
THE PICTORIAL CABINET OF MARVELS. 
  

   

   
‘ NE afternoon in Feb- 

ruary, 1857, an 
aged man, with an 
iron-grey _ beard, 
was sitting in a 
coffee-house at 
Lyons, reading the 

newspaper. He appeared to 
~ be only passing away the time, 

for he glanced with indiffer- 
ence at his pages, and nothing 
excited his attention. All at 

once, however, his features became rigid, 
his eyes were eagerly fixedon one passage, 
and his whole frame showed deep emotion. 
Soon afterwards he laid the paper slowly 
down on the table, and leaned back, absorbed 
in thought. Rising after a few minutes, he 
seemed to have taken up his resolution. 
He left the coffee-house, walked down the 
street, and entered the counting-house of a 
friend. After a short greeting, he said 
hastily, “You have business connections 
with Leipzig; are you going thither soon, 
or do you shortly expect any one to come 
from that place ?” 

“TI shall not go to Germany before the 
summer, but I expect some gentlemen from 
Leipzig to be here in the course of a little 
time.” 

“TI should ,be much obliged by your in- 
forming me of the arrival of one of these 
gentlemen. I have just read something in a 
newspaper which has called up one of the 
‘most terrible episodes in my soldier life. 
There must be’ a man now living in Leipzig 
who played a conspicuous part in that scene. 
I should like to know whether this really is 
the case, that I may ask him to give me 
some further account of that event and its 
consequences.” 

The manufacturer promised to give him 
the desired information. After a fortnight, 
the old gentleman repeated his visit, to 
ascertain whether any one were come from 

    

  

Leipzig.. “I have not time to wait long,” 
said he: “I am eighty years of age, and 
must be ready for death at any time, and I 
shall meet it more calmly if I have a good 
account from Leipzig.” 

At last a commercial traveller from 
Leipzig visited the manufacturer. He was 
informed that an old military man earnestly 
wished to speak to him. Accordingly he 
called on the old gentleman. The latter, 
George Antoine Augustin Govéan, a retired 
officer in the French army, told him that 
he had read an account in a French paper 
of the simple but affecting celebration ot 
the fiftieth anniversary of the sixteenth of 
October, 1806, in the village of Priesnitz, 
near Naumburg, in Saxony. He related 
further, that he had had a great share in 
the frightful events which had taken place 
there, which had given rise to that anniver- 
sary; and that consequently he wished to 
know how the inhabitants had fared since 
that time, and whether the young man who 
had spoken so bravely in favour of his 
fellow-townsmen was really the superinten- 
dent Grossman, and no other. 

It was finally agreed to write down these 
questions, to lay them before Grossman, 
and to request him to write an answer, 

Grossman joyfully gave a circumstantial 
reply, and this letter of his to Lyons, bear- 
ing date April 6th, 1857, was the last he 
ever wrote. The letter of thanks which 
Govéan wrote in return arrived when 
Grossman was on his dying bed, and he 
was only able to be made very imperfectly 
acquainted with its contents. From this 
letter of Govéan, and the pamphlet on the 
“ Burning of Priesnitz,” published by Gross- 
man in 1810, the following account is drawn 
up. 

On the day after the battle of Jena, 
Wednesday the 15th of October, 1806, 
many of the French soldiery were scouring 
the country, robbing and demanding money,


