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Emile L’Angelier is taken fatally ill on 23 March 1857. The landlady was roused by a violent ringing of the bell . . .
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Introduction


I first ‘met’ Madeleine Smith in 1994 within the book A Scottish Postbag: Eight Centuries of Scottish Letters. Featuring letters by famous (and infamous) Scots from the 1270s to the twentieth century, the book contained just one of Madeleine’s letters—but the brief introduction to the letter contained enough intriguing information to make me want to know Madeleine better. As I read more about her and the enigmatic circumstances of the spring of 1857, I found that the further in I went, the more fascinating the tale became.


Since the US publication of the first edition of my book on Madeleine Smith in 1999, new information about Madeleine, the trial and possible theories about what happened in March of 1857 have continued to surface. This UK edition attempts to give a complete picture of the theories and beliefs about the alleged murder and subsequent trial. The events that captured Great Britain’s attention and made Madeleine one of the earliest and strongest examples of an accused murderer whose celebrity extended long past the trial remain as sensational as ever.
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The Night of 23 March, 1857


In the middle of a dream, the bells began.


The clamour of the doorbells jolted Mrs Ann Jenkins from the soft comfort of sleep to the darkness of her room and the violent commotion at the front door of her Glasgow lodging house.


The clock in the hall struck half past two.


Opening the door, Mrs Jenkins found Emile L’Angelier, one of her lodgers, doubled over and gripping his stomach. ‘I am very bad,’ he whispered, reaching up toward her. ‘I am going to have another vomiting of that bile.’ Mrs Jenkins helped him into the small room he rented and asked if he had taken medicine or any food that might have made him sick. He said he had not.


Emile’s condition continued to deteriorate, and five o’clock saw Mrs Jenkins going through the early dawn of Glasgow to the house of Dr James Steven on Stafford Place. Dr Steven, ill himself, told Mrs Jenkins to give her tenant hot water with drops of laudanum, to put a mustard poultice on his stomach, and to come back later in the morning if the man did not improve.


When she returned, Emile told her he had never been able to tolerate laudanum and he also refused the mustard plaster. Sipping a few mouthfuls of hot water instead, he instantly vomited a foul-smelling liquid into a nearby chamber pot.
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Several blocks away, in the house of architect James Smith, the servants of the household awoke at 6:30 and began their first chores. As usual, most of the Smith family would breakfast in bed, and gather later in the dining room or sitting room to formally begin their day.


If anyone noticed something amiss with the eldest daughter of the Smith family on that cold morning, nobody spoke of it. She had been out of sorts for quite some time, and was most likely preoccupied with the planning of her upcoming wedding.
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By seven o’clock, Emile had taken a further turn for the worse, and Mrs Jenkins went out again and brought Dr Steven back to her lodging house. The physician looked into Emile’s eyes, felt tenderly around his stomach, applied a mustard poultice, and then left, promising to return between ten and eleven that morning.


At nine o’clock, Emile asked Mrs Jenkins to send for his friend, Miss Mary Perry. Mrs Jenkins’s son was sent to fetch her.


Dr Steven returned as promised, and Mrs Jenkins waited in the hallway as the physician went in to check on his patient. Dr Steven felt for a pulse, then lifted Emile’s head and let it drop back onto the pillow. ‘Draw the rest of these curtains,’ he said softly. ‘The man is dead.’


The drawing of the curtains in Emile’s small room started a web that spun quickly outward, and would, in the space of one week, lead to the discovery of stacks of illicit love letters, cause someone intimately close to the deceased to flee Glasgow, and see James Smith’s eldest daughter, Madeleine, arrested for the murder of her lover, Emile L’Angelier.
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Overture


The Channel Islands, nestled between France and England in the English Channel, have been populated since prehistoric times, as Palaeolithic remains attest. The largest of the islands is Jersey, known to the conquering Romans as Caesarea, named after their emperor. The island features a majestic patchwork landscape of steep cliffs and dark caves, sandy beaches and deep valleys. During the thirteenth century, the island officially fell under English rule, although its culture and language would continue to be a fluctuating mixture of English and French, as waves of people from both countries came to the island to avoid political oppression or to start life anew.


Pierre Jean Langelier was one of the swarm, leaving his native France to avoid political persecution. Decidedly anti-monarchist, he and his brother left the France ruled by Louis XVIII in 1813 and settled on Jersey. They fitted in well with the natives and other immigrants, and the siblings quickly established a fairly successful business as nurserymen.


Their small shop was located near the family of Claude Marie de la Croix, a wealthy merchant by Jersey standards. Young Pierre became attracted to Claude’s eldest daughter, Victoire Melanie, and he pursued her for months according to the customs and social manners of the time. If Mr de la Croix had any reservations about Victoire’s fortuneless suitor, he was eventually won over. He blessed the union, and Pierre and Victoire were married in July of 1822 at the Chapel of St Louis in St Helier.


The young couple set up shop as seed merchants, hoping to attract the business of the British gentry who were eager to grow unusual flowers and lush fruit trees on their Jersey estates or in their gardens back home.


On the last day of April 1823, almost nine months to the day from their wedding, Pierre and Victoire welcomed their first child, Pierre Emile Langelier, who would always be known as Emile. The family expanded the following year with a daughter, Anastasie Melanie, and increased further over the next ten years with two more daughters and another son, Achille.


The Langelier family lived in the same small building that housed their shop, as was the custom—but as the family grew, the need for a larger house became obvious. After investigating several possible locations, Pierre moved his family to a shop near La Place Royale, which housed Jersey’s government offices. Pierre hoped to attract the passing trade of the wealthy visitors and government officials who hurried in and out of La Place at all hours.


Young Emile lived the life of an ordinary Jersey boy in the early nineteenth century: he played with friends in the narrow streets, watched over his younger siblings, and listened to the stories his parents told of France. He attended classes at the National School and learned English, a language he picked up quickly and soon spoke almost as well as he did the French of his household.


When he reached a responsible age, Emile was allowed to help his parents in the seed shop, as it was assumed that he would one day take over the family business. But Pierre hoped to see the business grow beyond the mere selling of seeds, and sought to train Emile in all aspects of the nursery business beyond the realm of a seed shop. Ironically, the logical step was to have the young boy serve an apprenticeship with a competitor, an Englishman named Saunders who had a large nursery near the Langelier home. Saunders’s business was more modern and catered to the British, a clientele that Pierre greatly wanted to attract. The Langeliers met with Saunders to hammer out the details of a contract, and, after reaching a mutually satisfactory agreement, Emile began a five-year apprenticeship in Saunders’s shop.


Initially, Emile felt like he had landed on another planet. Working daily among English-speaking people, he learned of British culture, of Europe, and of a life very different from all he had ever known. The idea of living somewhere else began to be more and more appealing to his young mind.


The apprenticeship proved successful for everyone, and Emile grew into a handsome and hard-working young man. His family’s shop continued to do a good business, and all things were pointing towards a bright future. Unexpectedly, however, Pierre became ill and died in 1840. Victoire was terrified, unprepared for the demands of a widow’s life with five young children and a demanding business. Legally, Emile inherited the seed shop, but he was still in the midst of his apprenticeship, and did not want to eliminate his mother’s sole source of income. When the family gathered after Pierre’s burial to discuss their various options, it was decided that Emile should continue his apprenticeship, and Victoire and sixteen- year-old Anastasie would continue with the daily chores of running the seed shop.


In 1842, as Emile was nearing the end of his apprenticeship, a wealthy gentleman paid several visits to Saunders’s nursery. Sir Francis Mackenzie of Gairloch owned vast lands in the Ross-shire area of Scotland, and took an instant liking to the hard-working Emile. Mackenzie soon proposed taking the seventeen-year-old back with him to work on his Conanbridge estate near Cromarty Firth.


Saunders believed that Sir Francis would provide a better opportunity for Emile’s career, so he agreed to an early release from the apprenticeship. Victoire, after being promised that Emile would earn a good wage and send some of that money home to Jersey, consented.


With a mixture of excitement and sadness, the Langelier family followed Emile down to the small harbour and watched him board the boat that would take him to Southampton, where he would travel north to Scotland, as foreign and unknown a place to the Langeliers as the Antarctic.


Rather than going immediately to Conanbridge, Sir Francis sent Emile for training at Dicksons and Company, an Edinburgh nursery with whom he had done a great deal of business. Once Emile received a complete education in the plants he was likely to encounter on Sir Francis’s lands, he would go to the Conanbridge estate.


Again, Emile’s future looked bright. After some initial home-sickness and culture shock, the young man settled readily into the busy capital of Scotland, and he impressed the customers and management of Dicksons with his hard work and intelligence.


In June of 1843, after Emile had learned much and was mentally preparing for his move to Conanbridge, Sir Francis had a stroke and died. Emile was suddenly on the edge of destitution, with neither the funds to return to Jersey nor enough to continue living in Edinburgh if he found himself unemployed. His sole hope was to remain with Dicksons and Company, although his placement in the firm was completely dependent on a now non-binding agreement with the deceased Sir Francis. He sent a hasty letter to his mother, expressing anxiety about his future.


Frantic, he had a meeting with William Richardson, a senior member in the Dicksons administration, and said he hoped to retain his position in the company. Richardson expressed complete satisfaction with Emile’s work and said he saw no problem in keeping him on. Emile was overjoyed and wrote another hurried letter to his mother, telling her that all was well.


At some point during his few hours of free time in Edinburgh, Emile became acquainted with a young lady with whom he became deeply enamoured, and the two may have been engaged. This ‘young lady from Fife’ would resurface again after Emile’s death, although her identity has never been revealed.


The years wore on and Emile’s homesickness returned. He grew tired of the persistent grey weather of Edinburgh, and his relationship with the young lady from Fife turned somewhat colder. He saved his wages and journeyed back to Jersey in 1846, staying with his mother and siblings.


Almost immediately, however, he realised his mistake. He had grown homesick for Jersey while he was away from it, but the slow pace of the island was far too monotonous and confining after the noise and bustle of Edinburgh. He told his family he needed to leave home again. The family gathered for open discussion, as they always did for such important decisions, and it was eventually decided that Emile should go to France and stay with his mother’s relatives.


He landed a job as a clerk for a Paris merchant, and his good looks and charming manner came into their full fruition. He spent little time with his mother’s family, concentrating instead on the late nights and easy pleasures of the French capital. He courted young ladies, obsessively pursuing them and then affecting near suicidal frenzies when one of them decided to leave him. Almost creating a new identity for himself, he shed his skin as a working-class nurseryman and became one of the army of young men who haunted the night entertainments of the city, discussing philosophy and the tragedy of lost loves. To complete his transformation, he changed the spelling of his surname from Langelier to L’Angelier, the authentic French spelling that his ancestors had used before his father’s flight from France thirty years earlier.


Believing that a military career might enhance the glamorous image he was actively cultivating, Emile volunteered for service during the Revolution of 1848, but spent less than a month serving as a guard at a railway station outside Paris. Initially disappointed at the lack of combat, he would later inflate his small experience into gallant stories of his service during the Revolution.


Emile probably would have continued in this carefree lifestyle had not a summons come from Jersey in 1851. His little sister, Zephirine, the second youngest child, had died. The girl had always been sickly and required a lot of care. Consequently, she had been the favourite of Victoire, who grieved terribly over the loss. The young girl was buried next to her father, and the family attempted to return to normal life in the Jersey seed shop.


After comforting his mother as best he could, Emile’s metropolitan soul once again grew restless with the humdrum life of Jersey—but instead of journeying back to France, he decided to return to Scotland. Why he made this choice remains a puzzle, as he did not have particularly fond memories of his time in Edinburgh, but perhaps he felt himself a new person after his five years in Paris and wanted to conquer Scotland anew. He may also have wanted to rekindle the relationship with the young woman in Fife.


He arrived in Edinburgh and tried once again to obtain a job at Dicksons, but there were no vacancies. He took up cheap lodgings at the Rainbow Tavern on North Bridge, and pursued both employment and women with what he considered a Parisian flair. He was rejected on both counts, and would again exhibit near suicidal histrionics when the objects of his affections rejected him. His self-destructive acts were not taken seriously and were considered by friends as merely for show. He even wrote to his sister, Anastasie, ‘I would never commit suicide unless I could be there to contemplate it.’


At the start of 1852, after months of temporary jobs, Emile’s luck and charm paid off once again when William Pringle Laird offered him permanent work and lodging at his nursery in the city of Dundee.


Emile soon discovered, however, that life in Dundee was too similar to the slow pace of Jersey, and he believed working once again in a nursery to be a step back from the sophisticated life-style he craved. He also discovered that his former beloved in Fife was engaged to another. Only six months after arriving in Dundee, he announced that he would soon be moving on to Glasgow. His charm had worked well in those six months, however, as Laird promised Emile that a job and lodgings at the Dundee nursery would always be available to him.


He packed his few belongings, wished his employer and the Laird family farewell, and travelled south-west to Glasgow, where his fate awaited him.
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In 1835, while the young Emile was in the early years of his apprenticeship on Jersey, a girl was born nearly five hundred miles north, to the wealthy Glasgow architect James Smith and his wife, Elizabeth. It was their first child, and the baby was baptised Madeleine Hamilton Smith, the middle name in honour of her maternal grandfather, David Hamilton, the famous architect and mastermind of Glasgow’s Royal Exchange and the Western Bank on Miller Street.


Like Emile, Madeleine was the oldest of five children, followed by her sister, Bessie, named after her mother; a brother, John, called Jack; another sister named Janet; and finally James, named after his father.


The Smith family lived in a large and stylish house on India Street in one of the more prosperous areas of Glasgow. As a daughter of a wealthy and respectable family, Madeleine was educated from her earliest years in proper manners and culture. Class separation was strictly enforced in mid-nineteenth-century Glasgow, and Madeleine, almost from birth, accompanied her parents to the parties and other social occasions worthy of one of her status. With her large grey eyes and dark, rich hair, she was noticed at every function she attended, and was soon a well-regarded girl among the Glasgow elite.


When she was in her early teens, she travelled to London to attend Mrs Gorton’s Academy for Young Ladies, located on Upper Clapton Road. For reasons no longer known, James Smith felt that only England could provide a proper education for his daughter, and he turned his back on the many fine schools in Scotland.


Madeleine joined a group of seventeen girls under the leadership of Mrs Alice Gorton, and the daily regimen was strict: early prayers, breakfast, piano lessons, walking as exercise, lessons on current events, tatting (lacemaking) and other ladies’ crafts, and training in proper manners. Any free time the students had was to be used for devotions or other activities suitable for young ladies. There were occasional trips to local events and cultural festivities, including the Great Exhibition of 1851 at Hyde Park. Events of worldwide importance, such as the funeral of the Duke of Wellington and the French Revolution of 1848, were discussed by Mrs Gorton’s pupils. These events and other gossip were dutifully reported by Madeleine in twice-weekly letters to her parents.


Madeleine proved herself to be a good but not outstanding student. Mrs Gorton remarked to James and Elizabeth that their daughter was well-behaved and intelligent, but subject to ‘stubborn sulks’ and other flares of temper.


Madeleine graduated and then returned to the India Street house in the summer of 1853, going quietly back into the life of a daughter of one of the wealthy. She once again accompanied her parents to social gatherings, including a party near Govan village where she reportedly wore white silk stockings, a ‘fetching Tarlatan [muslin] dress,’ and her hair in falling ringlets. Often during the course of the year, and for most of the summer, the Smith family left Glasgow and retired to their sprawling country house, Rowaleyn, at Row (now known as Rhu), twenty-five miles down the River Clyde from Glasgow.


There is no reason to believe that the Smith family got on any better or worse than other wealthy families, although, in later letters, Madeleine would betray negative feelings about her parents and siblings: ‘I love them, for they have been kind to me. But I must confess I fear them. I could not confide in Father, Brother, Mother, Sister. I fancy they are the most indulgent parents, yet there is an awe which should not be.’ Her father dominated the house and family, and her mother quietly enacted her husband’s will. Madeleine would write of her mother: ‘[she] is very good, but you cannot make a confidante of her. I could not open my heart to her.’
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By the time Madeleine returned home from Mrs Gorton’s school, Emile was settled into Glasgow. He took lodgings in a boarding house on Kingston Place, in a working-class area on the south side of the Clyde. He searched unsuccessfully for work, until he accidentally came across an elderly woman who remembered him fondly from his days at Dicksons and Company in Edinburgh. She arranged a position for him as a warehouse clerk with Huggins and Company, merchants with offices at 10 Bothwell Street.


Soon after Emile started work, though, news arrived from Jersey that his only brother, Achille, had died and his mother was inconsolable. Lacking the funds to return home, and not wanting to ask for leave from Huggins so soon after beginning his employment, Emile sent his heartfelt condolences to his family but remained in Glasgow, carving out a life for himself.


Emile’s amiable manner once again attracted his co-workers and neighbours. His friends ranged in social status from Tom Kennedy, the cashier at Huggins, to Monsieur August de Mean, the Chancellor (chief secretary) of the French Consulate in Glasgow.


In order to cultivate the personal contacts needed to further his social aspirations, Emile took time deciding on the church he would regularly attend. He realised that church was an ideal place for meeting people, and, although born and baptised a Catholic, he knew that the Roman church was not, in general, looked upon with favour in Scotland at that time. Possibly after observing the people who went into the various houses of worship, he began attending St Jude’s Church on Jane Street, the only Episcopalian church in Glasgow.


As a stranger among the parishioners, Emile received curious looks the first few Sundays, but he made an effort to talk to people before and after services, and soon included several of the congregation in his ever-growing number of friends.


Foremost of the friendships he established at St Jude’s was that with the matronly Mary Arthur Perry, the unmarried daughter of a drysalter (a manufacturer or merchant of dyes and other chemicals) who lived alone in her father’s large house on West Renfrew Street. Her own life was relatively quiet, but Miss Perry lived vicariously through the lives of her many friends—becoming an intimate advisor in their personal problems and decisions.


Soon after their introduction, Miss Perry gently told Emile that his lodgings at Kingston Place (on the southern side—and therefore ‘wrong’ side—of the Clyde River) were not the sort for a gentleman wanting to move within proper society. Miss Perry enlisted the aid of the vicar of St Jude’s, and together they found a vacancy in the house of Peter Clark, curator of the Royal Botanic Garden. Mr Clark’s house was on the northern side of the Clyde, on the Great Western Road and at the edge of the Garden. It was an affordable place for Emile, and one that would be acceptable to his circle of friends. Emile moved in during May, 1854. He would live there for more than two years, before his next (and final) move into the boarding house of Mrs Ann Jenkins.
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The 1855 Correspondence


History is silent on the subject of when Emile L’Angelier first saw Madeleine Smith. Her family occasionally made outings to the Botanic Garden, although he may have first seen her among the throng of busy shoppers on Sauchiehall Street, one of Glasgow’s main shopping districts. Regardless of where and when the encounter took place, he was instantly attracted to her, and his former habit of relentlessly pursuing a specific young lady resurfaced.


As Madeleine was a member of one of Glasgow’s most prominent families, it would have been easy for Emile to discover who she was. Even the lower classes, who never actually had dealings with the Smiths, would know them by sight. Once aware of her identity, most other men would have seen the impossibility of forming a relationship with a young lady of such social standing, and would have gone off in other pursuits. But Emile was not like most other men. Once able to attach a name to her attractive face, he began to search for a way to speak to her.


The strict rules of Victorian society forbade a man from simply walking up and speaking with a lady—he needed to be introduced by a mutual acquaintance. As Emile and Madeleine were several levels apart on the social strata, the chances of them knowing someone in common was slight, and it took Emile many weeks to find such a connection. He eventually discovered that a co-worker had two nephews, Charles and Robert Baird, who were acquainted with the Smith family. With his goal firmly in mind, Emile soon arranged to be invited to the Baird family home on Royal Crescent. Once in their company, Emile set about trying to enlist the help of one or both of the brothers in introducing him to Madeleine. Emile found Charles, the elder of the two, too shrewd to work with, so he concentrated his efforts on seventeen-year-old Robert. Emile boldly proposed that he should be the go-between, but Robert felt hesitant and asked his uncle, Emile’s co-worker, to do the introduction. The uncle, not knowing the Smith family himself, refused. Emile then suggested that Robert ask his mother to arrange a dinner to which both Madeleine and Emile would be invited. The mother, finding this an odd request, also refused. Undaunted, Emile continued devising ways to meet the dark-haired young lady.


Fortune intervened one day in late February or early March of 1855, as Emile and Robert were walking together down Sauchiehall Street and saw Madeleine and another young lady go into Paterson’s draper’s shop. Emile told Robert to go inside and bring Madeleine out and introduce her to him. If Robert was reluctant, Emile eventually coerced him; and so, on a chilly day in the spring of 1855, Madeleine and the other young lady, her sister, Bessie, came out onto the steps of Paterson’s, and the two sisters met the handsome dark-haired gentleman with the slight accent.


It is not recorded what conversation passed between them, but Emile must have made a strong impression on young Madeleine. Soon after their introduction, the two met in bookstores and other public places, and occasionally walked together along the streets of Glasgow. Emile once handed Bessie a note to be given to Madeleine.


The days became warmer and the Smith family left Glasgow for their summer home of Rowaleyn. Mr Smith stayed in Glasgow when necessary for his business, but joined the family at Row whenever he could. Social calls during the summer months occasionally required the entire family to return to Glasgow for a brief interval.


From Rowaleyn, Madeleine sent Emile the first in what would become an enormous volume of letters.




My Dear Emile,


I do not feel as if I were writing you for the first time. Though our intercourse has been very short, yet we have become as familiar friends. May we long continue so. And ere long, may you be a friend of Papa’s—that is my most earnest desire.


We feel it rather dull here after the excitement of a town’s life. But then, we now have much more time to devote to study and improvement. I often wish you were near us. We could take such charming walks. One enjoys walking with a pleasant companion, and where could we find one equal to yourself?


I am trying to break myself of all my very bad habits—it is you I have to thank for this, which I do sincerely from my heart.


Your flower is fading.




‘I never cast a flower away,


The gift of one who cared for me.


A little flower, a faded flower,


but it was done reluctantly.’1





I wish I understood botany for your sake, as I might send you some specimens of moss. But alas, I know nothing of that study.


We shall be in town next week. We are going to the Ball on the 20th of this month, so we will be several times in Glasgow before that. Papa and Mama are not going to town next Sunday. So, of course, you must not come to Row. We shall not expect you.


Bessie desires me to remember her to you.


Write on Wednesday or Thursday.


I must now say adieu.


With kind love, believe me, yours very sincerely,


Madeleine.





Madeleine’s letters to Emile have always proved problematic for her biographers. Many are undated or dated solely by the day of the week. Her use of lengthy phrases of endearment was excessive, her handwriting was difficult to read, and her punctuation was lazy.2 Her final letter to Emile, in fact, contained no punctuation whatsoever. Often, when she finished a page, she would turn the paper sideways and write over what she had already written, instead of using a clean sheet. Her letters are integral for providing an in-depth character study of Madeleine (and, to a lesser extent, of Emile), and are presented herein in what appears to be the correct chronological order, although they have been slightly edited for brevity and to avoid repetition.


From her first letter, two themes that would indelibly mark their entire relationship were already firmly in place: Emile’s attempts to mould Madeleine into a creature of his design, by correcting all of her ‘bad habits’—and the strict scheduling of when they could and could not meet face to face. Arrangements for the latter would become increasingly complex and deceitful as time went on.


By the time Madeleine wrote her next letter, James Smith had found out about Madeleine’s friendship with Emile and had not been pleased. Rather than confront her father’s objections head-on, which a proper Victorian daughter would find it hard to do, Madeleine devised the first in a long series of deceptive strategies.




April 3, 1855


My Dear Emile,


Many thanks for your last kind epistle.


We are to be in town tomorrow. Bessie said I was not to let you know—but I must tell you why! Well, some ‘friend’ was ‘kind’ enough to tell Papa that you were in the habit of walking with us. Papa was very angry with me for walking with a gentleman unknown to him. I told him we had been introduced, and I saw no harm in it. Bessie joined with Papa and blames me for the whole affair. She does not know I am writing you, so don’t mention it.


We are to call at our old quarters in the Square on Wednesday about quarter past twelve. So if you could be in Mr McCall’s Lodgings and see us come out of Mrs Ramsay’s—come after us. Say that you are astonished to see us in town without letting you know. And we shall see how Bessie acts. She says she is not going to write you.


We are to be in town all night. We are to be with Mrs Anderson.


Rest assured—I will not mention to anyone that you have written me. I know from experience that the world is not lenient in its observations. But I don’t care for the world’s remarks so long as my own heart tells me I am doing nothing wrong.


Only if the day is fine expect us tomorrow. Not a word of this letter.


Adieu till we meet.


Believe me, yours most sincerely,


Madeleine.





Bessie, who had asked to be remembered to Emile in the first letter, was now instructing Madeleine not to make plans to meet Emile again. Whether Bessie was jealous, thought Madeleine’s relationship with Emile was improper, or was the ‘friend’ who informed Mr Smith is not known. The cryptic ‘I know from experience that the world is not lenient in its observations’ is not explained, but most likely refers to some past gossip of which affluent people like Madeleine were often the subject.


Despite Bessie’s admonishment, Madeleine did not always view her sister as strict and puritanical. Madeleine would write:




I shall do all I can to prevent my sister being fast.… At one time we tried to make ourselves conspicuous and we liked to be talked of by gentlemen. Bessie and I did succeed in that and I assure you I am sorry for it now. Bessie still likes to be talked of. A young gentleman…told her on Sunday night that she was spoken a good deal of, and not in the best way—meaning she was a flirt—and she told him she was delighted to hear it and that she would do all in her power to get more spoken of. Fine character, this! I am sorry for her—but she will live to regret it all, as I have done.





The topic of Emile apparently came up several times at Rowaleyn during the spring of 1855. We cannot know the amount of pressure the Smith family put on Madeleine, and although she was as stubborn as that society would allow its young women to be, the family’s continual disapproval is apparent from her next letter. Following a rendezvous with Emile, probably in Glasgow, Madeleine made her first attempt to break off their correspondence.




April 18, 1855


My Dear Emile,


I now perform the promise I made in parting to write you soon. We are to be in Glasgow tomorrow. But as my time shall not be at my own disposal, I cannot fix any time to see you. Chance may throw you in my way.


I think you will agree with me in what I intend proposing: that for the present the correspondence had better stop. I know your good feeling will not take this unkind, it is meant quite the reverse. By continuing to correspond, harm may arise. In discontinuing it, nothing can be said. It would have afforded me great pleasure to have placed your name on my list of correspondents. But as the song says, ‘There is a good time coming—only wait a little longer.’


If I do not see you in Glasgow, I shall be happy to receive an answer to this—addressed to the Post Office for ‘Miss Richard.’ I shall be at the Post Office on Saturday the 28th and will get it on that day.


I shall now bid you adieu for the present—hoping that when we meet it may be as friends, and believe me yours sincerely,


Madeleine H.S.





Emile’s response to the fictitious ‘Miss Richard’ must have been persuasive. For the first time since the ‘Lady from Fife,’ he was unwilling to play his habitual role of the abandoned suitor, and suggested his seeking a direct introduction to her father.


Five days after her previous letter, Madeleine reversed her position and took up the correspondence again—but insisted upon strict secrecy.




April 23, 1855


My Dear Emile,


Accept my thanks for your very kind and flattering note. You must have discovered that I have a great regard for you, or I should not have acted as I have done. If I can promote your happiness in the least, believe me, I shall be most willing to do so.




Why should I blush to own I love?


Tis love that rules the realm above.


Why should I blush to say to all,


That virtue holds my heart in thrall.3





Do not, at present, get an introduction to Papa. Dear Emile, all this must remain a profound secret. Mention my name to no one. This I ask as a favour. I shall depend on your honour.





By the end of April or soon thereafter, Madeleine had fallen in love with Emile. She would write graphically of her affection for him, eventually corresponding with a frankness that was unthinkable in that era. The place of young women in Victorian times was excessively restricted, and the role of a daughter from a wealthy family was one in which Madeleine never felt comfortable. Her relationship with Emile was daring and hidden, and breathed excitement into her otherwise monotonous existence of rules and manners—this may be the sole reason that Madeleine found Emile so attractive, and why she dedicated so much of her life to him.


Both knew that their relationship could become public knowledge only after Emile had been introduced to Mr Smith and had convinced the older man that a clerk living in a rented room would be an acceptable suitor for his daughter, who spent her days being waited on by servants and among the Glasgow elite.




I shall never be able to introduce you to Papa. It must be a stranger. So how are we to manage it? I don’t know. I have thought of it night and day. We must have patience.


I practice my music every day. But I do not sing—I only play duets with Bessie.


Emile, do not ask for a lock of my hair. Any other thing I will give you, but not a lock of hair. I promised to one who is now in the cold grave I should never give a second lock of hair—and a promise to the dead is sacred. Do not blame me for refusing it—even to you whom I love so dearly.





Throughout the summer of 1855, Emile occasionally travelled by ferry to Row and met Madeleine secretly, late at night, in the woods surrounding the Smith home. He brought her small gifts of jewellery and his ambrotype portrait. During one of her brief stays in Glasgow, Madeleine managed to sneak away and have tea with Emile at Miss Perry’s house. Letters continued back and forth between the two, and the relationship escalated to the point where Emile told Miss Perry that the two were engaged, their marriage planned for September of 1856.


During that summer of 1855, Emile took a brief holiday from Huggins and visited his family in Jersey. Before he left, Madeleine wrote him a quick note:




Dear, Dear Emile,


I am sure you must feel very happy at the prospect of so soon seeing your Mama and sister. They must be very fond of you. Who could not but love my own sweet Emile? At least I fancy no one could but love you. I never saw anyone I could love as I do you. Though I appear cool, yet I love you with all my heart and soul.


You shall have a lock of my hair. When I refused it at first, we were not engaged. Now we are and you have a right to ask anything from me.





A large obstacle to Emile’s marriage to Madeleine was financial. He earned a meagre salary at Huggins and there was little hope for advancement. Knowing that Madeleine was used to the finest things in life and that her parents, solidly against their union, would provide no monetary support if they married, Emile searched for a solution. The situation brightened during his short visit to Jersey. Bernard Saunders, whom Emile had been apprenticed to, told him of an acquaintance with a market-garden outside of Lima, Peru, who was looking for a dependable man to oversee the manual labour and business of the place. A fine house and a good salary would be part of the package. Emile, seeing a way of simultaneously making money and escalating up the social ladder, asked Saunders and his family to write enthusiastic letters of reference for him. He then wrote Madeleine a brief letter, outlining his plans for the two of them.


Emile’s mother was horrified at the prospect of her son living halfway around the world. Madeleine was similarly upset:




I have just received your note. What a shock that note has given me! Oh, what must I do? Tell me dearest—I have only you to give me advice. Would to God we had been married—as the lady you told me of. Then no power on earth could have prevented me accompanying you to Lima. Though it is a great distance, I would go any place with you, my beloved Emile. If you go—then I know I shall never see you more. I may bid you farewell forever. Ah! Forever. Will nothing prevent you from going? You will never stand the climate—it will kill you. Oh, dearest of my soul, could not you do Europe? I would leave all to go with you.





Madeleine, still in the initial phases of love for Emile, considered their relationship a sweet secret to lighten her dull life. His going to Peru would end that, and her mind raced with ideas to keep him in Glasgow. In her next letter, almost as a bribe, she presented a scheme for Emile to meet her father. She also used, for the first time, the nickname Mimi which, along with Mini, would appear in her letters to Emile and Miss Perry.




My Dearest Emile,


How I long to see you. It looks an age since I bid you adieu. Will you be able to come down the Sunday after next? You will be back in Glasgow by the 14th.


I hope you have given up all idea of going to Lima. I will never be allowed to go to Lima with you—so I shall fancy you want to get quit of your Mimi. You can get plenty of appointments in Europe—any place in Europe. For my sake, do not go.


We are to be very gay all this week, although I am quite tired of company. What I would not give to be with you alone. Oh, would we not be happy? Ah, happy as the day was long.


Give dear Miss Perry my love and a kiss when you write. I love her so. What a friend she would be to us.


I feel very nervous today. My hand shakes so. I have not felt well since I got your last letter, and I try to appear cheerful before my family—and it is not easy to appear in good spirits when there is a pain at the heart.


Adieu for today—if I have time I shall write another note before I post this.


Believe me, your ever devoted and fond,


Mimi.


P.S. Tuesday morning


We can be only one day in Glasgow at the time of the Association. We are to have so many friends that week that we cannot possibly leave. There is to be a ‘full dress’ meeting in the McLelland Rooms on the 13th. I think Papa would like it if we go, but I have not made any arrangements as yet. If I thought you were to be there, I would go. Though I could not speak to you, yet I would see you. You would try and get an introduction to Papa that evening. He would be sure to be in good temper. Let us hope.


A kiss. Your true fond,


Mimi.





The combined pressure from Madeleine and his mother dissuaded Emile from pursuing the position in Peru. He wrote to Madeleine, probably telling her that his decision to abandon the job was out of love for her. As reciprocation, he urged her to once again ask for her family’s acceptance of him as a suitor. Madeleine knew her parents’ position and declined.


After his return to Glasgow from Jersey, Emile continued to press the point, and probably made at least one late-night visit to Rowaleyn. His protestations eventually won her over, and Madeleine promised to confront her parents once again. She wrote to Emile with her strategy for facing her father, coached him for what she considered to be an inevitable meeting between the two men, and painted a dark sketch of her father, who was expected back at Row during the coming week.




I intend to be very decided with Papa. Tell him I will never marry any other one but Mr L’Angelier. I shall try and bear with all the threats he will hold, but I am not easily frightened. He will find out that his daughter has a mind of her own.…


I shall write Papa on Monday so he will get it on Tuesday. He will most likely send for you. Be firm. Be careful what you tell him. I shall tell him I receive letters from you at the Post Office.…I shall tell him you have no fortune, but ere long you hope to have one. If he cannot give his consent then what shall I do? For I could not see you go away! No, you must not go alone. We will succeed yet—I am sure. I often think of the others who have won through—so why not me? It would be better if we were out of Scotland, for I know there will be no great pleasure with my friends after. Don’t show him any of my letters. Destroy them all. Nobody shall ever see mine from you. I shall mention to Papa that you tried to get an introduction but could not. Do keep cool when you see him. I know his temper—[it is] very much like my own.




OEBPS/images/com.png





OEBPS/xhtml/nav.xhtml


 

Contents





		Title



		Copyright



		Contents



		Introduction



		Chapter I The Night of 23 March, 1857



		Chapter II Overture



		Chapter III The 1855 Correspondence



		Chapter IV The 1856 Correspondence

 

		Chapter V The 1857 Correspondence



		Chapter VI The Trial of the Century



		Chapter VII Madeleine’s Later Years



		Chapter VIII Biographers and Theorists



		Notes and Acknowledgements



		Bibliography



		Index











Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Start











OEBPS/images/f00ii-01.png





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
“This case has it all - class, gender, the whiff
of scandal and a whodunnit, all wrapped up in the
hypocrisy of the legal system of Victorian Scotland’

TRIAL OF THE
CENTURY

= the-——

STRANGE

AFFAIR

7 'OF’ e

- MADELEINE

DOUGLAS MACGOWAN





OEBPS/images/common.png





OEBPS/images/pub.png
Folygon





