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The English Rothschilds

honour, but in 1822 he and the other brothers received the title of baron. He never made public use of this title or wore the decorations which he received from nearly every ruler in Europe. He remained a simple Rothschild; in spite of its modesty, he found the name imposing enough, since it compelled admiration throughout the civilised world. His operations were known to have always the character of immensity, as Carl Gutzkow justly says in a fine paragraph—

"Nathan Rothschild fitly represents the calmness and power of the city of London. He approaches his undertakings with the hand of a giant. Everything in him is gigantic. Not long ago one of my friends said of him: 'When this man goes hunting, the beast must be at least an elephant.'"

The banking-house of Nathan Rothschild had indeed reached a stage of greatness and power that had never been attained by any other business-house on earth. Even his brothers could not compete with him, and the Bank of England often relied on his assistance
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of superstition, as Buxton proceeds to illustrate-

"Another maxim, on which he seemed to place great reliance, was never to have anything to do with an unlucky place or an unlucky man. 'I have seen,' said he, 'many very clever men who had not shoes to their feet. I never act with them. Their advice sounds very well, but fate is against them. They cannot get on themselves; if they cannot do good to themselves, how can they do good to me?"

The same authority tells us another trait of Rothschild's character in these words—

"One of his guests once said to Rothschild: 'I hope your children are not too fond of money and business, to the exclusion of more important things. I am sure you would not wish that.' Rothschild answered: 'I am sure I should wish that. I wish them to give mind, and soul, and heart, and body, and everything to business; that is the way to be happy. It requires a great deal of boldness, and a great deal of caution, to make a great fortune; and, when you have got it, it requires ten times as

much wit to keep it. If I were to listen to all the projects proposed to me, I should ruin myself very soon. Stick to one business, young man,' said he to Edward; 'stick to your brewery, and you may be the great brewer of London. Be a brewer, and a banker, and a merchant, and a manufacturer, and you will soon be in the Gazette.'"

This conversation shows the cast of mind of Nathan Rothschild, of which a contemporary says—

"Here is the key to the character of Nathan Rothschild. His ambition was directed to the carrying out of well-conceived financial operations, to money-making, if you want to express it in those terms; but the emphasis must be on the word 'making.' Money and the things that money buys had little value in themselves for him. He had little feeling for what every Englishman looks forward to securing when he has money enough—for 'comfort,' in the widest sense of the word. His ambition was to attain his object in business more speedily and effectively than others, to strive for it with
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all his might. When he had attained his object, the thing lost its attractions for him, and his restless mind turned to others."

As a matter of fact, the pursuit of any aim, whether it be in art, politics, or business, demands above all things a concentration of one's forces on a single point; concentration is the characteristic of genius. The Rothschilds concentrated all their powers on money-making, and this was always the mainspring of action in the whole dynasty. Bismarck, who knew the character of the Rothschilds, noticed this, and said in 1879—

"I have known a good many members of this house. What strikes one in all of them is the hunt for money. That, however, is due to the fact that each of them is always anxious to leave to each of his children as much as he himself inherited, and that is nonsense."

The unceasing struggle for money left Nathan Rothschild no time to live his own life. His time, thoughts, and feelings were devoted exclusively to his profession. To a friend who asked him in joke how much time

he had for music, he replied, jingling the money in his pocket: "That is the musical instrument on which I play best." His motto was, "Business." He took the greatest precautions to guard the secrecy with which he surrounded his operations. He went to work with such stealthiness that his sales and purchases were often misunderstood by his colleagues, and this sometimes exposed them to no inconsiderable risk. To attempt to follow his example was very bold, as his transactions were carried out with so much ability and craft that no one attempted a second time to imitate him.

At that time he lived some distance from the city, at Stamford Hill, where he had his offices. One day, late in the evening, a wealthy and well-known stockbroker named Lucas noticed that his carriage was waiting for him in front of the house. Lucas, who would very much like to find out Rothschild's plans, suspected something; he said to himself that there must be some serious reason for driving out at that late hour. He ordered his own carriage at 114
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once, and
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In ten minutes the elderly Jew was again in Rothschild's room.

"You said," Rothschild exclaimed to him, "that I should die within three days. Why did you say that? I did not send you away emptyhanded."

"No," answered the aged Jew quietly; "you gave me half-a-crown."

"Well?"

"But you did not recognise me, and so I cannot talk to you. Yet we were once on a footing of equality. I was a friend of yours at Manchester. You went to London; I went to ruin; and you do not know me, now that I am a poor man. You have forgotten the poor man who was once your friend. . . ."

"And was it simply for that you said I should die within three days?"

"Yes and no. When I was reduced to beggary, I went to America. There I became a muleteer, domestic servant, labourer, and at one time nurse in a hospital."

"Well?" Rothschild interrupted impatiently

"And in that hospital I noticed something.
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The English Rothschilds

When a patient failed to recognise his friends and relatives, the doctor used to say: 'That man will be dead within three days.' Well, you did not recognise me, your old friend, and so I repeated those words. I did not mean them for a curse."

Nathan Rothschild laughed when he heard the explanation. He again became the friend of Mayer Jeremias; he placed him in his office, and Jeremias became one of his best agents.

In the course of business Nathan had, as a rule, a wonderful control of his nerves; in fact, he was complete master of his organism, though his nerves were profoundly affected by the enormous amount of work he imposed on them. Once, when he was ill in bed, and an operation had to be performed by the famous surgeon Liston, he bore it without a murmur. After the operation Rothschild said to Liston—

"Now, I suppose, you expect me to pay you for the pain you have given me? There you are mistaken. I will pay you nothing—but ask you to accept this little memento."

With these words he handed the surgeon a

night-cap. Liston knew the peculiarities of his patient, quietly accepted the cap, and put it in his pocket. As he was engaged the whole day going from one patient to another, he forgot the singular gift of the Crossus of London. It was not until he returned home in the evening that he remembered it, and he then took out the cap in order to put it on his desk as a reminder of the eccentric millionaire. As he handled it, however, he heard a rustling sound, and, when he examined it, he found in it a bank-note for £1000. Rothschild used to love jokes of this kind, which turned to the profit of his victim.

He rarely made witty remarks. His humour was rather of a sarcastic or ironical nature, and was only vented, as a rule, when his self-esteem was hurt. He never used the title of baron, which he had received from the Austrian Emperor, because he considered the name Rothschild superior to all distinctions. But when others boasted of their rank or spoke of their ancient lineage, his pride stirred and he shot his barbs pitilessly at his opponent. The Duke of Montmorency, who descended from 124
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a very ancient stock of nobles, once said to him that his family had borne the title of "first baron of France" since the fourteenth century, and were therefore the first Christian barons. Rothschild's eye kindled, and he replied—

"We are quits then. You are the first Christian baron in France, and I am the first Jewish baron in England."

His pride in his success was sometimes expressed in a way that was painful to others. The Bank of England, which he had saved from bankruptcy in the financial crisis of 1825, once hurt his feelings very severely. He is said to have sent to it for payment a bill for a large amount which he had received from his brother Anselm. But the Bank of England refused to pay on the ground that it only cashed its own notes, not those of private individuals.

"So—private individuals!" exclaimed Rothschild angrily. "I will let them see what kind of private individuals the Rothschilds are."

He took a heavy revenge, if we may believe a story which has been frequently told. The best weapon in the hand of a Rothschild is

Everybody now understood the manœuvre, and laughed at the original means that Roths-126
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child had adopted to punish the Bank; they saw that he was in a position to restrict the circulation of gold, and the great institution was quite powerless to resist him. The whole city—except the directors of the Bank—was amused. If the directors were at first disposed to laugh, they soon changed their mind, for Nathan Rothschild was at his post again the next morning, with his band of clerks, ready to continue changing notes. The manager hurriedly went to him and asked why he was annoying the Bank in this way. He smiled grimly, and said—

"You said that you were not prepared to change my bills. It seems that you have no confidence in them. Well, if you entertain a doubt about me, I am free to entertain one about you. I am determined to demand gold for every one of your notes. I began yesterday, and I give you notice that I shall keep your cashier busy changing notes for at least two months."

Two months! If Rothschild persisted in his work for that length of time, he would take

at least eleven million pounds out of the Bank's gold-reserve. That would not do at all. A meeting of the directors was called at once, and it was decided to send an apology to Nathan Rothschild, together with an assurance that the Bank of England would always be pleased to cash his bills, whatever kind they were.

These petty, but not insignificant, episodes show us the character of the London financier. He was often misjudged by his contemporaries, as we see in the following candid description, which shows the impression that he gave on the Exchange.

"There is a rigidity and tension in his features that would make you fancy, if you did not see that it was not so, that some one was pinching him behind, and that he was either afraid or ashamed to say so. Eyes are usually denominated the windows of the soul; but here you would conclude that the windows are false ones, or that there was no soul to look out of them. There comes not one pencil of light from the interior, neither is there one scintilla-
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And one day the mysterious figure dis-

appeared for ever from the Exchange. Nathan died in his fifty-ninth year, leaving behind four sons and three daughters.
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July 28, at Frankfort, the first really great Crossus of modern times. His pigeon-post took the news of his death to England in the words: "Il est mort."

He was buried at London, in accordance with his last instructions. His funeral was attended by the Lord Mayor and Sheriffs, many of the English nobility, and the Russian, Prussian, Austrian, Portuguese and Neapolitan ambassadors. He was laid to rest in the cemetery at Duke's Place, belonging to the German synagogue.

Thus the London house of the Rothschilds lost its founder, but the mighty organism could not interrupt the course of its life; it needed only a new controller. Nathan left four sons. The youngest, Maier, was only eighteen years old; the third, Nathaniel, had already attained his majority; Antony was twenty-six, and the eldest, Lionel, in his twenty-eighth year. As the latter had considerable business ability, and had taken part in the management of the firm during the lifetime of his father, and was acquainted with the whole network of their

connections, he took over the reins. Being a man of large views, he initiated very extensive operations, and introduced new ideas into the politics of business. As he had a great talent for organisation and an immense faculty for work, he never needed the assistance of his brothers. He worked and struggled to get further millions, while his brothers could peacefully follow their inclinations and distractions.

Antony and Maier were fond of sport. They were both members of the London Jockey Club and were much esteemed in that circle. The Rothschild colours won many a victory on the turf through their efforts; once they won two prizes in one race. As far as the business was concerned, they remained in the background, as the energetic Lionel could not endure a companion in his labours. He lived beyond the biblical span of life, and, even after the death of his brothers, continued to work with uninterrupted vigour.

The third-youngest brother, Nathaniel, had certain physical defects which prevented him 132
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from taking any part in the business. He was paralytic, and lost his sight in his later years. He migrated to Paris, where, in spite of his malady, he followed the course of events with the keenest interest. Ill and unfortunate as he was, condemned for life to a chair, he paid the closest attention, not only to political events, but to science, art, and the social life of Paris. He was a collector of pictures; his blindness prevented him from appreciating them, but he bought them in order to give support to the artists and stimulate them to fresh efforts. He had the subject, the design, and the colouring of each picture explained to him, and when any one expressed his surprise that he was interested in things which he could not see, he answered in his gentle way—

"Oh, eyes are not at all so necessary for seeing. Words can paint just as well as the brush, and a man often sees better with the eye of the spirit than with the bodily eye."

In spite of his misfortunes and his incurable illness—a French poet once described him as "Job on a money-bag"—he led a very peaceful

life, and was never heard to make a complaint. He bore his hard fate quietly, and found some alleviation of his sufferings in helping others.
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family occupied an important position in the social life of London and was on very good terms with the English nobility. The Prince of Wales, afterwards Edward VII, was on very friendly terms with the grandson of the candidate for the rabbinate at Frankfort.

Baron Lionel had five children—two daughters and three sons. The daughters, Leonora and Eveline, married members of their own family; the first became the wife of Alphonse Maier, of Paris, and the second of Ferdinand Rothschild, of Vienna. His son Nathan was married to Emma, daughter of Baron Charles de Rothschild of Frankfort, and Leopold took to wife the daughter of the banker Perugia, of Trieste. Alfred remained a bachelor.

Baron Lionel had a much better balanced nature than that of his father. He had not merely some sense of humour, but was himself a witty and brilliant man, though his sayings were usually connected with business life. He remained at the head of the London house for 136
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nearly half-a-century, and died on June 5, 1879, in his seventy-first year, leaving the throne of the financial dynasty in England to his eldest son Nathan. At that time the fortune of the London Rothschilds is said to have amounted to more than a hundred million sterling.

Nathan, the second of that name, was even more fortunate than his father in regard to titles; he is an hereditary baronet and a peer since 1885. Just as his father, Lionel, was the first Jewish member of the British Parliament, Nathan was the first Jew to enter the House of Lords, and he has much the same character for business as his grandfather. He gives the closest attention to it; the whole City looks to him for hints, and he manages his agents with the same ability as his great predecessor who laid the foundation of the house. A number of agents come to his desk early in the morning to receive his instructions, and it is said that no one goes near him of whom he has not asked a question or to whom he has not some instruction to give. However im-

Here, in Swithin's Lane, is still the cradle of State-loans. The financial position of many a State still depends on the London house of the Rothschilds. Here the great campaigns are worked out, and from this lofty chamber 138
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LORD ROTHSCHILD.

From a Photo by Elliott & Fry.
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are directed operations which are felt all over the globe.

On the wall of the modest gabled house in a narrow street, which represents the residence of the Rothschilds, one may still see the old sign of the firm, which the founder of the London branch had nailed there—


"N. M. ROTHSCHILD & SONS."

It is as if the Frankfort ancestor still kept watch, to see that his three descendants at the three desks in the lofty room did their duty in turn.
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Baron James Rothschild

Street, had divided Europe amongst his sons, and the sons went forth to occupy their thrones and consolidate their power. The eldest, Nathan, won success and fame at London, where he augmented the fortune of the Rothschilds day by day. The third son, Karl Rothschild, had the great task of regulating the finances of the Pope in distant Italy. Solomon, the second son, pitched his tent at Vienna, and became the master of the Exchange in that imperial city. The eldest son, Anselm, received his father's heritage, the control of the parent-house at Frankfort; and the subjugation of Paris was entrusted to the youngest of the Rothschilds, James.
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Baron James Rothschild

childs could not openly undertake any operations of importance in France. Nathan, the head of the London house, who was the brain of the family and had a great influence on his brothers, wished to be convinced of the serious interest of his younger brother in business before he set him to do important work. In the year 1817 he felt that the time had come, and, together with James, he founded the Paris firm under the name of "Rothschild Frères."

The new Parisian banking-house was not long content with small transactions. James knew from the conduct of his father and brothers that small business was not the business of the Rothschilds. It was not necessary for him to do the laborious work of laying the foundations of the firm, as other bankers needed to do, in order to secure credit and capital for large transactions. He entered the Parisian arena of financial struggle with a complete material equipment for his work, and regarded the negotiation of State-loans as the chief branch of business for his house. That was the field in which his father and brothers

had won their greatest successes, and he in turn would try his fortune in it. He therefore concentrated his forces on State-loans and the Exchange, and looked to them for his greatest successes. He anxiously awaited a favourable opportunity, and prepared with great care for his first campaign, so that he might prove his business ability on the Exchange and win repute and authority at once in the markets of the world for the young Parisian firm.

His opportunity came in the year 1824. In that year the French minister of finance, the Marquis Villèle, put forward a project of converting an older five per cent. State-loan into a three per cent. The conversion took place at the beginning of May 1825 with the co-operation of James Rothschild, after long financial struggles; it took the form of a thirty-million francs rente, that is to say, on the basis of a capital of a thousand million francs. Another five per cent. French loan, amounting to 47,727,000 francs, was at the same time converted into a three per cent. In order to be in a position to carry out this change the Roths-144
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child house was permitted by the Government to issue certificates "to bearer," which the director of the Treasury attested in the name of the Rothschild house. In this, therefore, it acted as creditor of the Treasury; this was the first State-loan which the still youthful James negotiated.

This loan was soon followed by another. This was the four per cent. loan which the French Government needed in 1828 for military purposes and for the support of the Greeks in their war against the Turks. It amounted to eighty million francs, and was knocked down to the Rothschilds, who were the highest bidders, at the rate of 102.7½.

rista, sor. 19. 15. (18.5%, risk)

son of the Frankfort ghetto; he was a baron, and lived accordingly. His handsome palace, in the Renaissance style, at number 40 in the Rue Lafitte, was known as "the Versailles of the absolute monarch of the financial world," and Baron James surpassed the wealthiest members of the higher French nobility in display. His money was, of course, the basis of his power, and everybody in France at the time did reverence to it—except the Prince of Orleans.

Even in the royal family the Prince of Orleans was the only one who refused to bow to the new financial potentate, who dimmed the splendour of the old French nobles, and to whom every salon of distinction, except his, was open. By the year 1841 the Parisian Rothschild enjoyed a recognised power, yet he could not succeed in getting admission to the brilliant festivities with which the Prince of Orleans entertained the higher nobility at Chantilly. In the eyes of the prince Baron James was, in spite of his title, no more than a Jewish parvenu, who, in his opinion, had no 146
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business to be found in the festive gatherings of French nobles.

When the prince died there was not a single salon in the highest society of Paris that did not willingly open its doors to the "great baron of finance"; even the conservative Prince Nemours sometimes received Baron James at his table. James had obtained a firm foothold at Paris, and was a power with which everybody had to reckon.

Prince Metternich, in a confidential letter to the Austrian ambassador at Paris, Count Apponyi, described the power of the Rothschilds in the following words: "The house of the Rothschilds plays a much more important part in France than any foreign Government, except, perhaps, the English. There are very natural reasons for this, though I do not think them good, and still less regard them as morally satisfactory; in France money is the mainspring. People count quite openly on corruption, practically the most important element of the modern representative system."

Baron James did not scruple to make use of

corruption in France; he gave bribes and bought people, as was then the custom in France. It was not his fault, but that of France, where bribes had been given long before the time of James Rothschild. He merely adapted himself to the prevailing customs, and increased his power by giving bribes.

His power is well illustrated by a remark of Heinrich Heine, who often mentions James Rothschild in his account of events in France at the time—

"The king will not pay the pension of the Prince Nemours, for the very good reason that he has not the money to pay. His civil list is loaded with appalling sums; according to what a banker told me yesterday, his debts amount to more than twenty million francs. On account of this scarcity of money Rothschild is treated with the greatest consideration by the French court. A few centuries ago the King of France would simply have had his teeth pulled out in order to compel him to advance money. But the naïve ethic of the Middle 148
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Ages was swept away by the storms of the Revolution, and Rothschild, as a baron and knight of the Order of Isabella, can take a quiet walk in the Tuileries whenever he likes, without the least fear of losing a tooth to the king, in spite of his want of money."

In many passages of his writings Heine gives us a characteristic portrait of Baron James. At one place he says—

"The outbreak of war, which is inevitable, has been deferred for the present. Short-sighted politicians, who have recourse only to palliatives, are satisfied and hope for days of untroubled peace. Our financiers, especially, are very optimistic. Even the greatest of them seems to entertain the illusion, but not at all times. M. de Rothschild, who has been unwell for some time, is quite recovered and looks well. The men who read the signs of the times on the Exchange and make a study of the baron's physiognomy assure us that the swallows of peace nest in his smiles, that all concern about war has disappeared from his countenance, that there is no lightning in his

"M. de Rothschild is, in point of fact, the best political barometer — I will not say 150
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God is! For money is the god of our time, and Rothschild is its prophet.

"The business premises of M. de Rothschild are very extensive: a labyrinth of rooms, a barrack of wealth. The room in which the
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baron works from morning to night—he has nothing else to do but work—has recently been finely decorated. On the mantelpiece there is now a marble bust of the Emperor Francis of Austria, with whom the Rothschild house has done most of its business. Piety will induce the baron to have busts made of all the European monarchs to whom his firm has advanced loans, and this collection of marble busts ought to represent a much finer Valhalla than that at Regensburg. Whether M. Rothschild will honour his Valhalla heroes in rhyme or in unrhymed royal Bavarian lapidary style, I cannot say."

Heine lived at Paris in those interesting and eventful days, and he always connected the threads of all important episodes with the person of Baron James Rothschild. The firmament of France was at that time darkened by the perpetual menace of war, and, when the clouds became thicker, Heine wrote—

"French bonds, which had already fallen two per cent. during the day, made a further drop of two per cent. on the Tortonian night-

Bourse. It is said that Baron Rothschild has the toothache. Others say that he suffers from colic. What will be the issue? The storm comes nearer and nearer. We can already hear the rustle of the wings of the Valkyries in the air."
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Baron James Rothschild

people which were guaranteed in the fundamental law, such as the liberty of the Press and the right of assembly, were, as is known, the immediate cause of the July Revolution and the fall of the Bourbon dynasty.

good deal of talk at the time of the possibility of the ordinances being issued, but nothing was known with certainty.

When Baron James returned from Prince Polignac, he said openly on the Bourse that on the word of honour of the Premier, the ordinances in question had indeed been meditated, but that there had been no serious thought of them recently, and the rumour that they were to be published at once was "without foundation." The very next day Charles X signed the ordinances, and on the following day they appeared in the Moniteur.

This was the chief reason why the whole of the loans, amounting to 78,500,000 francs, were thrown upon the Rothschild firm and its colleagues, as the value of the bonds fell between twenty and thirty per cent. Long afterwards these securities had still such a bad name that it was impossible to find a purchaser. The whole business, however, was less mischievous to the Rothschilds themselves than to their associates, as the latter had taken the greater part of the bonds. They therefore 156
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bitterly reproached the Rothschilds for leaving them in the lurch. Whether or no the charge was just in this one instance, even the enemies of the Rothschilds must admit that the five descendants of the Frankfort ghetto-family always shared their enormous profits with their business friends. Moreover, the July revolution, which followed this disastrous transaction, was one of those events which no man could have foreseen.

Ouvrard, through getting early information about the ordinances, made at one stroke a profit which his chief agent Amet estimated at two million francs. Baron James lost a whole fortune in the business, but he had still enormous wealth. He was still regarded as the richest man in France. In the 'forties of the nineteenth century statistics were compiled in regard to the wealthy men in France. The list affords an interesting picture of the material condition of the times. We gather from it that the capital of such important firms as the Lafitte Brothers and Delamarre was estimated at ten million francs each, the capital of

Bandon at twelve million francs, and that of the Rougemonts and Lafonds at fifteen millions. All these men were regarded as great financiers, though their fortune [£400,000 to £600,000] would be considered small in America to-day. Those whose capital reached twenty million francs or more wielded an almost unlimited power. Durand, Delessert, Halphen and Aquirrevengon had twenty millions, Hottinger and Pellaprat twenty-five millions, Fould thirty millions, and Hoop forty. The fortune of Baron Gressulhe was then estimated at a hundred millions [four million sterling].

Baron James Rothschild stood far above them all with a capital of six hundred millions. There was only one wealthier man in France—the King, whose fortune was estimated at eight hundred million francs. Prince Aumale, with his seventy millions, was out of comparison with the Jewish Crœsus. James Rothschild possessed individually nearly a hundred and fifty million francs more than all the other French bankers put together. He 158
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had acquired all this in about a quarter of a century. It is quite true that he had brought the first millions from Frankfort, but he had increased them a hundredfold by his own exertions.

With the help of this enormous fortune he attained, as we have seen, an irresistible power, and was even able to overthrow governments. He succeeded, for instance, in bringing about the fall of the powerful minister Thiers. His power was known to everybody. It was discussed everywhere, from the Bourse to the barber's shop. Heine sarcastically describes in his Reisebildern his meeting the man who attended to the baron's corns, and what the man said to him—

"I pay respect where it is due, as I said to M. le Baron Rothschild when I had the honour of cutting his corns. As I cut them, I reflected in my mind: thou now hast in thy hands the foot of the man who holds the whole world in his hands; thou art now a man of consequence. If thou cuttest a little too sharply into the sole, he will be annoyed and cut the greatest kings

worse than ever. It was the happiest moment of my life."

Certainly the power that lay in the hands of James Rothschild became greater and greater. He conducted the ablest campaigns on the Paris Bourse. His plans were always kept secret from everybody, and he struck his opponent suddenly and unexpectedly. He had hardly ended one campaign before he began another. He surprised and crushed the other financiers on the Bourse, forced them to be his vassals, and enlisted them in the service of his triumphs.

In the course of time he included in his programme the founding of railways, in addition to his work on the Bourse and the organisation of State-loans. In the year 1840 he undertook the construction of the "Northern Line," which the State itself ought to have undertaken. Baron James, however, set all his machinery in motion to induce the State to drop its plan; he did not shrink from giving enormous bribes in order to secure the silence of the Press and the Parliament. The railway company issued 160
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Heine wrote at some length at the time of Baron James and the Northern Railway affair. He says—

"The house of Rothschild, which has asked


Baron James Rothschild

Pontifex Maximus of the railways, was entirely a discovery of his; he made him his first engineer and employed him to make the line to Versailles. Poetry, both French and German, is much appreciated by M. de Rothschild, though it seems to me that here he is rather polite, and that in reality the baron is not so enthusiastic for our living poets as for the great dead—Homer, Sophocles, Dante, Cervantes, Shakespeare, Goethe, and other earlier poets, men of acknowledged genius, who, freed from all earthly toils, no longer feel the pinch of this life or desire shares in the Northern Railway.

"To be quite safe, nevertheless, I will liken M. de Rothschild to the sun, because, in the 164
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Heine, living in close touch with Baron Rothschild, did not himself escape the fever for speculation. But the goddess of fortune did not favour the great poet, and he lost on 166
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'Change many a fee that he got for his works. He did not lose his humour with his money, however, and he said to Baron James, smiling—

"The Bourse taught me a great truth; it taught me that to speculate on it is a sin—if you lose."

Heine did not take his speculations very much to heart, but generally laughed about them. One day Baron Rothschild asked him whether he had lost anything in a big slump that had occurred on the Bourse.

"Anything? A good deal," the poet said.

"But it serves me right. I now see how right the Rabbi of Prague was."

"The Rabbi of Prague?" asked Baron James.

"Yes. It is an old story that I heard when I was a boy, and just occurred to me. The Rabbi of Prague was crossing the bridge when he met an old Jewess who cried desperately to him: 'My God, my God! Help, Rabbi, help! What shall I do?'


	"'What is the matter?' asked the Rabbi


	"'My son has broken his leg.'


	"'Broken his leg? How did he do that?'


	"'He fell off a ladder and--'


	"'Off a ladder?' interrupted the Rabbi. 'Serves him right. What was a Jewish youth doing on a ladder?'




"So you see, baron," Heine concluded, with a laugh, "the same thing happened to me. What was a poet doing on the Bourse?"

James Rothschild knew at that time what it was to lose on the Bourse, though the losses did not disturb him, as his millions increased from day to day. It was not so much now by speculation on the Bourse as by the construction of railways. Baron James was no longer content to confine himself to French railway enterprises, but extended his operations to foreign countries. He constructed, for instance, the railways of Belgium, and by this he and his brothers considerably enlarged their fortunes. The chief success of the Rothschilds was not exactly in the building of railways, but in their speculations with the shares. When they founded railway companies in the form of limited liability companies, they never put the 168
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shares on the market, but either took them up themselves to the full amount, or let one or two allied banks, such as the Lafitte-Blount or the Hottinger firms, into the transaction. This was done, for instance, at the establishment of the French railway, when Baron James himself took up more than a hundred thousand out of the four hundred thousand shares. The nominal value of the shares was five hundred francs, but the advantage of keeping them was soon seen when, in a very short time, they ran up to nine hundred francs. When the price reached its highest point Baron James suddenly sold his shares, and in this single transaction made a profit of more than forty million francs.

Baron James always found time, amid his enterprises and speculations, to pay tribute to charity, although his contemporaries by no means describe him as a soft-hearted man. It is true that his benevolence was generally noticed in connection with Jewish subjects. When on one occasion the troubles of the Jews at Damascus exposed many Jewish families to

the fanaticism of the Orientals, Baron Rothschild did not hesitate a moment to come to their assistance. He saw that the Jews of Damascus could not rely on any effective protection on the part of the Government; he therefore had several ships fitted out, and sent them to the relief of his co-religionists, while the other wealthy Jews of Paris did nothing whatever for the sufferers.

Heine wrote at the time-

"The Jews of France have been too long emancipated to keep the bonds of the race very tightly about them; they have almost entirely adopted French nationality. They are just as French as their neighbours, and have outbursts of enthusiasm which may last for twenty-four hours and even, if the sun is hot enough, for three days. . . . That is true of the best of them. Many of them still practice the Jewish ceremonial, the external cult, mechanically, without knowing why, merely out of custom; of inner belief there is not a trace, for the witty acid of Voltairean criticism has done its work in the synagogue as well as in the Christian Church.
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For the French Jews, as for the French generally, gold is the god of the hour, and industry is the prevailing religion. In this respect the Jews of our time might be divided into two sects, the sect of the rive droite and the sect of the rive gauche. The names are taken from the two railways which run to Versailles along the Seine, one on the right bank and one on the left; they are controlled by two famous rabbis of finance, who diverge from each other as much as Rabbi Samai and Rabbi Hillel did in the earlier Babylon.

"We must do the grand-rabbi of the rive droite, Baron Rothschild, the justice of saying that he has shown a nobler sympathy for the house of Israel than his learned antagonist, the grand-rabbi of the rive gauche, M. Bénoit Fould, who, while his co-religionists were persecuted and oppressed in Syria at the instigation of a French consul, made a few speeches in the French Chamber of Deputies on the conversion of bonds and the bank-discount with the calm, detached air of a Hillel."

Heine then goes on to speak of the Damascus

trouble, the cause of which was the old calumny of killing children. He says—

"That was the kind of talk you might hear from the child of the Revolution. . . . And he 172
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spoke so convincingly that one was compelled to believe in the end that the Jews dined on the flesh of Capuchin monks."

While Heine penned his brilliant accounts of his time, Baron James continued to increase his fortune. He worked and fought with incredible endurance; sometimes he won, sometimes he was beaten. As often as he won his millions grew larger. All his enterprises were blessed with an almost fabulous success, and he seemed to emerge with rejuvenated strength even from the struggles in which he was beaten.

On one occasion he suffered a really severe loss, but it was due to embezzlement. His fortune, however, bore the loss without wavering, though the amount was considerable. The cashier of the Northern Railway, Carpentier, was the culprit, and the fraud, which took place in September 1856, ran to millions of francs. This unprecedented loss is described as follows in a journal of the time—

"The mystery that has enveloped the robbery of the Northern Railway is being gradually


Baron James Rothschild

Grellet and their confederates must have been engaged for a considerable time in carrying out their project, as they had realised large sums before they fled, and had bought a steamer in England for 1,800,000 francs months before. From the papers that were found after their flight it seems that they had bought a house in New York. For this reason it is believed that they have gone to America by way of England. How long Carpentier and Grellet have been carrying on their frauds cannot be accurately determined; it is known only that they have been selling shares on the Bourse for a long time. They had acted with great astuteness so as to be able to report the requisite number at the revision of the shares, which was entrusted to them.

"The shares deposited with the administration are in parcels of a thousand. With the assistance of smaller clerks, who were bought by them, they took two or three hundred shares from each of these parcels and fastened the remainder together again. Hence, at the revision, which does not seem to have been

carried out very carefully, all the shares seemed to be there, and the thieves were thus enabled to realise a considerable sum before they carried out their final stroke.

"Carpentier was the first to leave Paris. He had asked and obtained from Rothschild four days' leave of absence. On this occasion he had a long conversation with the baron, who was very fond of him. M. de Rothschild had just managed a very profitable piece of business, and told Carpentier that he had made five million francs by it.

"'If,' he added, 'I bring off my Algerian railway affair, I hope to add three millions to the five.'

"'Will you put the three before the five, or after it?' said Carpentier. 'Will it be thirty-five or fifty-three millions? Put it before, and give me the five; you will still have a neat little sum.'

"'I am not going to give you five millions,' said Rothschild, laughing at the joke, 'but here is my watch chain as a pleasant memento of the day.'
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"The chain which Rothschild handed to Carpentier was one of great value. However, Carpentier had something larger than that in view; before he left Paris he sent it to his brother, who still has it.

"As we see from this conversation, which Rothschild himself told to his friends, the wealthy baron was on very familiar terms with Carpentier. He loved him as his own son, and had secured for him the position of chief cashier to the Northern Railway. It will be understood, therefore, that Rothschild is terribly upset by the conduct of his protégé, and would give anything to capture him. In giving his instructions to the Northern Railway official who was sent with detectives in pursuit of Carpentier, he opened an unlimited credit for him, and told him to spare no cost and shrink from no means; he would gladly give ten million francs to get Carpentier in his power, and, if there was any reluctance to give him up anywhere, they must bring him away by force.

"From Paris Carpentier went straight to

"They at once made every effort to secure the thieves, but they had a long start; at Liverpool it was learned that Grellet had taken a boat out to the steamer where Carpentier awaited him. Four other employees of the company 178
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disappeared at the same time. Carpentier took his mistress, a certain Mlle. Georgette, with him; he had supported her in luxury at Paris. Both he and Grellet are quite young. Carpentier is of a light complexion, and seems weak and pale, and has all the appearance of a man suffering from consumption. Grellet belongs to a very good family, which has means that are estimated at 500,000 francs. His mother is still alive. She became insane when she heard what her son had done. His uncle on the mother's side, M. Planchet, is a very respected man. Another uncle occupies a prominent position as a French magistrate.

"The statement that the two young men were driven to the crime by their relations with women and losses on the Bourse is false. They both led very regular lives, and it was only in consequence of the crime that they recently spent a good deal of money. They were in no sense impelled to the crime by debt. Possibly this is the largest sum that has ever been stolen, but the Rothschild firm will be quite able to sustain the loss."

M 2

Thus the French press on the baron's enormous loss. On another occasion he made a quite unexpected profit. The famous painter Eugène Delacroix, who was struck with the features of Baron Rothschild, decided that he would like to have the baron for a model, dressed in a beggar's rags. The baron liked the idea, and consented. On the following day he went to the painter's studio, attired in the costume proper to his part, and, when he knocked, one of the artist's pupils opened the door. He looked compassionately at the "poor beggar" and gave him a coin or two. The pupil was himself a poor youth, though he had considerable talent. He was not a little astonished when, on the following day, a servant of Baron Rothschild handed him the following letter—


"DEAR SIR,

"You will find enclosed the capital which you handed to me at the door of M. Delacroix's studio, with the interest and compound interest on it—a sum of ten thousand 180
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francs. You can cash the cheque at my bank in the Rue Lafitte whenever you like.

"BARON JAMES ROTHSCHILD."

Rothschild always liked to mix with artists, especially painters. He was, however, rather partial to the artists with whom he was personally acquainted, while many of the most distinguished men of the artistic world were complete strangers to him. It happened once, for instance, that Baron James saw the artist Jadin on a scaffolding, doing a fresco, and cried to him, "Hello, you painter up there, come here, I want to speak to you." On another occasion he wanted the same artist to paint his portrait. It was nothing to him that Jadin's proper sphere was fresco-painting; his idea was that, as Jadin was accustomed to doing such large pictures, a single face would be painted by him on very moderate terms.

"Dear master," he said to the artist, "I want to have my portrait painted. But you must tell me first how much it will cost."

The painter did not hesitate a second

"Five thousand francs," he said firmly.

"Oh, that is too much. What would it come to if I had my wife's portrait painted also?"

"Well," said the artist, "the two portraits would cost ten thousand francs. If one costs five thousand, two, naturally, cost ten thousand."

Baron Rothschild did not attempt to bargain further. He took his hat, and avoided the artist for a long time. He was, however, determined to have his portrait painted by a famous artist of the time, and, as Jadin would not do it, he turned to others. His choice fell on the famous battle-painter Horace Vernet: after the fresco-painter a battle-painter—it throws light on the character and artistic ideas of James Rothschild. He went to Horace Vernet and asked the artist how much he would ask to paint a portrait.

"For you, baron," was the reply, "my price is four thousand francs."

"The devil!" exclaimed the financier. "It is only a question of three or four strokes of your brush, and you want a sum like that."

"Ah!" said the painter, shrugging his

[image: ]

FIGURE OF TERRIFIED JEW IN VERNET'S FAMOUS PICTURE.
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shoulders. "You want to bargain when there is question of art, do you, baron? Well, now I want five thousand francs, and will not take a penny less."

The baron gave a cry of astonishment.

"If you say another word, I treble the fee," said the artist.

The baron hurried from the studio. He thought the artist was mad.

"Wait a minute," said the artist. "I will paint your portrait for nothing. Now you may go."

Horace kept his word. In his great picture, "On the way to Smala," any one may recognise the face of the terrified Jew who is making off with a box full of money and jewels under his arm. The face exhibits the conflict of fear with the most sordid avarice, and its features are unmistakably those of the famous banker. The whole of Paris laughed over this misadventure of the financier, and his parsimoniousness cost him many an unpleasant quarter of an hour.

When the great exhibition was held at Paris in 1855, Rothschild received from the Emperor

Francis Joseph I the order of the Iron Crown, and at the same time he received the French Grand Cross of the Legion of Honour. He remained, however, just as sparing in spite of his decorations. It was only twenty centimes (two pence) to enter the exhibition on Sundays, and more on week-days. On the first Sunday after the opening of the exhibition one of the first persons to enter was Baron James Rothschild.

"That is the way to become a millionaire," said a journal of the time which gave the news; "never pay a franc for something you can get for twenty centimes."

The baron was often pricked by the pens of French journalists on account of his meanness. His chief persecutor was the Constitutionel, a very popular paper of the time, much read at Paris. On one occasion it cynically put side by side two short notices which did not put the benevolence of the wealthy baron in a very favourable light. The first paragraph announced, in terms of praise, that Cornelius, the great German painter, had given £300 for the 184
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poor of the city of Frankfort. The other notice dryly announced—

"Baron James Rothschild, the great German financier, also gave yesterday a sum of twenty pounds for the poor of the city of Paris."

The point of this malicious juxtaposition was obvious, and Paris laughed a good deal over the baron. However, the financier wished to have his revenge, and he asked Heine, of whose connection with the Paris Press he was well aware, to reply to the skit of the Constitutionel in some other journal. Heine laughed and closed his eyes in his usual way, and said that he would do so. A few days later the following paragraph appeared in the Figaro—

"The Constitutionel betrays a partisanship which is injurious to honourable men. It sings its hymns of praise only to those who have been favoured by the goddess Fortuna. Ordinary mortals are not noticed in its columns. A writer recently practised philanthropy on a far larger scale than Baron James Rothschild, in proportion to his means. The said writer gave a penny to a blind flute-player on the Pont des

Arts, yet the Constitutionel has not said a word about the donation down to the present day."

The famous French writer George Sand once discovered a clever way of making the baron pay more generously for a charitable object. During a bazaar which Princess Czartoriska organised at Paris for the benefit of the Poles, George Sand had charge of a stall laden with perfumes. Baron James passed the stall, and she cried to him—

"Won't you buy something from me, baron?" "My God! what do I want with perfumes?"\nid Potherhild. "I have a good idea how.

ever. Give me your autograph, and I will gladly pay for it."

George Sand smiled; then she took a sheet of paper, wrote a few words on it, and gave it to the baron. His face fell when he found that the great writer had inscribed on it the following lines—



"Receipt

for 1000 (in words, one thousand) francs, which 186
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I have to-day received from Baron James Rothschild for the benefit of the poor oppressed Poles.

"GEORGE SAND."

Rothschild made no trouble about the malicious joke; he took out his pocket-book and paid the thousand francs in silence.

Scribe, a very popular comedy-writer of the period, was passing George Sand's stall at the time, and, when he saw Baron James put down the thousand francs without a word, he remarked ironically—

"For a great sorrow it is always difficult to find words."

The witticism circulated from mouth to mouth in Paris, and caused much amusement; as did also George Sand's success in forcing the niggardly baron to pay so much. Heine heard of the matter and determined to avenge the baron on the writer, who was, in his opinion, a man of little ability. One evening when Heine was present amongst a large company at Rothschild's house, he began to praise Scribe in a

remarkable way. The baron noticed it, and asked Heine why he did it.

"Oh, I can safely praise Scribe," said Heine quietly, "because I am sure that there is not a person in the room who believes a word I say about him."

Baron James laughed outright, and Heine went on-

"Scribe will be immortal—as long as he lives! But not a day longer!"

Paris now laughed at Scribe, and indeed laughed more than it had ever done over any joke of Scribe's.

There are, of course, no authentic documents to inform us whether Baron Rothschild, to whom Heine was of considerable service, ever gave material support to the great poet. Heine's circumstances were far from brilliant, but he was too proud ever to ask for assistance. One evening Rothschild noticed Heine humorously remarking to their host that a man must always have his purse in his hand at Paris, as everything costs money. It was no wonder, he said, that people like himself got into diffi-



Baron James Rothschild

culties; he could always find a use for a thousand-franc note. His words were overheard by a financial upstart, who said affably to Heine—

"Let me lend you a thousand francs."

Heine was annoyed that a man whom he had never seen before should offer him money. He looked sharply at the man for a moment, and then said—

"You, sir . . . are not worth a thousand francs to me."

Moreover, the suggestion that Heine received any material assistance from Baron James is not consistent with the fact that the poet, who never concealed his circumstances in his writings, does not mention receiving any money from Rothschild. He frequently speaks of other people who lent him money, but does not say a word about help from Baron James. It is, in fact, improbable that the great poet ever received anything from the financier, otherwise he would not have shown so much independence as he did in regard to Rothschild, and would not have ventured to shoot the arrows

of his wit at him, as he often did. On the other hand, Rothschild would not have liked Heine so much if the friendship had cost him money.

Baron James was very proud of his relations with Heine. He liked to have his dinners and other functions irradiated with the poet's most brilliant display of wit. Sometimes, however, he was disappointed. One evening, when Baron James particularly wished Heine to entertain his guests, the poet was singularly silent.

"You are usually so gay and full of witty remarks. . . ."

"Quite right," said Heine. "But to-night I have exchanged views with my German friends, and my head is fearfully empty."

After that he remained as silent as ever. Somewhere about the same time Baron James was conducting a large financial transaction, and he gave a very choice dinner in honour of the bankers who were staying in Paris. Heine was not invited to the dinner, but, when one of 190
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the guests at table expressed a wish to meet the poet, Rothschild replied that it could easily be managed. He wrote a few lines on a piece of paper, asking Heine to come and take coffee with him. A footman took the note to Heine's house, and returned with this reply to the baron's invitation—

"M. le Baron, I usually take my coffee where I have had my dinner."

Another of the distinguished writers who have referred to Rothschild in their works is Börne. He lived many years at Paris, and as he was, like Rothschild, a son of Frankfort on the Main—the former Jew Street at Frankfort was afterwards called Börne Street—he paid a good deal of attention to Baron James. Börne was, however, by no means enchanted with the youngest of the Rothschilds, and he often spoke very ironically of him. In one letter, for instance, he writes as follows—

" Paris, Saturday, January 28, 1832.

"Rothschild has kissed the Pope's hand, and at his departure expressed his satisfaction with the successor of Peter in the most gracious
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"If the house of Rothschild sat on the throne of France, the world would be relieved of the

193

"There had been some strained feeling between the two houses at an earlier date 194
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Austria had entrusted to the Rothschilds the sums which had fallen to its share out of the French contribution-money. These sums were to be invested in French funds, which were then low, and they were to be sold again when they reached a better figure. After a few years the Rothschilds sold the stock and represented them as at 95, but Austria discovered that at the time of the sale the funds were at par. There was a little difference of £750,000. Austria resented the matter, but Rothschild secured the mediation of friends of both parties and the quarrel was composed.

"The French journal which relates, on the strength of the English Press, these stories of war and peace in all their details, comments as follows on the matter: 'What are the means which enable these bankers to compel the Austrian Government to fall in with their wishes? They use the same means as they did under the minister Villèle, with whom Rothschild shared enormous gains, as we will show; the same means which they adopted recently in negotiating a loan with the Perier

N 2

"'Only this week Dupin spoke of bankers
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in the Chamber as lynxes! Carnivorous animals, of the cat family. Casimir Perier bitterly complained of this unseasonable bit of natural history. That brings me back to the Rothschilds. Once more I ask—Would it not be a good thing for the world if all the crowns were placed on their heads instead of lying at their feet as they do now? It is really coming to that. Although the Rothschilds do not yet occupy thrones, they are at all events asked their advice as to the choice of a ruler when a throne falls vacant. Herr von Gagern has recently explained this openly in the Allgemeine Zeitung. It is a remarkable story.'

"Herr von Gagern was formerly a member of the Bundestag. This distinguished statesman, whom aristocrats represent as so charmingly romantic, and who used to walk amongst the tombs of the ancient knights by moonlight, caught a chill in his nocturnal wanderings a few years ago. Since that time he has been afflicted with a political discharge at the mouth, a malady which is as rarely found among diplo-

matists as extinction of the voice is common amongst them. However, this curious ailment of Herr von Gagern affords us some instructive and useful information about the obscure physiology of the diplomatist and the aristocrat. The great statesman sends a letter from Harnau to the Allgemeine Zeitung about Greece. Now, Harnau is not in Greece, but in Taunus, and I believe that two years ago, when we spent the summer in the south, we ate a meal at Harnau one evening.

"However, Herr von Gagern writes that he, von Stein and Capodistrias had often discussed Greece at Nassau and Ems. I can confirm that. At Ems I heard these gentlemen, two summers in succession, frequently discussing together. But, although I listened a good deal, it did not occur to me that they were talking about Greece. It seemed to me that they were talking about their own affairs and their families. They were 'amongst the most ardent and zealous partisans of Greece, or of the Greek question.' Why Herr von Gagern translates the well-known word 'Greece' into 'the Greek 198
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this medicinal reason that Herr von Gagern speaks of the Greek question; but his heart is sound.
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monarch must borrow in their name—hence, 'sufficient credit.'

Börne clearly wished in this letter to satirise the Greek question, as it then stood, but the point of his sarcasm was also directed against Baron Rothschild. Heine was again requested to avenge the baron, and he poured his sharpest satire on Börne on every possible occasion. Even after Börne's death Heine ridiculed him so much that one of his friends challenged the poet to fight a duel. It took place on September 7, 1840. Heine fired in the air, but his antagonist aimed at and hit him. Fortunately, the bullet struck Heine's purse and he was uninjured. When he gave Baron Rothschild an account of the duel, he added—

"And do you know what saved my life? My purse. The bullet stuck in it. I call that money well invested."

The intimate friendship between Baron James and Heine was never interrupted. Rothschild sought the poet's company, and, whenever there was a quiet time on the Exchange, he used to ask Heine to come and dine with him en famille, so that he could enjoy the familiar conversation of the poet.
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On one of these occasions Heine was, contrary to his usual custom, very chary with his speech. Rothschild wanted to unlock his tongue at any cost, and he ordered his finest wines to be served. The poet remained silent, however. At last Rothschild produced a bottle of his finest Lacrima Christi, and handed Heine a glass of it. The poet lifted the delicate glass to his lips, sipped it, and said nothing. Then Rothschild asked him how he liked the wine.

"Well, thank you," he said.

"Perhaps you do not know what you have been drinking," said the baron. "That is Lacrima Christi, the noblest and best wine in the world, made from the grapes which ripen at the foot of Vesuvius. That is why it is so fiery. Every drop of it costs a ducat. And you have not a word to say about this heavenly drink."

"Do you know, baron," Heine asked, "why is it called Lacrima Christi, or the Tears of Christ?"

&quot; Why?"

&quot;These are Christ's tears," said Heine, "be-

cause Christ weeps at the sight of two wicked Jews like us drinking so precious a wine while there are thousands of poor devils in Paris without a bit of bread."

Of the private life of Baron James the chronicles of the time relate very little. It is possible that his great financial transactions and the charm of the social life of Paris left him no time for the intimacy of family life; it is, however, equally possible that, like most of the Jews, he regarded intimate domestic life as a sacred thing into which he would not allow profane publicity to penetrate. His social obligations and business undertakings compelled him only too frequently to appear in public, and he therefore wished to withdraw from the glances of the inquisitive at least as far as his domestic life was concerned.

He had married his niece, the daughter of his brother Solomon of Vienna. Betty Rothschild was thirteen years younger than her uncle. Six children were born of the marriage of Baron James and Betty, and all married within the family, generally their cousins.
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Baron James Rothschild died on November 15, 1868, and was buried in the family vault of the de Rothschilds at Père Lachaise. His successor in the control of the Parisian house was his eldest son, Baron Alphonse Rothschild. He had a much easier task than his father, and did not need to strain his powers very much in increasing the fortune of the family; it grew almost automatically. Hence financial operations did not claim so much of the son's time as they had done in the case of the father, who, as long as he lived, controlled the business alone and gave his son full liberty to enjoy his youth, to travel, to educate himself, and to cultivate the thousand pleasures which his great means put within his reach.

Baron Alphonse was a zealous patron of art; his artistic judgment was authoritative, and always evinced a thorough knowledge. His artistic collections and his superbly furnished rooms were one of the sights of Paris. He was also not insensible to the demands of the age and the social duties of his class. He was the

first in France to build homes for the workers, and he spent more than ten million francs on this object.
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at the disposal of the Government at the proper time.

In person Baron Alphonse was, like all the Rothschilds, peculiar in many ways. He was, for instance, extremely superstitious, and he had an almost comical dread of the number thirteen. He would not enter his palace in the Rue St. George, which was made number thirteen at some alteration of numbers in the street, until the municipal authorities again changed the number.

The power and prestige of the Parisian house of the Rothschilds diminished somewhat during the later years of the life of Baron Alphonse. This was due to changes in the general economic conditions which were bound to put an end to the unassailable power of the Rothschilds. The firm still plays a very considerable part in the financial life of France, but its power is not as absolute as it was in the time of Baron James. It now rarely engages in large financial transactions. It has not the energy for such operations, as Baron James had.

Baron Alphonse Rothschild died in the year

1905, without leaving a male heir. His younger brother Gustave had now to assume the control of the bank, but he was already advanced in years and unequal to the task; nor was his other brother Edmund much better qualified. The choice therefore fell on younger members of the family. Baron Gustave's son, Robert Philip, and Baron Edmund's two sons, James and Maurice, were put at the head of the business. But the vast machinery did not, even under their guidance, sustain the activity it had had under Baron James, whose life marked the golden age of the Parisian house. He has now rested in Père Lachaise for nearly half a century; but the Parisian firm has not yet found a second Baron James.


THE ROTHSCHILDS AT NAPLES

No city in the world has been so generously enriched with natural beauty, with all the marvels of earthly splendour, as the "Napoli la bella" of the Italians. Before it lies the unending, velvet-like blue sea, breaking the rays of the sun into millions of sparkling gold coins with the ceaseless ruffle of its waves. Behind it is the great, fire-breathing volcano, rearing its smoke-crowned head, and at times pouring streams of devastating gold, which spread like serpents of destruction over the country, from its awful jaws. There, at the foot of Vesuvius, Pompeii and Herculaneum sleep their age-long sleep, with all their petrified treasures; while the glorious blue of the island of Capri, with all its wonders, lights the distant horizon. Nor does this exhaust the marvels of Naples. All round it is a garland

of laurel-woods, of lemon and orange groves in bloom; the air is full of the intoxicating perfume of the flowers of Sorrento, Amalfi, and Posilippo; and the deep blue dome of the heavens gracefully arches the wonderful panorama. Nature has scattered the symbolic gold of her sunshine with prodigal hand over the city, gilding even the dilapidated huts of the poor; and she has been just as parsimonious in the scattering of the material gold that men covet and treasure.

It was not, however, the beauty of Italy that moved the Rothschilds in the misty north to decide, in a council of the five brothers, that one of their number should go to conquer the country. They had calculated on paper, with the greatest care and thoroughness, what material results they might attain in a land so rich in treasure, yet divided into small States whose finances were in a worse condition than any others in Europe. They did not seek to realise some poetic dream, but they wanted a new field for the spread of their business, and, as they concluded that Italy was a promising 210
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country in this respect, they decided to create a centre there.

Karl Rothschild had hitherto been chiefly engaged, like his brothers, in floating the Stateloans which they undertook. He had not yet

02

At that time Karl was excessively anxious and prudent in money matters, as any careful business man is when the embarks on large transactions for the first time. Though he regarded
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the loan as thoroughly sound, he did not wish to involve the capital of the Rothschilds themselves to the full extent of it, and he therefore sought to interest the Amsterdam moneymarket in the operation. But the Dutch Government needed this market entirely to cover its own financial claims, and would not allow the loans of foreign States to be placed in their capital.

Karl Rothschild then thought of the Prince of Hesse, who already held Prussian bonds for more than £143,000, in connection with an earlier loan, and, when Karl came to Cassel, he proved willing to undertake the loan. He did eventually find the money, and the fact was regarded with great satisfaction in Prussia, since it would prevent the issue of the new loan from depreciating the value of the older Prussian bonds. This was Karl's first large transaction. It showed that the youngest of the Rothschilds had his share of prudence and intelligence, even if it betrayed, at the same time, that his education had not been so good as it might have been. Karl was then twenty-

eight years old, yet in the papers relating to the transaction we find a letter written by him which swarms with mistakes in spelling. It contains such sentences as the following—

"I beg you to have it ready as soon as possible, if it cant be done at once, must be post-poned until mine or my brother his arival."

The elder brother of whom he speaks in this letter is Anselm, of Frankfort, who wanted Karl, fifteen years his junior, to make his first experiments in business under his care. He wished to teach him the thousand and one tricks of business life and initiate him to all the intrigues and stratagems which were required in negotiating State-loans. It was a kind of apprenticeship, during which Karl was to learn thoroughly the trade of his father and brothers. When it was over the brothers, always loyal to the wishes of the dead father, made Karl a "journeyman" in the profession and sent him to Italy to work independently.

It was the year 1822 when the fourth son of
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One peculiar experience was with two men
who came to visit him. Rothschild greeted
them with a slight inclination of the head, which
the visitors met with a profound bow, without
any of them saying a single word. Instead of
speaking they felt nervously in their pockets,
as if to extract something. Rothschild became
as pale as death. On that very morning he had
received a number of threatening letters, and he
thought that his visitors were assassins. His
face was tense, and he swiftly seized a large
book and flung it at the men. With desperate
energy he laid hold of everything within reach
and threw it at them, shouting for help at the
top of his voice. His servants rushed in, and
it was found that the visitors were small bankers
who had been struck dumb in presence of the
great prince of finance. The feeling that they
were actually face to face with Nathan Roths-
child, on whom their fate depended, had so
overcome them that they were not only unable

" to speak, but could not find the letter of
introduction to him which they had in their
pockets.
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on much better terms than they had had before.
It was no less a merit on their part that they
paid out these enormous sums without lowering
the value of English securities, and thus saved
the kingdom at least half a million sterling.

“It is possible,” said Herries, ““ that I should
have been unable to make these payments on
the Continent without the assistance of
Rothschild and his brothers. They deserve
the highest praise for the efforts they made in
the public service, and the profit they made
thereby was made honestly and openly.”

It is beyond question that Nathan Rothschild
rendered incalculable service to England and
Prussia during the “hundred days.” But these
“hundred days,” in particular, the day of the
downfall of Napoleon at Waterloo, brought the
sons of the Frankfort ghetto a colossal profit,
whereas a few weeks earlier they were faced
with the prospect of enormous losses. Bona-
parte’s unexpected return from Elba had
entirely upset Nathan Rothschild’s financial
plans, and at one moment it seemed as if his

house, which many even then regarded as
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But how many sleepless nights the prince of
London finance must have sacrificed to Mam-
mon! In spite of all the earthly goods at his
command, he was by no means a happy man.
Sir Thomas Buxton, who often visited him in
his splendidly furnished house, once said to
him, “ You must be a very happy man; how
could any one be otherwise than happy in such
a house as this?”

“I happy ! ” Rothschild exclaimed, his voice
poignant with sadness. “How could I be
when, worn out with the day’s work, I go to
dinner and find letters saying, ‘If you do not
send me £500, I will blow your brains out” I -
get letters like that every hour.”

Threatening letters reached him from every
part of the world and embittered his life; they
made him nervous, and threw him into a kind
of terror that bordered on insanity. In his later
years he never went to bed without putting a
loaded pistol under his pillow. He lived in
hourly dread of attempts on his life, and saw a
would-be assassin in every stranger. It often
put him in a most unpleasant situation.
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Even in the exercise of philanthropy Nathan
Rothschild betrayed some nervousness; he was
troubled by the thought that people would make
a bad use of his gifts. It was so, as a matter
of fact. It was in vain that he gave freely and
generously. It was all too little for the world,
which spoke of him as miserly, and this unjust
verdict disturbed the harmony of his nature.
There were people who laughed at him, and
said that he hated beneficence so much that
he preferred sleepless nights from his utter
detestation of “beneficent” sleep.

A number of these mocking aphorisms on
Rothschild survive, and it is quite possible that
his works of charity did not always spring from
an intimate feeling of sympathy with the suffer-
ing, as he once said, somewhat cynically, to his
friend Buxton— )

“ Sometimes, to amuse myself, I give a beggar
a guinea. He thinks I have made a mistake,
and, for fear I should find it out, off he runs as
hard as he can. I advise you to give a beggar
a guinea sometimes; it is very amusing.”

It is difficult to say whether there was not
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affairs, Biilow told Greuhm to take advantage
of his influence on the cabinet. The child of
the Frankfort ghetto had now made such pro-
digious strides that even the powerful Prussian
minister had to reckon with him.

Berlin came into direct relations with the
Rothschilds for the first time when Solomon
personally conveyed the £200,000 to the
Prussian capital. Biilow gratefully recognised
the conduct of the brothers, and, when more
money was needed and he was compelled to
address himself to the Rothschilds, Solomon
at once, without waiting to consult his brother -
Nathan, let him have £150,000. In the end
Solomon did so much for them that he was
awarded the title of Commercial Councillor by
Prussia. ol

To what extent English money circulated at
that time, and what part the Rothschilds played
in the business, we learn from two extensive
reports made by Herries in 1816 and 1822.
According to the details which he gives, the
Rothschilds paid nearly £18,000,000 on the

Continent from the spring of 1814 onward, and
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that he had fallen into a healthy sleep, they
continued the discussion. It was a matter of
great urgency, as important news had come
from Spain and provided an opening for some
good business, if they could buy up certain
stock at once without attracting attention.
They drew up a plan of campaign and went
their various ways, intending to enter upon the
business on the following morning. They did
not, of course, forget the sick man, and Roths-
child told the servants to take him home as soon
as he recovered.

There was no need to do this. As soon as
Rothschild had gone, Lucas left the house, in
spite of the clamour of the servants, though
he still seemed to be very weak, and his gait
was uncertain and staggering. He had, of
course, no idea of returning home; he hurried
to his office, and made arrangements to snatch
up the stock in question before Rothschild
could get them. He completely succeeded,
and made an enormous profit. It was the last
time that Rothschild sprinkled Lucas’s fore-
head with perfume.
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more pose than virtue in this attitude. Itisa
fact, at all events, that he was always in a hurry
to get such matters over. Hence, when a
deputation of philanthropic people visited him,
and started to make a lengthy and solemn
appeal to his heart, he promptly interrupted the
speaker, without any intention of hurting his
feelings, and cried to his secretary, ‘“ Make out
a cheque.”

This impatience was quite intelligible, and
people did not take it amiss. There were
thousands of plans in his mind, and he ought
not to lose sight of them. How was it possible
for him to entertain the innumerable fantastic
schemes to which many of his co-religionists
thought that he ought to devote his fortune?
It was no light matter in the circumstances to

Jlisten patiently, with the amiable features of a
philanthropist, to all their tirades, as if the
great financier had nothing else to do but meet
the requirements of every one who approached
him. It is quite true that Nathan was not of
so generous a nature as his father had been;

and in consequence of this he did not take the
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Acting on the maxim that “ necessity knows no
law,” Rothschild did not scruple to mint
French money without first involving himself
in lengthy diplomatic correspondence with
Louis XVIII for permission. There was no
time for reflection. Prussia had to contend
with ~ such grave financial difficulties that
Bliicher was compelled, at Namur on May 16,
to clear the bills he had on London on his own
responsibility, with great loss, as Wellington
had done in the same circumstances. The
financial minister, Biilow, had gone to London
in the middle of April to press for an advance
of at least £100,000, but Herries was on the -
Continent, and nothing could be done without
him. Returning from Brussels to London at
the end of April, he at once paid £200,000
through Rothschild, to the very agreeable
astonishment of Biilow, who described the act
as a’ service of the greatest moment, and
warmly pressed Greuhm, the agent of Prussia,
to keep on good terms with Herries. As it
was now known at Berlin that Nathan Roths-

child had a good deal to do with English
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was not without romance. Amongst other
things he had a very efficient postal service of
carrier-pigeons, and these kept him in constant
touch with Paris and Frankfort. Then he gave
a strict order to the captains of vessels that had
business relations with him to send him the
latest news from all parts, and he rewarded
them generously.

In this way it once happened that a captain
brought him a copy of a Dutch journal
announcing some great victory of the English
troops. Rothschild at once went to the Treasury
and informed Lord Liverpool, without telling
the source of his information. They laughed
at his “ good news,” as a defeat of the English
had been communicated the day before; but
the accuracy of his information was proved a
few days afterwards, and his reputation was
enhanced.

The Rothschilds rendered great service to
all the European Powers, especially England,
during the “hundred days.” When it was
known that Napoleon had returned, Herries at

once turned to Rothschild to provide gold.
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same pleasure in acts of charity as his father
had done.

Sometimes Nathan Rothschild was in such a
hurry that he failed to recognise the character
of his visitor. It happened, for instance, one
day that he handed half-a-crown to a poor Jew
who stood before his desk in silence.

“What ! ” said the Jew. “Don’t you recog-
nise me? I am Mayer Jeremias.”

“I don’t remember you,” Nathan murmured
nervously.

The aged Jew became very grave at this, and
muttered to himself, “ He doesn’t know me,
he doesn’t know me, poor man. In three
days he will be dead.”

He went away, and the financier, greatly
alarmed at the curse, hastily called his secretary,
saying to himself, “I wag to die in three days,
did he say?”

“Did you see that man?” he asked the clerk
when he came.

“Yes?

“Call him back at once! Bring him herc
immediately !
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indestructible, would hardly be able to survive
this sudden turn in the politics of Europe. His
whole fortune was at stake. He is said to have
hastened anxiously to the Continent, to join
the English army and follow in its footsteps.
When at last it prepared for a decisive battle
at the southern boundary of the forest of
Soigne, Nathan Rothschild, who had hitherto
shrunk from the sight of blood, could no longer
control his impatience. He would not remain
in the rear of the troops,-but hurried feverishly
to the field and followed with his own eyes
from some higher ground, with anxious heart
and beating temples, his nerves strained almost
to the pitch of insanity, the great struggle for
the mastery of Europe.

In this terrible battle the fate of Napoleon’s
hundred-days’ empire was sealed for ever.
And before the defeated Emperor ordered the
- last desperate attack, in order, at whatever
loss, to break the enemy’s line and force it to
retreat by his guards, Nathan Rothschild turned
his back on the field of battle; he had seen
enough to convince him that Napoleon had
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