the literary faculties we possess bow without
reserve, but before which also all the honest feelings of our
hearts rise in painful revolt.

Do not think that I do not at all understand what you
YOL. IL, %
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intended to do, and that I do not perceive the svund side of
that violent study. I know that to show up and unveil the
wicked and cowardly is more instructive than predication, and
the perusal of the Lives of Saints. .1 will agree with you that
Feuillet and myself write, each from his own poiut of view,
legends rather than romans de meurs. 1 only ask you to do
that which we cannot do; and, seeing that yoa are so well
acquainted with the sores and plagnes of society, to aronse
the sense of good by borrowing it from the circle which you
depict with such truth, and bhave so skilfully observed and
dissecled.

Now that you have just written a masterpiece concerning
the victory of evil, I request and beseech you to write the
masterpiece of the revival of good. Let us sece a trae-hearted
man crushing that vermin called vice, braving that luxury,
scorning with easy and simple logic the silly vanity whichg:
induces men to appesr strong in absurdity and powerful in theé
abase of life ; yon have just proved that such vanity is a.lwajsg
punished by nature, which vindicates its righta. g

Have the courage to incarnate in an individnal the triumph
of virtne. Let the wicked triomph in pablic opinion f you
will. It is useless to gild society, which is so silly and so
corrupt, but let Job on kis dunghill be the noblest and
happiest of all, g0 noble that the youthful reader would prefer
to be Job rather than any of the other perscnages. Ah,
would that T could ! would that X had your aze and stren gth ¢
wonld that I knew all yon know!

Why did the Demi-monds, which disclozed in their mked-
ness Madelon and her dapes and her accomplices, captwau
the most recalcitrant with that sort of picture, and myself
to begin with > It is because two men are trinmphant by Ler
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side—the one who unmasks her and the other who repudiates
her, though there is no revenge.

Why is the anthor of the Demi-monde entitled to say and
show everything ? It is because we feel that there is in him &
noble instinct of revolt against the torrent which might have
overwhelmed him. With the magnificent powers you possess,
you cannot be allowed not to do good. You must effect some.
You must thus avenge yourself for all the harm people have
done you through being unable to uanderstand you. She has
understood you who now dares and feels it a duty to'say all
this to you, from the depths of a heart a thousand times
broken and still happy in spite of all.

‘ GzoreE SanDp.

To M. % % *
. Nomaxz, 4dpril, 1863.

Yes, sir, I undonbtedly remember, and am reading
your book. Your mind is mnoble, vast, and generous. My
son shares your ideas, for he and his wife have become
Protestants, and intend bringing up their children in the
advanced oreed of the Reformation, of which you are one of
the most eminent and most fervent apostles. But I, though
loving and admiring you with the best of my soul, shall
become gradually less Christian; I feel it, and I also daily
perceive the breaking forth of another light beyond the
horizon of life, towards which I am marching with growing
tranquillity of mind.

Jesus is not and could not have been the last word of truth
granted to mankind. You ingeniously admit that He sowed
& progressive truth, which we must develop. But did Jesus

z 2

Ll
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believe that? I do not think so. He was the man of
His time, althongh the most idealistic man of His time.

Besides, 1s He the only one we shounld venerate in that
period of moral and intellectual revival called Christianity,
and which bas been the work of several of the ¢life and of
several centuries of discussion? Either, as believed by M. Renan,
Jesus was unacquainted with the doctrines that sarrounded
Him, and, original to a supreme degree, He was a decp and
powerful incarnation of the thought which hovered aronnd His
centary ; or, as you believe, sir, and as I myself feel rather
inclined to believe with yon, He was fanght, and was but a
disciple, though purer and better gifted than His masters.
There is a third version which does not please me, but which
nevertheless has a valoe of its own: it is that Jesns a3 an
individual never really existed, and that His life is but a poem
and a legend, which embodies several more or less interesting
existences, just like His gospel, whick, according to that
version, i8 but the collection of more or less anthentic versions
of the one doctrine, subject to a thonsand modes of inter-
pretation. I believe that yon admit the poesibility of all the
foregoing; we must indeed admit it when nol possessed of
certainty and of incontestable historical proof.

But you will say within yoorself: “ What matters that aftor

all, if, from =1l those wrecks of the bistorical reality, we have |
saved a philosophical truth, an adwirable doctrine?” Very
good, I think a8 you do; buat Ido not care to call by the nume

of Christianity a doetrine which is perbaps not at all that
of the individual known as Jesns, who perbaps never was
actaally crucified ; and I still less care to grow enthusiastic

b g

about a niythical personage who does not possess the reality of |

Plato, Pythagoras, Aristotle, and all 1he great minds of whose
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existence we sre sure, and whom we know to have thought,
spoken, written, or suffered in person.

You will cbserve that this apoeryphal, or at least doubiful
situation of the fomnder of Christianity opens the door to
mutually contradictory beliefs, and that this very beantiful
doctrine has caused as much evil in the world as it has done
good, for the very reason that it procecds from a kind of myth.
It is & bright beam proceeding from, a gun hidden beneath the
clouds. Plato, Pythagoras, and the other real founders of well-
defined doctrines or methods always did good only, dJesus
brought hypocrisy and persecution into haman and social life,
and this has endured for more than eighteen hundred years;
even now we are more than ever persecuted in His name, de-
prived of liberty, and persecuted by His priests, even in the most
private concerns of life. Away, then, with the God Jesust!
Let us as philosophers love that charming personage of Oriental
romance; but let us abstain from endeavouring to make people
believe in His divinity or in His quasi-divinity, any more
than in His buman reslity. Of Him we know really nothing -
and are only left in presence of the collective work of the
spostles, which in many respecis provokes criticism. We are
free to select the version which pleases us best, and to build
again, according to the wants of our hearts, of our consciences,
of our reason, or of omr idealism, the temple of the new
Jerusslem. Buot let us no longer call that & religion; for it
never was one. It never was even a philosophy; for some it
is & romantic ideal, for others a gross superstition. In it there
i8 no room for reason, and its practice is as elastic and as
vugue as its text. Catholicism itself is something real and
strong. But, a8 it eppears as an odious institution, I will not.
have it apy more than the other branches of Christianity.
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We 'must not insult Jesus. He possibly was, indeed He
must have been, great and good. But that alone is mob
sufficient to induce serions minds to seek in Christianity al
Light and all trath, .

Truth was never the sole property of any one man, and n¢
- God ever deigned to formulate it for us. It resides in us all
In some few more than in the masses; but all may seck snc
find the sum of wisdom, of truth, and of virtue, which is the
expression of the times they live in. Man is always anxious
to define, to classify, and to give a pame to everything; that
is why he is anxions to have Messiaha and gospels, but those
personifications and those dogmas have always done him aa

much harm as good.
It is high time that we had lights that are not incendiary

torches.

To M. LeBrots, Protestant Minister, Strasbourg.

Xouanr, 3rd dugusd, 1843,
BSre,

Your excellent disconrses have much strnck my som,
my daughter-in-law, and myseif, and I will at once, and with-
outf preamble, reply to your kind letter by disclosing my heart
to you,

My son contracted a civil marriage last year. With the
approval of bis wife, bis wife’s father, and myaclf, he did not
secure a religions consecration of his marriage. The Catholic
Church, in which we were born, professes dogmas which it
corrmborates by anti-social and anti-human doctrines which
we find it impossible to admit. A dear little boy was born
of that union a fortnight ago. Since bis mother conceived
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him and bore him in her bosom, we have all three discussed the
question whether he shall be brought up in the vague religions
aspirations which may be sufficient for the age of reason

{under condition of seeking for truth in better defined con.
- ceplions), or whether, in view of preparing him to become a
- complete man, we should endeavour to bind him to some
idealistic, sentimental, and rational faith. But where iz the
faith sufficiently formulated to-day to be placed within the
reach of a child ? | '

We turned our views to Protestantism solely because it is
a protest against the Rommh yoke; but that creed was far
from meeting our views. Two dogmas, the one odious, the
other inadmissible—the divinity of Jesus Christ, and the
belief in the devil and in hell-~made us recoil from a religions
progress which had not yet had the frankness and the courage
to reject those beliefs. '

Your discourses free us from that scruple, and my son
wishing his marringe and the birth of his son fo be religionsly
celebrated, I have no longer any objection to offer to two
sacraments, which would associate his marriage and his
paternity with your communion.

But, before entirely submitting myself, I have recourse to
your loyalty with absolute confidence, and I put a question
to you. Do you still belong to the intellectual communion
of the Reformation? Persecuted and probably disowned
by Anglicanism, by Methodism, and by the greater part of
the various churches, can you say that you belong to a
notable part of the enlightened mind of Protestantism?
If, almost alone, you raised the standard of revolt, would
not the child that we shoald place under the egis of your
tdeas be disowned and rejected by Protestants, in spite of
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its baptism amongst them? One may risk oneself in the
struggles of the philosophical and religions world; but,
when entrusted with the futare of a child, of a being born
with the sacred right of liberty, which, as soon aa its reason
begina to expand, stands in need of counsel and guidance,
wo must not only seek for the best method to offer to it,
but also prepare for it in life a moral sarrounding, some
sort of solidarity (solidarits), a focus of fraternity, and
gomething more—a religions rationality, if I may be allowed
to employ the expression, s flag commanding some authority
in this world. We must not, it seems to me, so act that
the yon-th may tarn some day and say to his Catholic father,
“You bound me to a death-yoke!” or to bis Protestant
father, “You isolated me in the midst of freedom of inquiry,
you confined me in a petty church without help, and behold I
am already engaged in the struggle, when I wcarcely know
tke reason for my joining the fray!”

In both cases, the youth might add: “Jt would have
been better not to bind me in any way, bat to have brought
me up according to your own ingpiration in the absolute
freedom in which yon yourself lived.”

My son and his wife will, at'all events, do as they please,
without any clond arising from a dissidence which as yet is
not even formulated; but having, some day or other, to
give or reserve my opinion, I ask of you, sir, such a reply
to my doubt as your conscience may dictate to yon.

I am unscquainted with the Protestant world. 1 hear
of the existence of an entirely new sect, having a futare
before it, and making numercus proselytes, chicfly in Italy
From what I am told, I perceive that that sect is fonnded
on your principles, and that a blast of religions freedom i
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sweeping over the world and uniting a certain number of
serions minds. I should like to know if onr child will
have in life a true family, with which he perhaps may
never feel the desire or have the opportunity of identifying
himself-~for we must foresee an age when he may feel dis-
inclived to observe any rite, and with that the anthority
of his natural family will not be able to interfere—but of
which he might proudly say that he was the pupil and the
citizen. Our petty churches, offshoots of Catholicism, like
the one of Abbé Chitel for instance, always possessed a
puny or powerless character. The church which yon pro-
claim belongs to & larger conception of Christianity, and
does nob . present those petty aspects. But where is that
church? Is it anathematised by Protestant intolerance ?
Is it denied its religious title? Does it belong to sects
which help it to constitute itself as an important community,
offering an ensemble of views, aspirations, and efforts ?

Excuse my scrawl, I can never manage to re-write what
I have written, and prefer sending you my first impression,
thongh illegible and shapeless. You will understand with
your heart, which can deciphex; all things.

I request you not to betray the secret of this letter until
the questions to which it refers have been decided between
us; and pray, sir, believe that, whatever the issue, my
feelings for you are those of trme and profound fraternity.

' Gzorer Sanp,
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To Hrs HicHNESS Prince JErime NaroLon, Paris.

Nonaxt, 19th November, 1863,
My pzar Prince, -

You must think that T am dead; bat you have been
travelling so much that, had I written, you would not bave
found time to read my letter. You have worked much for
the furtherance of art, industry, and progress. As for me, I
bave written a comedy ; that is less nseful and less interesting.
What that was really instroctive conld I have taught you,
who sare acquainted with everything? I am told that you
would like to know what X thivk of the Life of Jesus®

M. Renan causes his hero, when viewed from a certain
atandpoiht, to fall a little; though, from another, Le raises
Him in my estimation. I nsed to delight in persnading
myself that Jesus had never belicved Himself to be God, had
never proclaimed Himself epecially the Son of God, and that
His belief in a vindictive God was but an apocryphal addition
_ to the gospel. Soch were, at least, ibe interpretations which
I had always accepted and even sought; but now M. Renan
steps forth with deeper, more competent, and stronger stadies
and inquiry. We do not need to be as learned as be, to feel
in his work the existence of an ensemlble of indisputable facts
and opinions. Were it only because of the colour and life,
when reading it, we feel that he casts a clearer light om the
time, the man, and His surroundings.

1, therefore, believe that his appreciation of Jesus is bettar
than the conception we had formed of Him before the appear-
ance of the work, and I accept Jesus us presented to ns by

® M E. Benan's Fie de Jisua,
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M. Renan. He no longer appears as s philosopher, a savant,
a sage, a genins, reflecting in Himself the best essence of the
systema of philosophy and the sciences of His age. He appears
as a dreamer, an enthusiast, a poet, as one inspired, a fanatic,
and a simpleton. Granted! Yet I love Him still; but how
small the place He now seems to me to occupy in the history
of ideas! how diminished the importance of His personal
work appears! How much more henceforth does His religion
appear es the result of the hazard of human events, than as
that of one of those great historical necessities which we are
agreed upon, and sometimes feel under the obligation of calling
providential | '

Let us accept truth, even when it surprises us and alters
our views. Jesus is now quite demolished! so much the
worse for Him! so much the better for us. His religion had
succeeded in doing at least as much harm sas it had done
good ; and, as—whether that be or be mnot the opinion of
M. Renan—I to-day feel persuaded that it can mow do
nothing but harm, I believe that M. Renan has produced
the most useful book that could be written at this moment.

I conld say much as to the niceties of expression
displayed by M. Renan. One needs courage in order to
complain of so admirably fine a style. Bub it becomes too
gednctive and not sufficiently explicit, when the anthor strives
to leave the reader in uncertainty ms to what degree or
charaoter of divinity is to be attributed to Jesus. The work
contains some brilliant flashes of light which prevent the atten-
tive reader from being misled. But it also shows, on the part
of the author, too many charming yet puerile efforts to lull the
vigilance of prejudiced minds, and to preserve with one band
that which he destroys with the other. That proceeds, not at
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all, as has been freely said, from the influence of the seminary
education, from which that virile talent had been unable to
free itself—I do not believe that it doecs—bat from the
infatuation of the artiste for his subject. There is danger,
perhaps inconvenience, in being an erudite and poetic philo-
sopher. It, no doubt, presents a fine ensemlle, rather seldom
met with in a haman being; but, when dealing with such
matters, enthusiasm jeopardises the logic, or &t least the
clearness of the assertions.

Have yon read five or six pages which M. Renan published
last month in the Revue des Deuz Mondes? * 1 prefer them to
anything he has written hitherto. It is marvellously grand!
L it is true, still find fanlt with some questions of detail; bat
it is so grand that I object little and sdmire mwach. I should
be delighted to know what you thiok of it. You know how to
sum up your views on any subject; let me hear your opinion
with yonr marvellous concision.

I shall go to Paris this winter, I know not when. My

family is well. My grandson is lovely, and quite a good

child. They tell me that your eon is superb; I am longing to
see him. The inmates of my nest send yoa and the Princess
their best homage.

Is it true that we shall have war 7

'What is certain, dear Prince, is that I still love yor with sll

my heart.
Groeox Sasp,

% Les Sciences de In Nature ef Les Seiences Hivtoriguss, 8 Letter to
M. Berthelot (Dialognes ei Fragments Philossphiques; Caimann Lévy,
1£76).
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To THE SAME.

Nomawr, 24tk November, 1863.
Drar PrivcE, ‘

I willingly consent to your giving a copy of my letter
to M. Renan; but it is only a letter, and X am unable to sum
up my thoughts like you. My judgment is very euperficial

and incomplete, and does not penetrate the depth of things.’
I am now engaged in reading Strauss, Salvador, and the
beautiful preface of M. Littrd to the first of those two books.
Had I been earlier acquainted with that preface, I should
have been better able to read M. Renan. .

Your judgment is better than mine; I always told yon
that you possess a great mind, which, however, you do not turn
to full account. You do not beliove me when I say that you
could do anything youn liked; bat you are lazy and & prince
too; what a pity!

I do not think you are a dreamer, far from it; you are
nearer the real truth than M. Renan, M. Littré, and M. Sainte-
Beuve. They fell in the German ruf. That is their weak-
ness. They have more talent and genins than all modern
Germans together, and, besides, they are French; that is to
say, they possess spirit and are artisfes. That notion of doing
away with the immortality of the soul, the real and progressive
persistence of self, is a sin against French philosophy. In
order to preserve all that is pure and snblime in faith, French
talent, henrt, and mind are needed. The Germans are too
stupid to believe in anything but materialism ; I regret to
notice their influence over those fiue and grand minds of

whom France might still be prouder, if they were warmer and
bolder.
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Ah! were I a man, had I yonr ability, your time, your
books, your freedom of action, I would start a fine campargn,
not against those great minds we speak of—I love and admire
them too much for that—-bat Ly their side, deriving from them
the chief part of my strength, and from myself, from my
sentiment of the imperishable, the conclusion which would be
in keeping with my heart.

No, the conclusion of MM, Renan and Littré is not sof-
ficient, RBesurrection in posterity throagh glory is not so
disinterested an idea as they declare it to be. Their device
is fine enocugh: “To work without the hope of s reward;
the reward being the very good which we do.”

Yes, under the condition that we shall always be able to
do it and to eternally recommence it ; to do good during half
a century is to be content with too little, with a duty fvo
quickly performed. Besides, the spectacle and sense of what
is true and beantifol is too extensive for a single Life to be
‘sufficient for contemplating and enjoying them. That de-
ficiency of proportion would be for us an inadrissible want of
equilibriam.

1 shall go to Paris only fof a few days. Bot, befween us,
T am now organising my life 80 as to be a little freer. I am
entering upon my sixtieth year. It is a pretty round figure,
and T rather feel the want of locomotion for my tardy Baint
Mariin's sammer !

I should be very happy to see you at shorter intervals.
We—that is, you and I—remain nevertheless, that is to say,
despite my reproaches against the materialistic tendency of
AL Renan, fully agreed as to the excellence and usefulness
of his Life of Jesus. If he knew what kind of letter you
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have written to me he would find it just what he likes, the
glatton | .
I and my children, dear Prince, are yours in heart.
G. Sawnp.

I am to-day in painful auxiety. Among the names of
those who have been banged at Warsaw, I notice that of
Piotrowski, and I do not know whether it is that of the man
who miraculously effected his escape from Siberia. I knew the
latter, he was & hero. Do you know whether they are really
one and the same? ‘

To M, Crarres Powncy, Venice.

: Nonant, 28th December, 1863,
Dear Cuip,

Thanks for your kind, long, and interesting letter, as.
also for your New Year wishes, which I return to you with all
my heart, as to your dear Solange.

So all is over with Venice? FPoor Venice! But nothing
dies here below, and a day will come when all that lost
luxuriant beauty will be revived and grow youoger. We are
living in the century of the hammer that breaks down, and of
the trowel that builds sgain. It is impossible to relate better
all yon have seen. That wandering (though healthful to body
and mind) life must have done good to Solange, and I advise
you pot to get tired of it too quickly.

Seeing that tho poor nest is still desolate,* let grass and

* An allusion to the death of Madame Poncy.
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branches grow around it. Yhen you come back to remove
them, painfal recollections will have given place to that grave
gerenity which death leaves in hearts that conscience has
nothing %o reproach with.

Bat it ie useless to wish to basten that moment. Nature
has a right to tears. They are at the same time a relicf that
it requires and a noble tribute that it pays. Thereby your
dear daughter is receiving a solemn baptism. She will later
on sppreciate its salatary and strengthening effect.’

I have received all yoar letters ; T shared and felt all your
emotions. I am now, for a few days, ot of a great crisis of
work. As a means of distraction, I am reading Emsrson, with
whose works [ am unacquainted. He is an American philo-
sopher, and at the same time a critic, a sarant, a poet, and a
metaphysician ; he possesses a vast brain, perhaps a little
confused, owing to the diversity of his knowledge, but it must
be admitted enblime.

Qur child is enperb and remarkably loving and charming.
It displays uncommon precociousness, which at times arouscs
my anxiety ; there is a someihing in its lock that does not
belong to its age. Bat I will not dwell npon that. Its bealth,
freshness and plumpness, and muscalar strength are quite
reassuring. The little mother is a kind narse, and absolutely
devoted to her little oue (petist). Maurice is, therefore, yuite
happy, and everybody kisses you tenderly.
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To M. AvcusTe VAcQUERIE, Paris.

Noaaxr, 4k January, 1864, -

I have pot thanked you for the pleasure which Jean
Baudry has given me. I hoped to see it played, but, my
journey to Paris being delayed, I decided to read it, not I
confess without some little fear. In the majority of cases, -
successful pieces lose s0 much when read. Ah, well! I
have had & cha,rm.ing surprise, Your piece is one of those
which may be read with emotion and true satisfaction.

The subject is new, bold, and beautiful. I find one fault
only in the way in which you have unrolled and unravelled;
it is that the good honest Andrée does not set herself at once
to love Jean in the end, and that she does not reply to his
last word ; “Yes, bring him back again, for I no longer love
him, and your wife will adopt him !”’ or, * Cure him, correct
him, and return withont him,”

You wished the sacrifice on the part of Jean to be com-
plete. It was so, it seems to me, without this last chastisement
of aurecompensed parting, .

You will say: * Woman is not capable of such things.” I
say : “Why not?” And I do not recoil before a good big
morality : e sublime sentiment is always fruitful; Jean is
sublime, See the little Andrée, who loves him bat in
friendship, setting herself to love him with enthusiasm, because
the sublime has cansed an uvknown force to vibrate in her.
You wish to touch this chord in the public; why not show
them the magnetic and divine operation on the stage? That
would be still more affecting; people would not go away
saying : :‘ Virtue only serves to make us unhappy.”

YOL. II, ' 2 a
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A

That is my criticism. It belongs to the domain of philo-
sophy, and takes away mnothing from the sympathy and
compliments due to the feeling of the urtiste. You have
made a sublime man speak and act. It is a great and
good thing as times go. I am delighted with your
success. ¥

# M, AvsusTE VacQuzare's RepLyY ;-

How proud I am that you shonld have written me such a friendly
and sincere letter ; buf how humiliated that we shoald not be of the
same opinion with regard to the dénouements !

You regret that Andrée does not reward the virtue of Jean Baadry;
bat is virtoe ever rewarded elsewhere than at the Academy? I have
tried to make a bourgeois Prometheus ; was not the reward of Prome-
theos the volture? AndJ know not who wonld guin were it otherwise.

It would not always be Prometheus. What wounid you think of
seeing him recoociled to Japiter and in favonr at court? of Joau of
Arc ﬁnishmg her career as M]" of honour to the queen, and Fesns na
the minister of Tiberins!

That wonld no longer be virtne. You may that virtae is more con-
tageous when it is rewarded ; I believe the contrary, and that there is
no grander propaganda than martyrdom. Take away thecroes, and you
do away with Christianity.

To return to my play, it seems to me that Jean Bandry wonld be
considerably diminished, and with him the teaching which he persomifics,
if he had been loved by Andrée i in the end. I donbt whether Romen
and Jukiet would have been affscting even to posterity had they gnisly
settled down and had a family of childrea. T do net ahr«oluu Iy rzject,
happy dénouements, but I believe thera 1o be i the firat plass less trme,
and in the second less efficecious. I confexs that Tartoffe almoet
ceases to be odicus tg me from the moment of his arreat.

Morality is not in the facs, buc in the impression of the furt.  Binee
you regret that Jean Baudry is not made happy, the final impression is
in favour of virtoe

My opicion is that Andree wrmld render a bad service {4 virtoe and
10 Jean Baredry bumself in preferring Lim to Oilivier, who would then
relapse into the state from which he Las been rescusd Ly Jean Buudry.
She Lelieves, like Jean Bandry, thas Olivier iz passing through the fass
crisis of evil; she has the eame sort of tenderness for bim as Jean
Baodry, ebe loves bim in order to perfect bim; ehe wiskes to be the
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To M. Epovarp RobriGuzs, Paris.

Nomaxy, 12th Januwry, 1864,

. . » . I have, it seems to me, the right to despise my
money. I despise it in this sense that I say to it: “Yon
represent comfort, security, independence, the rest necessary
to my old age. Yon thus represent my personal interest, .
the sanctuary of my egotism. But, whilst I place you safely
and canse you to increase, all around me will suffer, and shali
I not be uneasy about it? You wish to tempt me? Away
with yon! I disdain your seduction, Thus I despise you!”
With such prodigality I have passed my life, never satisfying

. myself ; writing when I should have liked to dream, remaining -
stationary when I wished to move about, effecting sordid
economies in certain entirely personal wants, certain luxurions
dressing-gowns and certain questions of slippers about which
I should have been sensitive ; not flattering the gintiony of

mothar of bis soul, as Jean is the father. She espouses Jean Baudry
better by not marrying bim and in assisting in his work, than by
rendering fruitless his labour of gleven years. It was not then from
incredulity in the greatness of womankind, my dear noble woman ! that
I wished Andrée to prefer the imperfect to the perfect heart; she shows
great goodness and great courage in choosing him who has the greatest
want of her, not only in order to be happy, a secondary thing, but in
order to be good, a thing cssential,

And now will you forgive me for not having made my dénousment
appesar a8 the award of o Montyon prize, and Andrée a learned ass that
holds out its paw to the most honest person in scciety ?

Will you forgive meo for wearying you so long with my defence?
But, if 1 plead before you, it is because I recogaise your jurisdiction.
1 do not reply to everybody, I bother only you; that is for yourself
one of the penalties of genius. Bat, forgive me or not, I thauk you.

AuGUSTE VACQUERTE,

Pams, 7th Januvary, 1864, .

, 242
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my guests, not visiting theatres and concerts—the outward
expressions of art—bnt making an anchorite of myself, I who
love the activity of life and the free air of travel. I have nnt
suffered by this self-denial ; I have felt within me & higher
joy, that of satizfying my conscience and assuring each day
the repose of my heart. In compromising and sacrificing the
comforts of the future? in despising my money that would
have tempted me? Yes, jast 8o, and you, I wonld wager, will
not think me wrong.

Have I been a prodiyal in that? No, sioce I have not,
like the greater part of my confréres, aliensted my property
for the pleasure of eating up 100,000 francs a year. I
felt that if 1 had done as they I should have swallowed
nothing, but bave given away all, for 1 have certainly
given in small amounts 590,000 francs, without reckomning
the children’s marriage portions. I have resisted the voice
of mistaken Socialism, which cried out that I was making
reservations. There are some which it is necessary to make,
and my purpose has remained unshaken. A theory cannot be
applied without reserve in a society which does not aceept it.
1 have made many ungrateful ; that is all one to me, 1 bave
made some bappy, and saved a few bonest folk. I have not
been successful in starting people in life; I do not know how
to go about it. I am more mistrustfal of begging imposiors
than I nsed to be. :

For the moment, I have absolutely on my shonlders bat |
ove family of dying per#oms to nourish: father, motht-r, :
children, every ose is ill; the father and mother are doomed, °
the children at least will not die of bunger. Bat to those, !
partially saved, will sacceed another distressed household.
And then, at the end of the year, I had to pay the yearly buls
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of both doctor and chemist. That always means a consider-
able sum, between 1,500 and 2,000 francs. The peasant here
is not in the last stage of misery; he has a house, a small plot
of land, and his daily wages, but should he fall ill he is lost:
Wages ceasing, his plot, if he have children, is not sufficient ;
as for medicine and medical assistance, it is impossible for
him to pay for them, and if I were not there he wonld have to
go without, He nses quack remedies, cattle medicines, and -
dies, The woman without & husband is lost. She cannot cul-
tivate his plot of land; & hired labourer is necessary. In oar
country places there is no industry whatever. The communal
fands devoted to medicine and medical assistance are dis-
tributed to tho really indigent alone, and they are but few.
Thus all the so-called comfortable would be well-nigh paupers
did I not step in, and several very respectable persons only
ask and receive in secret. Qur country tradesmen are not
bad ; they render services, sometimes give attendance. But to
open the purse i8 & great trial in Berry; and when people
have given a fow pence they sigh for a long time afterwards.
The country parts iu the (enire are really abandoned. It is
the land of sleep and death. This is to show you what one is
obliged to do when seeing the richer classes doing little, and
those less rich nothing at all. At Chiteauroux a manufactory
of tobacco has been established, which relieves many work-
men and elﬁploys many women ; but these benefits do not reach
our part of the counry. '
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To THE SaME,

Nonaxs, 8th February, 1964
My moxesr axp seave Friewp,

I have finished my big task, and, bofore T commence
another, I wish to talk with youn. What was it we were
saying? Whether liberty of right and liberty of fact could
exist simultanecusly ? Alas! all that is beautiful and good
can exist when we wish it to do s0; bat it is necessary at the
outaet that all should understand it, and the best of Govern-
ments, by whatever name i may call itself, will be that which
. shall teach men to affranchise themselves in wishing to
enfranchige others in the same degree.

You wished to put some questions to me; put them so
that I may ask you to assist me to reply, for I do not believe
that I know more than you; and all that T have tried to know
is how to pat order into my ideas, and consequently barmony
into my beliefs. If yom talk philosophy aud religion to me,
which for me are one and the same thing, I shall be able to
tell you what I believe; as for polilics, that is another thing.
It is a from day to day science, which has neither harmony nor
unity bat so long as it is directed by principles mors elevated
_than the current of things and manners of the moment. This
science, in its application, thus consists in feeling the pulse of
society every day, and in knowing what dose of amelioration
its malady is capable of supporting withont a too violent and
too perilons crisia. JIn ordet to be this good physician, more
than the knowledge of principles is required; a practical
knowledge is necessary, such as is found in capable beads or
in free assemblies inspired by a large and sterling faith. 1T,
living amongst ideas more than amoogst men, cannat have
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this knowledge ; and if I tell you my ideal yon will not there-
fore possess the practical means; you will not truly judge
those means but by trials passing before your eyes, and which
will enable you to weigh the force or fechleness of humanity
‘at any given moment. To be a wise politician it would, I
believe, be necessary to be imbued, before and above all, with
faith in progress, and not to be embarrassed by backward
steps which do not impede the forward step of the morrow:
But this faith rarely ever enlightens monarchies, and that is
why I prefer republics, where the greatest fanlts have a repara-
tory principle-—the need, the necessity of advancing or falling.
They fall heavily, yon will say; yes, they fall more quickly
than monarchies, and always for the same canse-—they wish to
stop, and the human spirit that stops is erushed, Look into
yourself, observe that which sustains yon, that which malkes
you live strongly, that will cause you to live long ; it is yoar
incessant activity. Societies do not differ from individuals.
However, you are prudent, and you know that if your
activity exceeds the measure of your strength it will kill you;
there is the-same danger in social renovatious, and it is
impossible, I believe, to preserve the march of humanity from
these too many and tvo fewa alternations which unceasingly
threaten and try it. What is to be done? yon will ask,
To believe that, in spite of all, there is a good path to seek,
and that homanity will find it ; and never to say, *“ There is
none, there never will be any.” .
I believe that humanity is ascapable of growing in know-
ledge, in reason, in virtne, as the few individuals 'who, a8
regards these, are in advance of it. I notice; I know it to be
very corrupt, frightfully diseased ; I, however, do not lose hope
in it. I feel at variance with it every morning, every evening
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I get reconciled to it. I have, indeed, no rancoar towards its
faults, and my anger will not prevent me from being day and
night at its gervice. . Let us pass the sponge over the miseries,
the errors, the faults of these or those, whatever may be or
have been their opinion, if they have 1a their hearts ardent
and sincere principles of progress. As to hypocrites and
explotteurs, what can we say about them ? Nothing ; they are
the scourge from which we must preserve ourselves; but that
which they do under one banner or ancther cannot be attri-
buted to the camse which they proclaim and which they
pretend to serve.

. Then, whilst chatting together and arranging our cats-
chism, it will be neceesary to begin with the beginning, and,
before asking ourselves what are the rights of man in society,
to inguire what are man’s daoties on earth; and that, you
perceive, will carry us higher than republic or monarchy.
'We should have to go back to God Himself, without a know-
ledge of whom nothing can be explained or solved. Take
care; we have now embarked on a very rough ocean! Lat [
shall not tarn back if yoor heart remains firm.

Farewell for this evening, de?r friend.
Yours truly and affectionately,
G. Saxp.

To Mavrice Saxp, Nokant.

Paus, 21 February, 1854
Draz CriLbEEN,
1 folly believed that I had replied to your question.
Do I intend to be the godmother of my Cocoton ?*  Certainly.

* The pet name of Magrice Sand's pewly born child. -
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If it were as a Catholic, I should eay: ““ No: that brings ill-
lnck.” But in the Free Church it is a different thing, and
you ought not, for a moment, to have felt any doubt regarding
my consent. . ' .

They have now begun work in earnest at the Odéon. Baut
80 much time has been wasted that we shall not be ready
before the end of the month, and perhaps not until the
2nd or the 3rd of March. They fully perceive that now:
But I do not wish to bother you with my troubles; they are
not trifling, and you wounld be astonished at the stock of
patience I lay in every morning for nse during the day.

I went to see the Prince yesterday morning. I asked to
see his son;* he sent word fo the nurse to bring him, The
child came in with a person in a plaid dress, whom I had
scarcely noticed, when I suddenly perceived that it was
the Princess herself who, quite unattended and most grace-
fully, was bringing her little man to me. He is a fine
child and very prefty, but rather shy and mela.ncholy-r

looking.
‘ He will be more like his mother than his father. He
ia a perfect darling, and ns meek as a girl.

I am very well, though still without appetite, to which the
air of Paris is not favourable,.

The Delacroix sale produced mearly 200,000 francs in two
days. The emallest sketches sell for 200, 300, and even
400 francs, Prices at which the poor man used to sell his
paintings | ' - o

Good night, my dear children ; X embrace you tenderly,

* Princo Victor.
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To THE SA4MeE,

Pams, Tusaday, 1st March, 1864, 2 a.m.
My Crorozzy,

I have just returned, escorted by the students fo the
cries of “ George Sand for ever! Mademoiselle la Quintinie
for ever! Down with the clerical party!” It is & forions
demonstration and, at the same time, so they say at the
theatre, a theatrical success not often witnessed.

At ten o’clock in the morning, the students assembled in
the Place de I’Odéon, and, throughout the piece, a compact
mass which had not been able to gain admittance filled
the neighbouring streets and the Roe Racine as far as my own
door.

Marie received an ovation, as did also Madame Fromentin,
the crowd in the street having mistaken the latter forme. T
believe that all Paris was there to-night. The workmen and
the students, furious at having been mistaken for clericals on
the occasion of About’s Geetana, were quite ready to come to
blowe. Inside the theatre, each scene was received through-
on{ with shouts and stamping of feet, in spite of the presence
of the whole imperial family. In fact everybody applanded,
the Emperor like the rest, he being so affected as to
actually shed tears. The Princess Mathilde came to the
foyer to shake hands with me. I was in the manager’s
box with the Prince, the Princess, Ferri, and Madame
d’Abrantés. The Prince applanded like thirty claqueurs®
etretching far out of his box, and shonting at the top of
his voice. Flaobert was with us, and cried like a woman.

A term applied m France to those who are hired to appliad.
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The company played well, and were recalled after every
ach.

In the foyer, more than two hundred persons, some known,
‘some unknown to me, came and completely ’smothered_me :
with kisses. Not a shadow of opposition, although a large
wnmber of unfriendly persons were present. Bub.even those
who innoceﬁt]y blew their noses were silenced.

In fact, the event has kept the Latin Quarter in & perfect
uproar all day; all day long, I received batches of students,
who came with their school cards in their hats to ask me
for orders, and to protest egainst the clerical party by
giving me their names, I do not know whether we shall
have as much excitement to-morrow. People say we shall,
and, ag three or four thousand persons were refused admit-
tance, we may expect the audience, on the next occasiom,
to be still numerous and enthusiastic. We shall see whether
the opposition will put in an appesrance. This morning,
the Prince received several anonymous letters, warning him
. of what might happen at the Odéon. Nothing bappened
except the silencing of the Emperor's claguewrd ; the ery
being raised, as he entered, of “Down with the claque!™
The Emperor heard it very pfninly, but showed no emotion,

That is all I can say to-night; quiet is now restored,
the truffic is resumed, and T am going to bed.
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To rve SAsmr.

" Parms, 2nd Mareh, 1864,
My Canpzex,

The second night of Villemer was even more entha-
giastic than the first. It was an wunheard-of success, a
regular storm of applause from beginning to end, at every
word, and so spontaneous, so general, that every tirade was
repeatedly .interrupted, When the group of claqueurs tried
to direct special attention to the striking points, they had
no more effect than a baby’s rattle. The audicuce paid
po heed to them, but applanded whenever they thoaght
fit. ' The applanse was deafening. X bave never heard
anything like it. The bouse was crammed to saffocation.
The speech of Ribes, in the second act, brought the hoaze
down. Between the acts the students sang ironical songs
to hymn tunes, crying, *“The Jesnits are done for! Black-
coated gentlemen, where do you bail from? La Quintinie
for ever! George Sand for ever! Villemer for ever!”
The actors were recalled after every act. It was hardly
possible for them to go throngh the piece. The applame
fairly intoxicated them; Berton, who is almost a total
abstainer, was this morning still woder its influence. This
evening, he followed me into the wings, saying that he was
indebted to me for the greatest snccess of his life, and the
finest part he had ever played.

Thuoillier and Ramelli were raving. 1 must say that
they played eplendidly. Ribes is pot so effective; he is ill-
locking, angainly, and does not study stage effect; bat, at
times, he is 80 sympathetic and nervous, that he electrifies the
audience, and obtains en bloc the applanse which others
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receive only by instalments. I tell you all this as I know
it will amuse you. If you could see how calm I was in the
midst of all this, you would have langhed, for I was no
more moved by either pleasure or fear than if the matter
had not at all concerned me personally, and yet I cannot
say why. I was prepared for the worst, and that is perhaps
the reason why a success so sudden and, as far as I am
concerned, so unexpected rather astounded me. You should
have seen all the Odéon people flocking round me. They
made s regular god of me. I ought to do them the justice’
to say that, throughout the rehearsals, they were as nice
to me as on the day of victory; that on the night preceding
the first performance they did not give way to the ordinary
panic, which leads to the spoiling of a play by actors from
a fear that it may not succeed. They are, I hope, going
to make money by it. They ought to be taking 4,000 francs
a pight, but they are anxious to give free admission to
stedents, workmen, free-thinking bourgeois, in fact, to all
their natural friends and to thoss who promote smccess
from sheer conviction. In doing so, the theatrical authorities
are right, they are worthy people.

To-night there was agnfn a bit of a row in front of
the theatre. They wanted to repeat last night’s proceedings,
for yesterdsy, when writing to you, I was not .aware of
all that had taken place. A crowd of 6,000 persons at
. least, led by the students, assembled outside the Catholic
" Clab and the Jesuits’ establishment, singing out of tune,
“Esprit Suint, descendes en nous” (Come, Holy Ghost, etc.},
and other canticles, in mockery of the clerical party. There
was nothing very serious in that; but as all those youngsters
were over-excited by their own shouting and by baving
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waited twelve lLours at the doors of the theatre, it was
feared that they might go too far; o the police dispersced
them. Several were huostled, severtly bandied, snd even
taken to the police-station. No blows were, however, ex-
changed, and nobody was hart. Fears were entertained of
a riot, and two cavalry regiments were held in readiness
in case of emergency. The stundents bad reslved t take
the horses out of my carriage, and to drag it to my place
in the Rue Racine. Thank God, ail was prevented and
calm restored. They rather annoyed the Empress by singing
Le Sire de Framboisy* But the Emperor displayed much
good sense. He applanded the piece, aud walked to his
carriage, which conld not approach or acconnt of the crowd.
He did not wish the police to interfere. The peopls appre-
ciated this and applauded him.

It would not be a bad thing if he were to dispeuse with
the posse of secret police who cheer bim as bo enters, and
npon whom the students yesterday imposed sience. I am
sure that, were the Emperor to dispense with his police
attendants, the whole house wonld appland hiw spontaneonsly.

To-day’s newspapers give a thuusand different versions of
what oocnrred y%terﬂay; but what disconnecied information
1 give you is, believe me, quite correct. To-night there was
a fair sprivkling of Catholics at the theatre, who aficted a
contemptnous air and pretended to be bored. Bat they wers
hardly aillowed to wink, and the least word from them would
have sronsed a storm. Certainly nobody likes them, and they
will not dare to stir. They will avenge themsclves in their

newspapers. Let them!

* A popalar satirical song directed gainst tie Exmperor azd Empreex.
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I have still & day or two to give to Villemer, and then T
must see M. Harmant ; after which there is Dumas’ piece,
which is to be produced on Saturday, and some questions of
detail to settle; the proofs of my manuescript of Villemer to
deliver, that is, the correction of the manuscript in accord-
ance with the arrangement of the play. I hope that all that
will be finished next week, and that T shall be able to ecome
and see you and my Cocoton, the dear little pet ! who, I hope,
is growing whilst I myself am toiling. T kiss you a thousand
times. Write to me about yourself and him. '

- To THER SAME,

Pazris, 8th March, 1864.

Villemer still goes splendidly. The principal journals,
without exception, are even louder in their praise then their
humbler contemporaries. Those gentlemen who had declared
me incapable of dramatic anthorship are now extolling me.
The Odéon is taking 4,000 franes for seats booked in advance,
and from 500 te 600 at the door every might. There is a
string of carriages all day ]on%, bringing peopls who come to
bock places, and ancther at night, besides a crowd at the
doors. ‘

The theatre is illuminated every evening. ILa Rounat*
will go mad shout it. The players are always recalled after
cach act. It is & splendid success, and, as it is supported
only by the paying public, it is_so unanimous and so hearty
that the actors say they have mever seen anything like it.

#* The legsee of the Oddon.
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Ribes keeps up well; success gives him an artificial life, and
perhaps will cure him. At times he iy interrupted again and
again by frenzied applause, as on the first might. Travellers
whe arrive in Paris, and who pass during the evening in front
of the Odéon, pull up in & fright and ask if there is a revolu-
tion, if the Republic is proclaimed.

Alexandre's piece was better received to-night;* but it
excites opposition and will not be a success. It is, never-
theless, amusing and fu]l of talent; but there is a touch of.
scandal about it. .

Nadar’s proofs of my photograph have not yet been
very successful. I am going there again to-morrow. M.
Harmant is coming on Wednesday for certain. He has
‘sent me a box for that day; for.it is only natural that T
should be acqnainted with his theatre. I should also like to
see Villemer, which as yet I have scarcely seen at all. I asked
yesterday for three seats; but everything was taken up to
Saturday. . ' .

To M. Gustave FrLavperT, Paris.

_ e Pazs, 166k March, 1864,
Dear Frausest, -

I don’t know whether you intended to give or to lend
me M. Tairie’s excellent work. DBeing in doubt, I return it to
you; I have only had time to read part of it here, and at
Nohant all my time will be taken up in writing for Buloz;
but upon my return, two mofiths hence, I will ask you again
-for those excellent volumes, the scope of which is so lofty
. and noble. '

* L'Ami des Femmes, by Alexandre Dumas, Jun.
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I regret that I was unable to wish you good-bye; but, as I
hall soon return, I hope that you will not have forgotten ms,
nd that you will also gife me the opportunity of reading some-
£ your own productions.

You displayed so much kindness and sympathy upon the'
ceasion of the first performance of Villsmer, that I now not
nly admire your wonderful talent, but love you with all my

1eart.
Groror Savp.

To MADEMOISELLE LEROVER DE CHANTEPIE, Angiers.
: oy

. Paraiseav, 31st December, 1864,
W ADEMOISELLE, "
The story which you relate has deeply affected me.
What I chiefly perceive in it is your unbounded kindness, the
levotion of your life to making people happy or less unheppy.
Tow, with a soul full of tender recollections, and a conscions-
iess of having done so much good, can you feel sad and dis-
ieartened ? it is really doubting divine justice. And yet you
lo not believe in eternal punishment! What then can be
rour fear of God? Can His' appreciation of our faults be
udged by us, and measured according to our ideas 7
I have often thought, when obliged to find fault with
>thers, to scold a child, or even to chain up an aniwal:
* Certainly God is not just, according to our idea of justice.
(f He knew the mnecessity of chastising, restraining, and
sunishing, He would feel unhappy; His heart would be
ronstantly grieved; the tears and cries of His creatures
would cause distress to Him. God cannot feel unhnppy ;

sur errors do not therefore appear to Him in the light of
voL'11. 2B
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-evils, He does not even interfere with the most odiom
criminals ; Ho does not even punish monsters, Thaos, afte
-death, an eternal life entirely unkoown will open before us.
Whatever our religion, it should consist in implicitly trusting
to that future ; for God haa implanted hope in our breasts, and
in s0 doing, has made us a promise. He iy perfection itsclf;
none of the good instincts and noble facalties which He has
placed in us can deceive.”

Yon know all that as well as I, and you guite anderstand the
wunhealthy state of yonr mind that gives birth to your doubts
and terrors. I believe, mademoiselle, that it is your daty to
strugglo against them, and to pay scrious attention to your
diseased moral condition; that is a religious duty to whichi
you must sabmit yourself. You have no mare right to allo
your intelligence to be impaired than your bealth. Procceding
from the hands of God, we must keep ourselves free fromg
<himeras and morbid ideas. Leave Angiers, then, seeing thaé
staying there has s baneful effect upon you. Go no matied
where, provided that yoa can -meet there with dramatic and
mansical entertainments, since you derive so much good from
them. Do that out of friendship for these who feel friendship
for you ; do it also as a matter ¢f conscience, which forbids yoo
10 despair.

Believe in my devoted affection,
Gzoese Sasp.
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To M. A. M. Lapisras Mickiewicz, Paris.

Panis, 11¢h January, 1865,
Sig,

1 have received M. Zaleski’s fine work, and beg you
to express to him the gratitude and satisfaction it has cansed
me. I have also received the works that yon have published,-
and that you were so kind as to send me. I am touched by
your remembrance of me, and need not say that I fully appre-
ciate yonr talent as a writer, and the ardour of your patriotism,
I regret not having, in this all-exciting question, any light
to which I can euntirely dare to trust myself. Init I see s
terrible conflict between men who have all fought for their
country and whom misfortune has smitten, and who reproach
one another with their common disaster. Such is the history
of all disasters! In France, defeat has alse thus divided us;

* and what strength, what wisdom must we not have on such
occasions, in order to refrain from carsing and recrimination
To give an opinion, it would be necessary to he abt once made
acquninted with all the conclusions which history alone will
be able to draw from the various facts of the case. I do ot
feel justified in heart and mind in giving a verdict regarding -
those great political contentions, s0 many details connected
with which have to be verified, and so many accusations estab.
lished. It would require a life devoted exclusively to the
immense inquiry, which the fufure alone will be able to place
before us. You are very young for this work of exploration.
Are you not afraid of making mistakes? Ts there not in
appeals to public indiguation agninst this or that historical
personagoe the dunger of m]urzously affecting the common
252 -
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aim? They rather disturb my conscience, [ must confess
and I dare not tell you that you are right in thas so nnre
servedly exposing the grievances of Poland.

Neither dare I tell you you are wrong; for yon ar
urged on by true sincerity, and seeing that all that happen:
is intended to farther that which must happen, it may b
necessary that you should accomplish the heavy task that yot
have taken apon yourself. To be made evident, truth must b
songht for; for of itself it ia slow to appear, and betwee
ourselves and God the obstacles are 50 many!

Accept, sir, the expression of my solicitude even though
and because (quand méme, et paree que),

Georox Sawp,

To M. Armanp Barpis, The Hague.

Pavassear, 15th January, 1865,

Deag Farevp, .
How touched I am by all you tell me! Your safferings,

your indomitable courage, aed your affection for me, are
indeed snbjects for both grief and joy. You have clang |
to exile, and, in spite of our entreaties and the grief cansed
by your absence, we could not refrain from adwmiring
you. ;
But if, as Nadar told me, yon have enjoyed a moment’s
good health, why not have taken advantage of it to seck,
even if bat temporarily, 8 more enitable climate? You
speak so little of yourself, you treat your own ailments
s0 lightly, that it is bard to eay what could alleviate

them. *
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For my part, I believe that there are mno incurable
maladies. Advanced medical opinion begins to take that
view; as for me, I have always believed it, and I consider
that to wish to be cured is a duty towards the future and
towards humanity., Four years ago, I had an attack of
typboid fever; it left me with an affection of the stomach
which lasted for three years, and was thought to be chronic.
Now I am cured of it, but then I earnestly desired to be so.

And yet you may be assured that I could say like you:
*“ My life has been sad/” 1t has been, it always will be full
of dreadful mental anguish, and my fund of natural gaiety
does not always preserve me from complete dejection. Last
summer I lost my little Mare, the child of Maurice and of his
graceful companion, the danghter of Calamatta. The poor
little fellow was a year old, he was born on the 14th July; on
his first birthday his sufferings commenced. He was very
pretty, and already showed signs of great intelligence. What
grief! We have not yet recovered from it; and still I am
asking for, indeed, I am ordering, another child ; for we must
love, suffer, weep, hope, procreate, exist ; we must, in fact, have
a will in every sonse, divine and nataral. Tears are the only
response I réceive from my’dear children; they loved their
first child to excess, they fear that they will not love the
gsecond ; which, alas! proves that they will also love it too
wuch ! Buot can we say that we will limit the impulses of our
 hieart and of our feelings? '

You tell me, friend, that you.sometimes compare me with
"France; I feel, ot least, that I am a Frenchwoman, seeing
that I hold the supreme conviction that we must not mind our
failures, our wounnds, our vain hopes, the cruel repression of
our thoughts; but must always rise again, pick up apd collect
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the fragments of our hearts, torn by all the thorns sboat ou
path, and go to God with that bleeding trophy.

1 have wandered rather for from my sermon on health
however, I now come back to it. Your life is precions, how
ever shattered or crushed it may be. Do, then, your very bes
to preserve it for us.

Adien, friend ; I love you, and so does Maurice.

GeoRcE SAND,

To Hrs Hicuness PriINcE JErime NarorL£on, Paris.

Paraseav, 7¢h February, 1860,

All ike papers, my angust fricnd, anoouoee yon
victory. This foggy February morning is as bright for yot
as the sun of Ansterlitz. Your victory will not lead to tl
sounding of sy many trnmpets, but its anniver:arw will 1n
celebrated for a longer time. It belongs to you alone, an¢
- people will remember it. I sball not forget that, after tha
fine struggle, youn spent the evening with os in oar little nook
and, while listening to yom, I eould bave forgotten the hours
I fear that we took advantage of your goodness; we whi
cannot employ our time more profitably than in listeniog i«
you, whereas yon have so many grest and good things
accomplish.

Happiness is an abstraction as well as a reality, whateve
philosophers may say. Duralle and certain when in its tdoa
state for those who grasp its true apd loity nataure, it &
transuni and powerfal when in a state of reality, provide
facts serve the ideal Thas, having in yourself the true notin
of bappiness, which is to diffuze and to bestow it, you some
times relish its eensation, when facts obey yoar ardent an:
genercas will.
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Bo happy, then, since happiness is a conquest, § 3 t%mob .
you have just gained a great baitle, Days of dis u§t and
fatigne will return. Happiness in the sense of compfsﬁar
- reality does not permanently exist for man ; bat it will remain
to you in the ideal sense, augmented by the recollection of
your viciories; and the moral of this is, that you must always
struggle s0 as. to increase your stock of sirength and
faith, That recognition by mankind which is called glory
is but a consequence, perhaps only an accessory! you wilb
secure it. But your aim is higher. Tt is not in vain that
you belong to the race which craves for what is good, and is
struggling in the present century against that which craves
for lucre. You have great powers, the possession of which
is in itself happiness.

I have duly received your invitations; thanks for your
kind remembrance. Buf here I am by the fireside, suffering
from an attack of quinsy, and I shall for a few days
have to siruggle, though without much effort, against wy
feverish condition,

That will not be serious. I shsll be thinking of yon and
talking about you, having ncar me one who does not ask for
‘anything else. .

While going home from the Panthéon all alone, on foot,.
with your hands in your pockets, by the bright moonlight, did
it mot occur td you that,in a hundred years from now, France,
and consequently the whole world, would, thanks to you, be
living another life ? .

. From the height of the Panthéon something must have
spoken, and said to you: “Onward!”
Alwsys and still more yours in heurt,
G. Saxp.
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To e SAuE.

Paraiseac, 9k March, 1564,
Deag Prince,
You rightly told me that nothing was done, seeing that

something still remaius to be done. The disavowal of M.
Duroy and of your generous inspiration does not perhaps
surprise you, but it must vex you. Neither amn I satisfied
about it, dear! no. Bat the game is only deferred, I hope,
and yon will carry the citadel by assavlt at the first oppor-
tunity. That constitntes a noble canse to plead before the
conntry. And yon will plead it, will yon not ?

I do not know whether, as directed by me, they have sent
you the proof of my article on the Life of Cosar (Vie de
César)* 1have not had to consider whether it would please
the illestrious author or not.

Whilst rendering homage to the real and copsiderable
talent displayed in its exposition, I cannot accept the thesis,
and I was almost on the point of saying tlat, to compare the
work of Cwmaar, that purchaser of consciences, with the work—
blameable perhaps in certain respects but full of inteyrily and

traly glorious—of Napoléon L appeared to me a real blas-
phemy. 1 should have said so bad I not feared to trespass
on the domain of politics, the discussion of which is forbidden
to the small newspaper in which I inserted this article, at the
request of my pablisher. '

You gave me the hope that I should see you one of these
days, my angust friend. I have such a fear of missiog you
that I shall not stir this week.

1 love yon with all my heart. G. Baxp,

% The eelcbrawed work by the Emperor Napoléun [I1
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To rHE Saues.

Pavaiseat, lof June, 1865,
Dear aAxp avgusT FRIEXD, . ‘

Maaurice sends you, through me, & friendly word which
I transmit.

If you were an ambitious man, I should tell you that
what has happened is very fortunate for yor and places you
very high! But you love progress for its own.sake, and
suffer when its onward march i§ arrested, even- whea that
delay is to your advantage. And then you are loyal and your -
sounl grieves at being wmisunderstood. 1 feel all that, and I am
indignant at seeing the blighting breath of the spirit of the
past passing over all trne ideas,

What a sad situation is that of a man who dreams of a.bso-
lute power, and believes he can attain to it by stifling truth !
All that, do you nob see, is the fault of Cwsar. A man is:
now dreaming of monopolising providential wisdom, forgetting
the fact that men to-day have all received from Providence,
that is to say, from the law which presides over their emanci-
pation, & portion of wisdom ‘which it is necessary to know and
to consult before daring to say: * There is but one master—
myself!” How old that doctrine of the authority of one
single ruler is, and how empty in théke days! What are not
the conscious or unconscious protests of mankind against this
_chimeral It is the futal path that leads eternally to disaster.

Sleep ealmly, your conscience is at rest. You may laugh
at those who say: " He says that he desires good, he must
therefore be aninated by evil designs.””

Pity those who think thus, and rest assared that ance is
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not with them aud that she does you justice, What fice and
ncble talents are yours! Yon can never he prevented, from
displaying them, If they cause numbrage to some persons, it

is not clever on the part of such to show it publicly.
G. Saxp,

To M. % * %
- Paranseav, 9k June, 1885,
Dear Sie,

I bave read your book. It is most learned, ingenious,
clear, and interesting. It, however, leaves me at the puint to
which it has taken me. I was fully aware that Jesus believed
in the resurrection of the body, and am all the mwore convineed
that His doctrine was the continnation of homan lLfe or
personal reappearance in haman life, seeing that you establish
beyond dispate the source of this belief, its history, its raiwm
d’étre, its connection with the past, in short all that constitates
the historical fact, the details of which bave been bitherto
bat little known. Buat I cannot accept your conclosion. In
believing in the immortality of the budy, Jesus and kHis pre-
decessors believed in the immortality of the eoul, for the
reason that the exisience of the body implics that of the soul,
" He was thercfore a spiritnalist, though not exclusively z0. As
for you, yom are exclusively a spirituslist. I cacpot under-
stand that doctrine, because it seems to me impossible to afiirm
the existenee of souls without bodies,

You are a thonsand times'right in comsidering God and
the form of omr immortality as belonging to the region
of the impenetrable. But to speak of immortalily is to speak
of life. Life i3 a law known te ns; it does not manifest
itself in the separation of the soul from the body, im cur
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thoughts without organs for their manifestation. We cannot
therefore have any conception of a purely spiritual life ; and
I cannot tall you that T believe in & thing of which I have not

_ the faintest idea.

Jesus there is no doubt was wrong respecting the con-
ditions of the resarrection; but it seems to me that, a8 re-
gards the pfinc'iple of life, be understood that well, or at least
as well as it is given to man to understand it. Whether
it be a body of flesh or of fluid, the soul requires some such
medinm through which to manifest itself; otherwise it conld
not be a soul, it could not even exist. We know that there
are planetd which, relatively to oar own, are ay light as cork,
wood, etc. They are nevertheless worlds, and their existence
is quite as material a8 our own.

Soerates is not so clear as you consider him to be. I
think that he fully believed that his soul would trensmigrate
into another body, althongh he often scems fo say the
contrary through the mouth of divus Plate. In some of
his works, Plato regards the soul as working out its own
destiny, obeying the dictates of its passions, and in that
be agrees with Pythegoras. If souls are possessed of
passions, good or bad, they must also’ be possessed of organs
—otherwise ?

In fact, you will still find much to fell us on that
subject ; for your hypothesis involves the gravest philosophical
omission. Forgive my objections, dear sir., Yom are so

, sympathetic and seem to be so good, that you have the

right to expect people to tell you frankly what they really
think.
" G. Sawp.
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To A Louvts ULsacu, Paris.

Pavaiseav, 274 Juna, 1845,
Dgar Sig, -

How happy I feel at having to thank you! When
your strong and loyal hand signs a certificate of talent, the
apprentice becomes a master and assames his position, You
at once detected that which could not possibly bave escuped
an eye like yours, but which it was indispensable for my son
to make the ordinary public anderstand, viz., that he posaesses
a character unquestionably his own, and such as could never
have been imparted to him. My part was confined to leaving
him in possession of that character and to understanding
its real valoe. That has been the object of the cffurts of my
Wwhole life, and I am rewarded for those eff.rts now that
yoa, in whom I believe, prove to me that I was not giving
way to maternal illasions as regards my appreciation of that
talent.

Your judgment, which is at the same time =o frankly and
5o delicately expressed, is a canse of real joy to me, and I
thank you from the depths of my heart for having read the
book with such conscienticusncss and i such a epirit of
gegerous patropage. I am sending the article to Maurice,
who is at Nchant with his wife. Tucy will both be very
pleased and very gratefal for it ‘

What abont your own book, the one you were telling me
of at the Odéon? Is it pablished? I hear usthing of what
is going on. Here I am, a sorrowfal nuree, ernding my sick
ones, aud saffering into the bargain from a severe fall. When '
your work appears, do not forget to zend me a copy of it. 1
heartily shake your hand, dear confrire, and am sifectionately
voars.
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To M. Sarvre Beuve, Paris.
' Paraseay, 1865,

Have you read a singular little volume, which was
published some time ago by Dentu, under the very poor-title
of Un Amour dw Midi, and which appeared anonymously ?
Is it from lack of courage, or from some difficulty in regard to
position, that the author’s name is suppressed ? No matter.
The work is odd; the style in which it is written is not
uniform ; the language is often scarcely correct, sometimes
too full of naiveté, sometimes too declamatory (as indeed the
author himself remarks) ; at times quite vague and at others
amounting to downright nonsense ; and, finally, frequently very .
obscure, like the speech of a fanatic who does not alway's
know what he is talking about,

These are faults enough. Ah well! those fanlts might
conceal much ability. But we do not believe that it is so;
we prefer to think that the aunthor is young, not painstaking,
and inexperienced, as well as entirely destitnte of that which
we are agreed upon calling talent.

It is nevertheless a f:lct that this anonymouns essay is
greatly deserving of remark. It is not a novel, properly
speaking, or an analysis; it is & passionate cry. But that cry
is full of reality and power. It does not in any way resemble
what is written for the sake of writing. It displays youth,
true passion, simplicity, copiousness—all that we vainly seek
in a well-written book—bontdless emotion, eutirely freed
from the control of reason.

It displays also, in spite of its awkward repetition of
particular expressions and metaphors, s distinctness and an
_ originality of sentiment that are very affecting. It displays
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faith, belief in God, in love, in liberty, aud even in the news-
papers, as well as in glory and in itself. It is a creature of
generosity ; perhaps a stranger fallen from some planet where
people still live in accordance with the dictates of the heart,
and where they speak their minds freely, withont caring
whether they eanse M. Proudhon to indulge in a smile. '

In fact, it is something that has cansed Manrice and me to
say spontaneously : “ It is very poor!”” and “ It is very fine.”
What would you have? Everybody has talernt; we are not
indifferent to talent, we cherish it. But everyhody does not
display passion, and the latter is precisely what, whether it
be well or ill expressed, will always prevail over art, as the
scent of the rose excels all the essences in a perfamer’s shop,

Criticism might say: “ Write well, or not at all” Criti-
cism wonld be right. But the public miglt alwo say: * Be
moved yourselves, or do not hope to move ns” Woald it be

wrong ©
Georsg Baxp,

To Hris Hicuvess PriNce JEriMe NarorLEox, Paris,

* Novawr, 20¢h Jannary, 166,

Draz Prixce,

T wish, personally, to give yon some news of oarselvea.
For the last ten daya I have constantly been duing daty either
as midwife, nurse, nurserymaid, or sick attendant, and bave
not had a mement's rest. My danghter-in-law, after a prompt
and easy delivery, was seriously ill several times. She is
better, although not altogether well, and, as her weak state of
health may continne for some time and fatigue her too rauch
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to enable her to suckle, we have engaged a buxom peasant
lass to act as wet nurse to Mademoisello Aurore.

In the midst of all this, while running to assist at a fire,
Maurice was nearly killed, and I saw him come home covered
with blood ; & sight which, you will admit, conld scarcely.
have Been agreeable to a mother but very little of a Spartan.
Fortunately, he has not taken much harm, and he will soon be
left with nothing more serious than a slight scar, which will
rather be o credit to him. 'We are thus, if not altogether out
- of the wood, at least able to breathe a little more freely; but
I cannot yet leave my little brood, and let us hope that you
will not start upon some new journey before I see you again !
It 18 centuries since I saw you, and I cannot resign myself to
your absence. ‘

All these emotions have retarded my work and my
theatrical projects for this winter. An ariiste, they say,
should have no family. I, myself, do not think so, for a
thousend reasons, which you understand better than I do.

Whether joyous, sad, anxious, or at ease, I love you, dear
Prince, and regard you as one of the dearest objects of my
affection. : '

My sick and wounded thenk you for your kind letter, and
ask me not to fail to remember them to you. Calamatte
tenders his respectful regards to Your Highness.

&. Bawo.
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To Covntess Sortir Poncirska, Prague,

PALAISEAD, 126h February, 1866,

I am deeply touched, madamwe, by your kindness in
sending me the parcel,* which I received only s few days ago,
together with the excellent letter that accompanied it. It is an
honour for me to be translated by you, and sweet indeed to be
the object of such delicate and generouns affection,

M. Léger has taken the trouble to send me the transla-
tion in French of your interesting preface. It carried me
back to the time, already distant, when 1 was dream-
ing-of the adventures of Consucls, and when, being mach
in want of information, I was trying to introdoce myself, by
interpretation and divipation, to the genius of Bobemia, to
the beauty of its situation and the deep meaning hidden ander
the symbol of the cup (coupe). I was neither free por rich
enough to make a journey to Bohemia, and I uvsed to say that
if 1 committed a few errors Bohcmia wounld forgive me, for
the sake of my earnest intentions and fervent sympathy. Tt
still remains my convietion, that a nation possessing so dramatic
and enthusiastic a past is and aldays will be great.

Accept, madame, together with my thanks, the expression
of my affectionate and devoted sentiments.

% The translation of Conaucls in the Czech langaage.
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