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John Weightman

Madame de Stael
ix Annies d'Exil,1 which was written between
1810 and 1813, is an early and noble example
of a kind of writing with which, in its commoner
forms, we have become only too familiar in the
20th century; it can be called "refugee literature."
Our period enjoys the sad privilege of having
produced the greatest number of "displaced
persons" who have felt the need to explain the
tragedy of their predicament to themselves and
to others. Mme de Stael, writing during the
strains and stresses of the Napoleonic era which
had followed on from the upheaval of the French
Revolution, is a forerunner of those innumerable
distinguished individuals of many countries
driven into exile by the Russian Revolution, the
Fascist and Nazi tyrannies, the Spanish Civil
War, the Stalinist dictatorship, and the development of authoritarian regimes in all parts of the
world.
Of course, exile, even in its cruellest forms, is
not an invention of the modern era. In the past,
whole populations were often carried off into
slavery and remained mute; others, more
fortunate, at least managed to record how they
sat down by the rivers of Babylon and wept.
There is a literature of exile which is as old as
history, and which resulted from traditional
disturbances, such as tribalrivalriesand territorial
quarrels. Refugee literature, on the other hand,
dates from the invention of modern politics and
depends on the individual's sense of the involvement of his particular destiny with collective
forces. Any reader of Dix Annies d'Exil will see
at once that Mme de Stael is presenting herself
as an independent political consciousness trying
to defend certain principles in a hostile situation.

D

She is not writing memoirs simply to put on
record a series of interesting or harrowing
adventures. She relates all the details of her
plight to a general philosophy of society, an
Enlightenment philosophy full of echoes of
Montesquieu and Rousseau. This makes her
very different from some other memoir-writers
of the post-Revolutionary period, such as Mme
de Genlis, Mme de la Tour du Pin, or Mme de
Crequi, spirited though these ci-devant ladies may
be. Mme de Stael's book is both a document and
a manifesto, and is therefore comparable to that
very early Enlightenment pamphlet against
tyranny, Ce que c'est que la France toute catholique
sous le rigne de Louis le Grand, written by
another refugee, Pierre Bayle, in protest against
Louis XIV's persecution of the Huguenots.

As rr HAPPENED, Dix Annies d'Exil was not published until 1821, by which time Napoleon himself was in exile and Mme de Stael was dead, but
it retains its force and its relevance, because she
had lived by the ideas it embodies and, more than
any single person in Europe, had campaigned
against Napoleonic rule. However, she makes
one slight error of judgment in her book, when
she says, with reference to Peter the Great,
"Despots have no flatterers a hundred years
after their death. . . ." She could not foresee that
Peter the Great would be revived by Stalin. As
for Napoleon, he has been dead for nearly 150
years and he still has a great many flatterers,
since no one has ever surpassed him as an
embodiment of the universal dream of power.
Although she was only a woman, in a period
long before general female emancipation, Mme
de Stael can claim the honour of having made a
valid political objection to Napoleon in his hey1
Ten Years of Exile. Translated by DORIS BEIK with day and of being an effective thorn in his side
an introduction by PETER GAY. Saturday Review Press during his whole career.
(New York), f 10.00. There is also a reprint of the
But the truth has many levels. The life and
1821 London edition, with Auguste de Stael's
character of Mme de Stael are extremely complicomments (Centaur Press, 1968). Although this
cated, and both her general behaviour and her
original, anonymous translation is marred by occasional gallicisms, it has a period flavour.
relationship with Napoleon have been variously
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interpreted." By now, through the publication of
her letters and other documents, we know a great
deal about her that she did not reveal either in
Dix Annies d'Exil or in the larger, more objective,
historical study., Considerations sur la Rivolution
Francaise (1817). The simplest way, perhaps, to
make sense of the vast amount of data now at
our disposal, and to see Dix Annies d'Exil in its
correct perspective, is to try to distinguish between the individual person and the political
ideas. In the last resort, of course, the two are
inseparable, but there is a case for considering
them in turn.

defence of the Queen. When Bonaparte first
emerged, she was delighted with him as a man of
outstanding ability who could be expected to restore order and put the Revolution back on the
rails. She even had a bust of the hero in the
drawing-room of her father's house at Coppet,
although M. Necker was rather sceptical about
Napoleon's intentions. The elder statesman was
quickly proved right. Instead of restoring the
monarchy or establishing representative government, Bonaparte consolidated his personal power
stage by stage and eliminated, or brought to heel,
all the moderate elements associated with Mme de
Stael, until she was isolated as the main voice of
protest. When she tried to mobilise opinion
against him, he accused her of intrigue and bans GERMAINE N E C K E R , the daughter of
ished her from Paris. The skirmishing went on for
M. Necker, the Swiss financier who became
' years, with Mme de Stael
Controleur Geniral des
struggling to get back to
Finances under Louis XVI,
the capital and Napoleon
Mme de Stael belonged to
warning her off at the
the reformist section of
frontier or allowing her
the upper class. Whether
into France but only at
or not her father was ala certain distance from
ways correct in his finanParis. Furthermore, the
cial and political initiatives,
official
papers made
he was certainly wellvicious attacks on both
meaning and progressive,
her private life and her
according to 18th-century
books. In short, Napoviews. He may even be
leon's personal, authorisaid to have set the Revotarian regime, which was
lution in motion, since it
eventually clothed in the
was he who advocated the
archaic trapping of Emsummoning of the Estatespire and found itself comGeneral, and for a while
mitted to a policy of conhe was a popular hero.
tinuous warfare, could not
At the beginning of the
have been further removed
Revolution, Mme de Stael
from the sort of peaceful,
was full of Enlightenment
progressive, liberal goventhusiasm, and her poliernment she had in mind.
tical ideal (like her father's)
She was never prepared
was the establishment of a
constitutional monarchy
,
„ ... . r i \ t o admit that Napoleon
^storiam
along English lines. Even- MME DE STAEL, 1797 {portrait by Isabey) h i m s e l f > m s o m e
have argued, was caught in an evolving situation
tually, she was willing to accept the Republic as a
fait accompli, although she thought the country where one thing led to another, so that he was carried to a position of extreme power and involved
unprepared for it and, from the vantage point of
in a policy of conquest through the operation of
Switzerland, had written a generous pamphlet in
collective forces beyond his control. As she clearly
states in Chapter I, she saw him as an unprincipled
•See, for instance^Georges Soloyieff, Mme de
adventurer who misused his superb gifts. To put it
Stael, ses amis, ses correspondants (Editions Klinsieck, in modern terms, under Napoleon, the idealistic
1970). Simone Balaye, Mme de Stael, Napolion in
content of the Revolution, poisoned by the errors
Europe (avril-mai 1960). Comte d'Haussonville, Mme
de Stael et M. Necker d'apres leur correspondance that had been committed, turned into pure
inedite (Calmann Levy, 1925). Paul Gautier, Mme de
aggressive project. When Mme de Stael finally
Stael et Napoleon (Plon, 1903). J. Christopher
fled across Europe and became engaged in the
Herold, Mistress to an Age (London and New York,
negotiations between Russia, Sweden, and
1959).
Mr Peter Gay's Introduction to the new edition
England which led to the downfall of Napoleon,
follows the general pattern of Herold's interpretation,
she was conscious of fighting against her beloved
as he himself says. My comments offer a slightly
France for its own good. Nor can her most
different placing of the emphasis.
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Madame de Stael
determined enemies claim that she exulted in
Napoleon's defeat; she even carried magnanimity
to the point of informing him about a plot against
his life during his imprisonment on Elba. After
Waterloo, the very firm line she took in her
correspondence with Wellington and the Emperor
of Russia shows that, in spite of her Swiss origins
and foreign marriage, she behaved instinctively
as an enlightened French patriot. Her major
political testament, Considerations sur la Revolution Franfaise, which covers almost the whole
range of her active life, remains a remarkably
lucid and fair-minded analysis of that complex
period.
are summarised in this way,
Mme de Stael appears quite rightly as someone
who suffered and struggled a great deal in the
cause of liberty. But there is an immediate respect
in which the modern reader of Dix Annies d'Exil
may find the tone of the text a little puzzling. The
totalitarian regimes of Nazi Germany and
Stalinist Russia have accustomed us to appalling
excesses of cruelty, and in comparison with them
Napoleon's rule seems strangely mild and ineffectual. He never instituted any blood-bath in
the manner of the Reign of Terror. Atrocities were
committed in Spain; and there was the international scandal of the summary execution of the
Due d'Enghien, which Mme de Stael describes
with horror. But these things pale into insignificance when compared with the wholesale
executions and deportations of the 20th-century,
or even with the religious persecution instituted
by Louis XIV in the 17th. Napoleon was not
a gratuitously cruel despot. He never actually
did Mme de Stael positive harm, apart from
interfering with the publication of De I'Allemagne
(1810). Although master of Europe, he does not
appear to have made difficulties about her
financial arrangements, so that, wherever she
was, she continued to live like a wealthy grande
dame. The greatest cruelty she complains of is
exile from Paris, which she refers to with shocked
dismay, as if it were tantamount to exclusion from
the Garden of Eden, although at all times she had
at her disposal the splendid family estate at
Coppet in Switzerland. One might have thought
that, after the scenes she had witnessed in Paris,
she would not have been so keen to return there
and that, in any case, no single town could be
essential to her happiness, since her intellectual
interests were international. But her obsession
with the French capital was a major factor in her
life. Paris was the centre of the intellectual
universe. Her mother's salon, and then her own,
had been the centre of Paris. Nowhere else could
she feel fully alive. She had grown up, as it were,
with her finger on the pulse of civilisation and it
IF THE BASIC FACTS

47

was intolerable to her that she should be ousted
from this position, especially by a man who,
gifted though he was, had neither Parisian polish
nor any serious respect for ideas.
Mme de Stael was a social or even an
intellectual snob; she was far too busy and
involved to be interested in mere appearances.
But to understand some of her indignation, which
may at times seem exaggerated, and to grasp why
Napoleon did not simply confiscate her property
and clap her into gaol, one has to appreciate the
historical context. She was a member of the
privileged upper class and, although that class
had been permanently shattered by the Revolution, its survivors did not necessarily change their
habits, nor could Napoleon afford to offend them
beyond a certain point, since—perhaps mistakenly
—he felt them to be an important part of the
national consensus on which his power depended.
He might insult or harass them individually; he
supported them as a social category, and paid
them the compliment of intermarriage with his
numerous relations.
In one sense, Napoleon was a Corsican upstart
with a local accent and a strong popular
following; in another sense, he became an upperclass dictator, and so his rule, far from being
totalitarian in the modern sense, was in some ways
as approximate as the authority of the old
monarchy had been. Even when she was under
sentence of banishment by Napoleon, Mme de
Stael could go and stay with his brother Joseph,
and Joseph put himself to considerable trouble to
intercede on Mme de Stael's behalf. She gives a
moving account of the events of the beautiful
September afternoon when a gendarme was sent
to tell her that she must reside not two, but
forty, leagues from Paris. For us the episode now
has an old-world charm—it is almost as quaint
as the legendary scene at the Battle of Fontenoy
when the French officer raised his hat, bowed and
said: Messieurs les Anglais, tirez les premiers!—
since the official had been chosen because of his
literary interests and conducted himself with great
politeness. Besides, whenever Napoleon sent
Mme de Stael on her travels, she thought it only
natural that she should be received as an honoured
guest by Napoleon's prefects, and they, by and
large, worked on the same assumption, until
Napoleon shook some of them up. The most
surprising detail of all, perhaps, is that during the
Hundred Days, when one might have expected
Napoleon's Cabinet to have more pressing
matters to attend to, it spent some time on the
question of the repayment to Mme de Stael of
the two million livres which her father had lent
to the French Treasury when he was in office. In
fact, Mme de Stael did not, and could not,
NOT THAT
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realise how lucky she was. Neither Hitler nor
Stalin would have allowed her to trundle across
Europe in a coach, attended by servants, children,
tutors and a young lover, and preaching dissidence wherever she went. They would have
liquidated her at a very early stage, before she
had had time to play any historic role. She
benefited from the fact that, in the Napoleonic
era, the modern world was still old-fashioned
enough to accommodate picturesque anomalies.

disturbances in his favour, the Neckers appear to
have taken it for granted that M. de Stael should
escort them, as if his responsibility to them took
precedence over his diplomatic duty as the
representative of his King.
It seems inconceivable to us that an ambassador
should confuse his position as a son-in-law with
his function as an envoy, but such oddities were
not unusual under the Old Regime. The European
upper class was so supremely and unthinkingly
self-confident that even later, in Napoleon's
time, as Mme de Stael relates, the English ambasIN ANOTHER RESPECT, too, Mme de Stael could
sador could read out the proposed terms of the
not be fully conscious of her personal and hisTreaty of Amiens to a mixed dinner-party. She
torical advantages. While not an aristocrat by
doesn't comment on the
birth, she was totally arisfact as being strange,
tocratic through social
although the implication
conditioning, except that
is that the treaty had not
her intellectual interests
yet been signed, so we
were much broader than
may suppose that, as bethose of the average aristotween equals, there was no
crat. Her father's wealth
concept of indiscretion.
and political eminence,
She herself, being a woallied to her mother's amman, could not occupy
bition to have a great
any official position except
salon, gave her a start in
that of wife of the Swedish
life such as few people
Ambassador; but this did
have enjoyed. She was
not prevent her behaving
brought up on terms of
spontaneously as a politiequality with the highest
calfigurein her own right,
French and international
in a way that no 20thsociety, although its memcentury woman, however
bers sometimes tended to
emancipated (and no man,
poke fun at the seriousfor that matter), could
ness of the Necker family.
hope to emulate. That she
When the time came to
was a person of great
find her a husband, who
ability and drive goes
had to be a Protestant
without saying; but her
because of the family retalents were reinforced by
ligion, her mother's fava social confidence so
ourite candidate was no
complete that she was not
less a person than Pitt the
even aware of it, by solid
Younger, but it remains
MME DE STAEL & BENJAMIN CONSTANT
wealth, and by a Rousuncertain whether or not
that gentleman was ever (from a drawing by her great-great-grandson,the Prince de Broglie) seauistic moralism derived
from her Swiss parents.
approached; however,
The combination added up to a formidable
Germaine states in a letter that she "refused" him.
individual. Her idea of solitude was to be living
After protracted negotiations, the choice
in a chateau with only half-a-dozen guests. Her
eventually fell on Eric Magnus de Stael Holstein,
notion of a normal existence was to preside over
the representative in France of the Swedish King,
a Parisian salon frequented by people all at the
Gustavus III, and the Neckers demanded that
centre of affairs and attentive to her opinions.
his ambassadorship should be made permanent,
When she wanted something she expected to get
so that there might be no danger of their daughter
it. Her correspondence reveals her as an inbeing whisked off to Sweden. They obtained
stinctively dominant personality, who was not
satisfaction, the wedding-contract was signed by
prepared to take no for an answer from anyone,
Louis XVI and Marie-Antoinette, and Germaine's
whether it was Goethe, Benjamin Constant, or
marriage almost had the status of a FrancoNapoleon himself. On the one hand, Napoleon
Swedish alliance. Later, when Necker fell from
messed up her life both politically and personally,
power and Louis XVI ordered him to leave
because she fell foul of him almost from the
France at a moment's notice to prevent popular
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Madame de Stael
start; on the other hand, she was able to make a
great issue of the clash, because her intellectual
attachment to freedom was not simply an
Enlightenment principle in which she strongly
believed; it was helped by a personal assumption
of autonomy almost as great as his own. He was
an Emperor, but she was a sort of self-appointed
Empress.

the idea that she
W might have been hiswith
Empress! A love-affair
E CAN EVEN TOY

between Napoleon and Mme de Stael! The
conjunction would have been as remarkable as
that of Caesar and Cleopatra. Pascal remarks that
if Cleopatra's nose had been longer, the history
of the world would have been different. If Mme de
Stael had been slimmer and more conventionally
attractive, Europe in the 19th century might have
evolved more satisfactorily. It is said that when
the young Bonaparte was in the first flush of his
fame, Mme de Stael wrote him passionate letters
pointing out that Josephine was quite unworthy
of such a hero, and that he should unite with
someone who was his intellectual equal. The
letters are not extant, and the story may be a
malicious invention on the part of Napoleon or
some writer of memoirs. But, judging by the
existing Stael correspondence, one has to admit
that it is not altogether out of character.
As a letter-writer, Mme de Stael was not without some resemblance to Julie, the heroine of
Rousseau's novel, La Nouvelle Hiloise; she
sometimes threw discretion to the winds and
indited ardent epistles to young men. It is certain
that she was fascinated by Bonaparte in the
early days. She arranged to be in Talleyrand's
office when, as a minister, he received the young
general after the Italian campaign. She more or
less admits herself, in the Considerations, that
she followed Napoleon around Paris and tried to
engage him in discussion, but that he consistently
avoided her. If, at any time, he had taken a
positive interest in her opinions and done her the
honour of consulting her directly about affairs
of state, things might have been very different.
But he thought her sexually unattractive; he
liked women to be decorative squaws; and he had
no patience with theorists. Napoleon was Mme de
StaeTs one great failure. She, who conversed
familiarly with all the outstanding personalities
of her time, could establish no communication
with him. The remote possibility of an understanding did not occur until The Hundred Days,
when Napoleon had been humbled and was
prepared to compromise. But by then the
Napoleonic adventure was doomed, and Mme de
Stael herself was showing signs of the physical
decline which was to lead to her death in 1817.

49

The tragi-comedy of their disastrous personal
relationship, or absence of relationship, was
probably of no account in Napoleon's private
life. For him, Mme de Stael was never anything
more than a political irritation, although important enough on that level; for her, given the
psychological and sexual peculiarities of her
make-up, about which a considerable amount of
information is available, Napoleon must have
been a deep and intimate disappointment, as well
as a political menace.
THE FACT IS THAT Mme de StaeTs commanding

personality was accompanied by an unappeased
temperament, which gave her a great deal of
trouble.
The list of her lovers, while not as staggering as
Edith Piaf's, can bear comparison with George
Sand's. Napoleon's opinion about her lack of
sex-appeal was obviously extreme; she was never
pretty or elegant, but most sources are agreed
that she had fine eyes, handsome arms and the
most brilliant flow of conversation. Most of her
lovers were good-looking men and, in the initial
stages at least, passionate enough. Her husband,
M. de Stael, while himself no paragon of virtue,
occasionally felt obliged to manifest symptoms
of jealousy in the early years and, in spite of her
moralistic training, there are signs of prevarication in her letters to him. Certainly, her passionate
heart made it impossible for her to respect the
marriage vows as her father and mother would
have wished. Her four children were all illegitimate. The first two, Auguste (the editor of the
original edition of Dix Annies d'Exil) and Albert,
were fathered by Comte Narbonne de Lara, a
bastard son of Louis XV and officially the child
of a lady-in-waiting but perhaps the product of an
incestuous union between Louis and his daughter,
Madame Adelaide; needless to say, Auguste de
Stael gives no hint of his royal, though dubious,
descent, but it is difficult to believe that he did
not know about it. The third child, Albertine,
later Duchesse de Broglie, was apparently the
daughter of Benjamin Constant, and the fourth,
Louis Alphonse, was the son of Jean de Rocca, a
young Swiss twenty years younger than Mme de
Stael, whom she married secretly towards the
end of her life. The roll-call also includes at least
six other lovers and—such are the ironies of
history—one of them was "the handsome
regicide", a Swede named Ribbing who had been
involved in the assassination of Gustavus III,
the monarch with whom Mme de StaeTs marriage
had been negotiated.
Yet this well filled sex-life was never very
happy. The correspondence shows the same
pattern repeating itself, except in the case of
Rocca with whom, perhaps because he was not
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SHORTLY AFTER the 18th Brumaire, it was reported

to Napoleon that I had warned my friends against
the dawning oppression whose growth I foresaw as
clearly as if the future had been revealed to me.
Joseph Bonaparte, whose intelligence and conversation I enjoyed, came to see me and said, "My brother
is complaining about you. Yesterday he said to me,
'Why does Madame de Stael not support my
government ? What does she want ? Is it the restitution
of her father's deposits? I will order it done. The
right to stay in Paris ? I will grant it. In short, what
does she want?' " To this I replied "My God, it is
not a question of what I want, but of what I think."
WHILE Talleyrand directed foreign affairs, Fouche,
as head of the police, was charged with the revolutionary side of Bonaparte's government. Where
Christian kings have been known to have two
confessors in order to examine their consciences
more carefully, Bonaparte chose two ministers—
one from the old and the other from the new
regime—whose business was to place the Machiavellian methods of two opposite systems at his
disposal.
In all bis appointments Bonaparte followed much
the same rule, drawing—as it were—sometimes
from the right, sometimes from the left; or, in other
words, choosing his officers alternately from among
the aristocrats and the Jacobins. The middle party—
partisans of liberty—pleased him less than all others
because it was composed of the small number of
Frenchmen who had opinions; he preferred to deal
with those who had supported royalist interests or
were discredited through popular excesses.
He would like to persuade men that force and
cunning are everything and that all else is stupidity
or folly. He himself spoke to one of my friends, a few
days after the 18th Brumaire. "It is necessary," he
said, "to do something new every three months, in
order to captivate the imagination of the French
nation, with whom anyone who stands still is lost".
Although this man is so impatient by nature, he has
the ability to remain immobile when necessary; he
gets it from the Italians, who know bow to control
themselves in order to attain the object of thenpassions.
I WAS AT the Minister of the Interior's ball and, as
General Bonaparte was not dressed in any distinctive way I found myself at his side without recognising him at first, when suddenly I perceived that it
was he, and I experienced such a shock that I drew
back to let him pass with an involuntary exclamation.
I saw him again frequently at the same epoch and
each time I felt more constrained in his presence.
I STILL BELIEVE that if he had encountered a man of

firmness as well as integrity among his adversaries,
Bonaparte would have been stopped short in his
career. His great talent lies in terrifying the weak
and making use of unprincipled men. When he

encounters honesty anywhere, it is almost as though
bis deviousness is exorcised, as evil spirits are, by
the sign of the cross.
But it might be said that the continental powers
went out of their way to cede what they should never
have permitted to be taken from them except in
battle. In their relations with Napoleon the great
powers behaved as if they were eager to sanction his
injustices and legitimise his conquests, whereas even
if he could not be conquered, they ought never to
have accepted his behaviour. This certainly was not
asking too much of the old governments of Europe,
but they were totally confused by such a novel
situation; Bonaparte so bewildered them by his
barrage of simultaneous threats and promises that
they believed they would gain by conceding, and
rejoiced at the word "peace" as if the word still
carried its former meaning.
I WENT TO GENERAL BERTHIER'S one day when the

First Consul was to be there, and as I knew how
hostile he was to me, I thought that he might perhaps
use some coarse expressions with which he liked to
address even women who paid him court. Before
going to the party I wrote out at random several
dignified and biting responses that I might make,
depending on what he said to me. I did not want to be
taken by surprise if he insulted me, for that would
have been to show myself even more lacking in
character than in wit; and since no one can be certain
of not being confused in his presence, I prepared
myself beforehand to face him. Fortunately, the
precaution was unnecessary; he asked me the most
ordinary question imaginable. The same thing
happened to all his opponents whom he thought
capable of forceful replies: whatever the contest, he
never attacks except when he believes he is very
much the stronger.
[Madame de Stael has not told all about this
interview with Bonaparte at Berthier's. We know
what was "the most ordinary question imaginable."
She had confided it to the Russian Golovkin, who
recorded it in his unedited Souvenirs. Madame
de Stael had spent "two days and two nights"
writing out answers to all subjects that her enemy
might bring up. Well, Bonaparte, followed by his
brother Lucien, stopped before Madame de Stael,
perceived her bare shoulders, and said brusquely,
"You doubtless nursed your children yourself?"
Madame de Stael remained mute, petrified: she had
not foreseen that question.]
NAPOLEON had an absurd argument against the
opposition published in the press. Nothing is so
natural, it said, as an opposition in England, where
the king is the enemy of the people, but in a country
where the executive power is chosen by the people,
to oppose the nation's representative is to
oppose the nation. How many similar phrases have
Napoleon's writers not thrown out to the public
during the past ten years. In England, a simple
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Napoleon (I)
peasant would laugh at this kind of sophism, but in
France, all people want is precisely some such
phrase to lend credence to their pursuit of selfish
interests.
Bonaparte continued to appoint men of all
factions to public office. In France the great strength
of the heads of state lies in people's prodigious
desire to hold office; and vanity even more than
need for money explains this desire. The French are
partial to anything which distinguishes one man from
another; no nation is less suited to equality; they
proclaimed it in order to displace the old upper
classes, wanting to change that inequality, but
without subjecting themselves to the only political
code worthy of admiration, one that makes all men
equal before the law.
H E DID NOT even bother to be genuinely hypocritical.
Faithful to his custom of deceiving openly, by
providing lies for those who ask nothing more than
to make use of them as pretexts, he assured the
priests that the Catholic religion was the only truly
orthodox one; and on the same day, speaking with
Cabanis, a philosopher in the style of the eighteenth
century, he said to him, "I want to re-establish
religion the way you do cowpox—use it to inoculate
in order to destroy it." This witticism is worthy of
note. He made several others which might be included
in an anthology on the principles of evil.
L E MONTTEUR WAS FILLED with written discourses
to the First Consul congratulating him on his escape
from danger, the constant repetition of the same
stock phrases coming from all corners of France,
shows a generalised state of servility perhaps without
precedent in any other nation. In leafing through
back copies of the Moniteur, one can find essays on
liberty, on despotism, on philosophy, and on religion,
according to the period, in which the good citizens
and departments of France strive to say the same
thing in different terms. It is amazing that men as
clever as the French should be content only with
stylistic success and never once experience the
desire to have ideas of their own; it could be said
that verbal competition is sufficient for them.
FOR

SEVERAL DAYS after the murder of the Due

d'Enghien the First Consul was rather anxious about
the prevailing mood. Fouchi himself disapproved
of the act. He had made this remark, so characteristic
of the present regime: "It is worse than a crime, it is
a mistake." There are many ideas implied in this
sentence, but happily it can be turned around, and
made to express a truth, that the greatest of errors
is crime.
Bonaparte asked "What do people think about the
Due d'Enghien's death?" "Well, General if our
enemies take atrocious measures against us, we are
right to do the same," not perceiving that this was
tantamount to saying that the measure was atrocious.
The First Consul pretended that the act was dictated
by reasons of state. One day, about this time, when

he was discussing the plays of Corneille with an
intelligent man, he said, "You see, public safety, or—
to be more exact—state policy, has assumed for the
moderns the meaning that fatality had for the
ancients. There are men who by nature would be
incapable of crime, but political circumstances force
it on them, as if it were a law. In his tragedies
Corneille has shown that he understood state policy,
and so, if he had lived in my time I would have made
him my first minister."
T H E FRENCH HAVE a greater need than any other
people for a certain degree of freedom of the press;
they need to think and feel in common. They need
the spark of their neighbours' emotions if they are
to experience something themselves, and their
enthusiasm never develops in isolation. Therefore,
anyone who wishes to become their tyrant would be
wise to deny public opinion any form of expression.
To this idea—common to all despots—Bonaparte
adds a trick peculiar to this period: the art of
spreading factitious opinions in newspapers which
appear to be free, when in fact they are written
under orders.
A RATHER DISTINGUISHED MAN OF LETTERS—but the

kind of philosopher who always finds philanthropic
reasons for being satisfied with the powers that be—
said to a friend of mine, "It is so admirable—the
simplicity with which the Emperor allows anything
to be said to him! The other day I spent a whole
hour proving to him the absolute necessity of basing
the new dynasty on a charter which would assure the
nation's rights."
"And what did he reply ?" he was asked.
"He clapped me on the shoulder with perfect
good humour, and told me, 'You are quite right, my
dear Senator, but trust me, this is not the moment
for it.'" And this senator, like many others, was
quite satisfied with himself for having spoken out,
even though his opinion was totally ignored. To the
French, the requirements of self-esteem are more
important by far than those of character.
A peculiarity of the French that Bonaparte has
analysed with extraordinary shrewdness is that they,
so clever at ridiculing others, ask nothing better
than to be ridiculous themselves the moment their
vanity can profit by it. Indeed, nothing invites greater
ridicule than the creation of an entirely new nobility
such as the one which Bonaparte established to
support his new throne. The princesses and queens,
yesterday's citizenesses, could not even keep from
laughing upon hearing themselves called "Your
Highness." Others, more serious, delighted in having
their title "Your Lordship" repeated from morning
to night, like Le Bourgeois Gentilhomme. Old
archives were searched for the best documents on
etiquette; worthy men set about gravely composing
coats of arms for the new families; in short, no day
passed without some situation worthy of Molie're
arising.
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much older than her eldest son, she established
a calmer modus vivendi. Each time, the man,
after being genuinely bewitched, would try to
escape and Mme de Stael would pursue him with
inflammatory missives until the love relationship
had been destroyed. No wonder she was so keen
on performing in amateur performances of
Racine's tragedies! There was clearly something
wrong, since so many men came and went. The
explanation may be that Mme de Stael was both
overpowering in herself and an extreme case of
father-fixation. She could find no adequate male
counterpart to exorcise Daddy; she blasted men

out of her life, because they were incapable of
subduing her, although she would no doubt have
liked to be subdued. In her relationship with
Rocca, who was ardent but tubercular and partly
crippled by a war wound, she became a motherfigure and the union lasted until her death.
In the document attesting her secret marriage
with Rocca in 1816, she states rather tactlessly:
"I have known no man in this world equal to my
father." As early as 1804, in her memorial essay,
Du caractere de M. Necker et de sa vie privee,
written just after her father's death, she makes two
remarks which she could not have penned so

Madame de Stael
THERE WAS NOT A MONARCH in Europe who would

have committed—in an entire year—the arbitrary
insolences which marked his every day. He came to
offer them—in exchange for their peace of mind,
their independence, then- language, their laws, their
wealth, their blood, and their children—shame, and
the misfortune of being destroyed as nations and
despised as men. In other words, he was implementing a plan for universal monarchy, the greatest
scourge with which mankind can be threatened and
the certain cause of perpetual war.
None of the arts of peace suits Bonaparte; he
takes pleasure only in violent crises produced by
battle. He has known how to make truces, but he has
never sincerely said, "Enough." His character, at
war with the rest of creation, is like the Greek flame,
which no force of nature could extinguish.
I SPENT MY DAYS studying the map of Europe in

order to flee, just as Napoleon studied it in order to
make himself its master, and my campaign—like
his—always had Russia as its objective. That country
was the last refuge for oppressed people; which was
why it had to be the country the conqueror of
Europe wanted to destroy.
And why was he tormenting me in this way? To
make me publish praises of him; and what good
would these praises do him, among the thousands
constantly offered him out of fear and hope?
Bonaparte once said, "if I had the choice of doing a
good deed myself or inducing my adversary to
commit a base act, I would not hesitate to choose the
debasement of my enemy".
N O T ONLY FRENCH CITIZENS but even foreigners

were warned to shun my house. The Prefect remained
on guard to prevent even old friends from seeing me
again. One day, for instance, his official exertions
deprived me of the company of a German gentleman
whose conversation I found extremely agreeable,
and on this occasion I told him that he might well
have spared himself this search for ways to persecute
me. "What!" he replied. "I did that to help you. I
made your friend understand that he would compromise you by coming to your house." I could not
help laughing at this ingenious argument. "Yes," he
continued with the utmost seriousness, "the

Emperor, seeing loyalty to you placed above loyalty
to him, would be annoyed with you."
"So," I replied, "the Emperor expects my
personal friends—and soon perhaps even my
children—to abandon me in order to gratify him.
That seems rather too much. Besides," I added, "I
do not quite see how a person in my situation can be
compromised. What you say reminds me of a
revolutionary at the time of the Terror, to whom a
plea was made that he try to save one of his friends
from the scaffold. 'I would be afraid of harming
him,' he answered, 'by speaking in his favour.'"
The Prefect smiled at my quotation, but continued
the arguments which, backed as they were by four
hundred thousand bayonets, invariably seem completely sound.
ANOTHER KIND OF TERROR assailed me. I was afraid

that when the Emperor heard of my departure he
would publish one of those articles he dictates so
well when he wants to commit a moral assassination.
A senator once told me that Napoleon was the best
journalist he knew. Certainly, if journalism is the
art of slandering individuals and nations, he possesses
it to a supreme degree. Nations can survive such
treatment; but he has acquired—in the revolutionary
times through which he has lived—a certain flair for
defamatory statements calculated to appeal to
vulgar minds and to circulate among those whose wit
consists entirely of repeating phrases published by the
government for their express use. If the Moniteur
accused someone of having committed highway
robbery, no newspaper—French, German or Italian
—would dare print that person's vindication. Words
cannot describe what a man who heads an army of a
million soldiers and has a billion in revenues is like;
who has all the prisons of Europe at his disposal, with
kings as his jailers; and uses the press as his mouthpiece, while his victims are scarcely permitted to
make a reply even in an intimate circle of friends;
in short, a man who can make even misfortune look
ridiculous. How execrable is that power, and the
ironic enjoyment of it which is the final insult satanic
genius can inflict on the human race!
Whatever one's independence of character, I do
not believe it possible not to tremble at the prospect
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Madame de Stael
unselfconsciously had she lived in the postFreudian era, and which throw a retrospective
light on the barely concealed hostility between
herself and her mother. She refers to her father's
youth as "that time when I could picture him as
being so young, so attractive and so lonely! the
time when our destinies might have been united
for good, had fate made us contemporaries. . . . "
A second reference repeats the same idea in
different terms: "I was to lose . . . my protector,
my father, my brother, my friend, the man whom
I would have chosen as the sole affection of my
life, had fate not cast me into a different genera-

Napoleon (II)of arousing the hostility of such a power. At least
I admit to having experienced this feeling myself.
HALFWAY BETWEEN KIEV AND M O S C O W we were

already near Napoleon's troops and I thought,
trembling, about this army that might overtake me
at the very limits of Europe and make my position
both tragic and ridiculous. For that is what happens
when one fails in an enterprise of this kind: not
understanding the circumstances that had forced me
into it, people would have wondered why I had left
my home—even though it had been made my prison
—and some, with the best of intentions, would not
have failed to say with an air of compunction, that
it was indeed fortunate, but that I would have done
better to stay where I was. If tyranny had only its
direct followers on its side, it could never maintain
itself. The astonishing thing, and the one most
revealing of human weakness, is that most ordinary
men are accepting of events; they lack the ability to
look beyond immediate facts, and when an oppressor
has triumphed and a victim is ruined, they hasten
to justify—not exactly the tyrant—but the destiny
whose instrument he is. Weakness of mind and
character no doubt causes this servility, but there is
also a certain need in human nature for saying that
fate is right, whatever it may be, as if this were a
way of living at peace with it.
EMPEROR ALEXANDER very shrewdly described to

me the impression the conversations with Bonaparte
had had on him, in which Bonaparte said the most
contradictory things, as if each statement were so
amazing on its own that one would never realise they
were contradictory. He also told me about the
lessons in Machiavellism that Napoleon had seen fit
to give him. "You see," Napoleon said to Alexander,
"I am careful to keep my ministers and my generals
at odds with each other, so that they will reveal each
other's faults to me. 1 maintain continual jealousy by
the way I treat my associates. One day one thinks he
is the favourite, the next day another, so that no
one is ever certain of my favour." What a vulgar,
vicious theory! One can only hope that sometime
there will be a man superior to this one, who will
demonstrate its futility.
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tion from his." Her marriage to the Baron de
Stael was a purely arranged union, and she noted
at the time that her intended did not have a very
exciting personality. Perhaps she accepted him
partly because she sensed him to be more of a
cipher than a husband and, at that early stage,
did not realise her true need. According to a
later, but undated, diary-jotting (quoted by a
descendant, Comtesse de Pange), she admitted to
herself that the marriage had been a mistake and
wished she had done better:
I regret not having united my destiny with a great
man; it is the only glory for a woman on this earth,
but it raises her to the level of him she loves.
We may wonder if she was thinking nostalgically
of Napoleon. It seems to be well established that
he was the only person in whose presence she
ever felt abashed. In the Considerations, she
devotes an admirable chapter to her first impressions of him, and frankly states that she thought
him unique, in spite of her "unconquerable
aversion" to his coolly calculating mind. She is
reported as having said to Lucien Bonaparte:
I become stupid in your brother's presence, because
I want so much to please him. I don't know what
happens, I want to talk to him, I try out various
turns of phrase, I want to force him to take notice
of me. In short, I feel, and become, as stupid as a
goose.
Since neither kings, queens nor literary geniuses
ever had such an effect upon her, it is possible
that this fluttering of the heart might, in rather
different circumstances, have changed into
devotion.
of the ironies of history that the
one contemporary male with a more powerful
organisation than her own, the one man she could
be in awe of, as she had been slightly in awe of
her father, should have remained beyond her
reach. Hence, no doubt, her tempestuous and
unsatisfactory relationships with lesser men, such
as Talleyrand, Narbonne, and Constant. As it
turned out, all three of them became Napoleon's
creatures, at least for a time. She did not get
him, but he got her lovers; on the other hand, he
did not get her on the political level, where she
would have been useful. Although she petitioned
Napoleon for the right to remain in France, the
tone in which she wrote to him is firmer, more
virile, than the tone used by her father when he
appealed to the dictator on her behalf.
It has never been proved that she weakened.
Napoleon could give Talleyrand, Narbonne, and
Constant position and material advantages; he
could not give Mme de Stael the personal attention and consideration she wished for, since he
instinctively recoiled from her; and he was
unwilling to allow her to live in Paris and speak
IT IS ANOTHER
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her mind, which was the only other privilege she
needed or wanted.
In any case, while she might use the formal
language of supplication, she made it quite clear
that she was asking not for a privilege, but for
what she considered to be a normal right in a
healthy society. Being a woman, and being the
woman she was, she put the men to shame, in
spite of her frequent hysterics.
is
to emphasise that the
Ide complicated,
untidy background of Mme
StaeTs private life, instead of detracting from
T

IMPORTANT

the value of her political stand, as some critics
have implied, on the contrary makes it more
admirable.
Curiously enough, while she gives the impression of being baffled by Napoleon, in the sense
that she could not understand why so able a man
failed to see the light, there is no reason to believe
that she was vindictive or looked upon herself
as a woman scorned, in relationship to him. That
only happened in the case of the men with whom
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she had been intimate and who disappointed her
after giving pledges of love; his record was blameless on that score. But one can only marvel at the
fact that a woman who lived in such a passionate
turmoil and had such an ungovernable temperament should have managed to rise above her
situation to compose coherent and dignified
works like Dix Annies d'Exil and Considerations
sur la Revolution Fran(aise. Even if, as has been
argued, there was an element of farce in her final
departure on her great anti-Napoleonic journey
(she had just had the illegitimate child by young
Rocca and was the subject of ironical gossip in
Geneva), the journey itself turned into a triumphal
progress and her record of it is a piece of permanent, though fragmentary, literature. This
record is all the more touching when one knows
something about the human circumstances it
does not mention. In Dix Annies d'Exil, Mme
de Stael was not writing her confessions, and
indeed she never wrote them as such. But the
reader has only to turn to her correspondence to
see the tensions between the emotional woman
and the thinking brain.
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Congratulations to Encounter on surviving two momentous
decades. As a leading (weekly) review ourselves we know what
that can be like. We've had six of them.
(bora 1913)
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Eyre Methuen

Methuen

congratulate hjTtCOUJttC^V

Tavistock

on its 20th anniversary

EH University Paperbacks congratulate themselves
on the publication of their 500th title—Kipling's Complete
Barrack-Room Ballads (£1.00), coming on November 8th.

Eyre Methuen
De Gaulle

Methuen
The Government and
Politics of France

Volume 1 : The Warrior

Volume II: Politics

New Titles

BRIAN CROZIER

DOROTHY PICKLES

The first full-length study of De Gaulle since
his death: a brilliant and sustained biography
that misses none of the drama of his life and
sets him in the perspective of a history he
helped to shape. Volume 1 covers De Gaulle's
life up to 1946; Volume 2—due for publication in January 1974—continues the story
to his death in 1970.
Vol 1: £7.00; Vol 2: £6.00

This second volume of a much-praised work
gives a thorough and vigorous discussion of
the major themes and problems of French
politics from 1958 to 1973.
£4.00; University Paperback: £2.00

A Fairy Tale of New York

A fascinating overall picture of Michelangelo's life and the formative influences
upon him, which incorporates the modern
view of the role of criticism as interpreting a
work of art in the context of the historical
forces that conditioned it. Almost every
work, completed or unfinished, is illustrated
in a collection of 147 half-tone and 14 line
illustrations.
(November) £8.00

J. P. DONLEAVY
Cornelius Christian is a new kind of
Donleavy hero: shy and loveable, but ready
to do battle if need be. His drama is played
out against a New York background of bars,
big business and predatory ladies.
£2.75

Michelangelo
HERBERT VON EINEM

Tavistock
Radical Psychology

Samuel Richardson

Edited by PHIL BROWN

Immensely popular in his day, Richardson's
reputation in modern times has been in
abeyance. This major critical revaluation
shows how Richardson's writing works, and
provides an analysis of his fictive techniques which will help the reader to
approach and enjoy Richardson's remarkable
novels.
£5.20

A body of writings which represents a
tradition of disaffection with the orthodox
aims of psychology. Among the contributors
are R. D. Laing, Thomas Szasz, Wilhelm
Reich, Frantz Fanon, and Erving Goffman.
(November)
£4.25; Social Science Paperback: £1.40

Dramatic Novelist

MARK KINKEAD-WEEKES
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Roy Fuller

Kantian Matters
In memoriam Kenneth Allott 1912-73

1 he years arrive and go and are forgotten.
The tone inevitable elegiac:
As Gilbert Murray said, one cannot write
"And after many a summer dies the duck."
Drinking the wines of '70—absurd.
Poet a century hence, to whom your fellow
Bards have been known to appeal, you're almost here!
And we ourselves have doddered on to odd
Times and must try for urban philistines
To make some sense of prosody and dawns.
Yet my contemporaries are dying round me.
Even those silent since their youth seem gagged
Just as their lips were forming some great message.
And more persistent singers by that token
Look to have cheated death, despite our having
To watch them shrink and whiten in their clothes.
After the bird expired between my palms
And I had buried it, I thought: "You missed
The fireball at nine. And all the ruffling rain."
Who knows which cataclysm is the worst,
Nature's or history's? I see today
Fasces protruding from a lion's jaw—
Thoughtless baroque idea of decorating
The purlieus of learning and high oratoryr
It only means brute's triumph over brute.
The State sicks up the violent element
That breeds in its craw. "The old age of certain men
Is like the childhood of immortality."
—Thus the Goncourts. What change has come to life
In a hundred years! How unserene my soul!
Yet the two Kantian matters still remain
For admiration: first, the moral law
Within us; secondly, the stellar sky
Above us—outside our rooms, our self-regard,
That haunt our years and flick them swiftly through.
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