
   [image: Cover: Solange: Dr. Ledru’s Story of the Reign of Terror by Alexandre Dumas]


   
      
         
            Alexandre Dumas
   

            Solange
   

            Dr. Ledru’s Story of the Reign of Terror
   

         

         
            SAGA Egmont
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Solange: Dr. Ledru’s Story of the Reign of Terror

             
   

            Translated by Frederick Franklin Schrader

             
   

            Original title: Solange

             
   

            Original language: French

             
   

            The characters and use of language in the work do not express the views of the publisher. The work is published as a historical document that describes its contemporary human perception.

Cover image: Shutterstock

Copyright © 1849, 2021 SAGA Egmont

             
   

            All rights reserved

             
   

            ISBN: 9788726668483

             
   

            1st ebook edition

Format: EPUB 3.0

             
   

            No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrievial system, or transmitted, in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the publisher, nor, be otherwise circulated in any form of binding or cover other than in which it is published and without a similar condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

This work is republished as a historical document. It contains contemporary use of language.

             
   

            www.sagaegmont.com

Saga Egmont - a part of Egmont, www.egmont.com

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Solange
   

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Solange
   

         

         Dr. Ledru’s Story of the Reign of Terror

         By ALEXANDRE DUMAS

         EAVING l'Abbaye, I walked straight across the Place Turenne to the Rue Tournon, where I had lodgings, when I heard a woman scream for help.

         It could not be an assault to commit robbery, for it was hardly ten o'clock in the evening. I ran to the corner of the place whence the sounds proceeded, and by the light of the moon, just then breaking through the clouds, I beheld a woman in the midst of a patrol of sans-culottes.

         The lady observed me at the same instant, and seeing, by the character of my dress, that I did not belong to the common order of people, she ran toward me, exclaiming: “There is M. Albert! He knows me! He will tell you that I am the daughter of Mme. Ledieu, the laundress."

         With these words the poor creature, pale and trembling with excitement, seized my arm and clung to me as a shipwrecked sailor to a spar.

         "No matter whether you are the daughter of Mme. Ledieu or some one else, as you have no pass, you must go with us to the guard-house."

         The young girl pressed my arm. I perceived in this pressure the expression of her great distress of mind. I understood it.

         "So it is you, my poor Solange?" I said. "What are you doing here?"

         "There, messieurs!" she exclaimed in tone of deep anxiety; "do you believe me now?"

         "You might at least say ‘citizens!’"

         "Ah, sergeant, do not blame me for speaking that way," said the pretty young girl; "my mother has many customers among the great people, and taught me to be polite. That's how I acquired this bad habit—the habit of the aristocrats; and, you know, sergeant, it’s so hard to shake off old habits!"

         This answer, delivered in trembling accents, concealed a delicate irony that was lost on all save me. I asked myself, who is this young woman? The mystery seemed complete. This alone was clear: she was not the daughter of a laundress.

         "How did I come here, Citizen Albert?" she asked. "Well, I will tell you. I went to deliver some washing. The lady was not at home, and so I waited; for in these hard times every one needs what little money is coming to him. In that way it grew dark, and so I fell among these gentlemen—beg pardon, I would say citizens. They asked for my pass. As I did not have it with me, they were going to take me to the guard-house. I cried out in terror, which brought you to the scene; and as luck would have it, you are a friend. I said to myself, as M. Albert knows my name to be Solange Ledieu, he will vouch for me; and that you will, will you not, M. Albert?"

         "Certainly, I will vouch for you."

         "Very well," said the leader of the patrol; "and who, pray, will vouch for you, my friend?" "Danton! Do you know him? Is he a good patriot?"

         "Oh, if Danton will vouch for you, I have nothing to say."

         "Well, there is a session of the Cordeliers to-day. Let us go there."

         "Good," said the leader. “Citizens, let us go to the Cordeliers."

         The club of the Cordeliers met at the old Cordelier monastery in the Rue l'Observance. We arrived there after scarce a minute's walk. At the door I tore a page from my notebook, wrote a few words upon it with a lead pencil, gave it to the sergeant, and requested him to hand it to Danton, while I waited outside with the men.
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