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History, who keeps a durable record of all our acts, and exercises her awful
censure over the proceedings of all sorts of sovereigns, will not forget,
either those events, or the aera of this liberal refinement in the intercourse
of mankind. History will record, that on the morning of the 6th of October
1789, the king and queen of France, after a day of confusion, alarm, dismay,
and slaughter, lay down, under the pledged security of public faith, to
indulge nature in a few hours of respite, and troubled melancholy repose.
From this sleep the queen was first startled by the voice of the centinel at
her door, who cried out to her, to save herself by flight—that this was the
last proof of fidelity he could give—that they were upon him, and he was
dead. Instantly he was cut down. A band of cruel ruffians and assassins,
reeking with his blood, rushed into the chamber of the queen, and pierced
with an hundred strokes of bayonets and poniards the bed, from whence
this persecuted woman had but just time to fly almost naked, and through
ways unknown to the murderers had escaped to seek refuge at the feet of a
king and husband, not secure of his own life for a moment.

This king, to say no more of him, and this queen, and their infant chil-
dren (who once would have been the pride and hope of a great and generous
people) were then forced to abandon the sanctuary of the most splendid
palace in the world, which they left swimming in blood, polluted by massa-
cre, and strewed with scattered limbs and mutilated carcases. Thence they
were conducted into the capital of their kingdom. Two had been selected
from the unprovoked, unresisted, promiscuous slaughter, which was made
of the gentlemen of birth and family who composed the king’s body guard.
These two gentlemen, with all the parade of an execution of justice, were
cruelly and publickly dragged to the block, and beheaded in the great court
of the palace. Their heads were stuck upon spears, and led the procession;
whilst the royal captives who followed in the train were slowly moved along,
amidst the horrid yells, and shrilling screams, and frantic dances, and infa-
mous contumelies, and all the unutterable abominations of the furies of hell,
in the abused shape of the vilest of women. After they had been made to
taste, drop by drop, more than the bitterness of death, in the slow torture of
a journey of twelve miles, protracted to six hours, they were, under a guard,
composed of those very soldiers who had thus conducted them through this
famous triumph, lodged in one of the old palaces of Paris, now converted into

a Bastile® for kings.

* * *

I hear that the august person, who was the principal object of our preacher’s
triumph,’ though he supported himself, felt much on that shameful occasion.
As a man, it became him to feel for his wife and his children, and the faithful
guards of his person, that were massacred in cold blood about him; as a
prince, it became him to feel for the strange and frightful transformation of
his civilized subjects, and to be more grieved for them, than solicitous for
himself. It derogates little from his fortitude, while it adds infinitely to the
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personages are in a situation in which it is not ::m.mnonwiw in us to praise
the virtues of the great.

I hear, and I rejoice to hear, that the great lady, the other object of the
triumph, has borne that day (one is interested that beings made for suffering
should suffer well) and that she bears all the succeeding days, that she bears
the imprisonment of her husband, and her own captivity, and the exile of her
friends, and the insulting adulation of addresses, and the whole weight of
her accumulated wrongs, with a serene patience, in a manner suited to her
rank and race, and becoming the offspring of a sovereign distinguished for
her piety and her courage;® that like her she has lofty sentiments; that she
leels with the dignity of a Roman matron; that in the last extremity she will
sive herself from the last disgrace,’ and that if she must fall, she will fall by
- ho ignoble hand.

It is now sixteen or seventeen years since I saw the queen of France, then
the dauphiness,' at Versailles; and surely never lighted on this orb, which
she hardly seemed to touch, a more delightful vision. T saw her just above the
horizon, decorating and cheering the elevated sphere she just began to move
I, —glittering like the morning-star, full of life, and splendor, and joy. Oh!
what a revolution! and what an heart must I have, to contemplate without
‘motion that elevation and that fall! Little did I dream when she added titles
‘ol veneration to those of enthusiastic, distant, respectful love, that she should
#ver be obliged to carry the sharp antidote against disgrace concealed in that
hwom; little did I dream that I should have lived to see such disasters fallen
on her in a nation of gallant men, in a nation of men of honor and of cava-
1%, | thought ten thousand swords must have leaped from their scabbards
i venge even a look that threatened her with insult.—But the age of chiv-
Ity is gone.—That of sophisters, oeconomists, and calculators, has suc-
ieded; and the glory of Europe is extinguished for ever. Never, never more
hull we behold that generous loyalty to rank and sex, that proud m:v:;mu
i, that dignified obedience, that subordination of the heart, which kept
¢, even in servitude itself, the spirit of an exalted freedom. The unbought
e of life, the cheap defence of nations, the nurse of manly sentiment and
#loic enterprize is gone! It is gone, that sensibility of principle, that chas-

y of honor, which felt a stain like a wound, which inspired courage whilst
itigated ferocity, which ennobled whatever it touched, and under which
e itself lost half its evil, by losing all its grossness.

I'his mixed system of opinion and sentiment had its origin in the antient
Iry; and the principle, though varied in its appearance by the varying
of human affairs, subsisted and influenced through a long succession
erations, even to the time we live in. If it should ever be totally extin-
ed, the loss I fear will be great. It is this which has given its character
ndern Europe. It is this which has distinguished it under all its forms of
Wrnment, and distinguished it to its advantage, from the states of Asia,
Iy ussibly from those states which flourished in the most brilliant periods

antique world. It was this, which, without confounding ranks, had
tliced a noble equality, and handed it down through all the gradations of
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