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PREFACE

We propoge, 1n the ensuing worh to open ont a Civile of Lafe—
Pictures from the Age of Napoleon

As far as relates to the plan of the wnter, lus desire 18 to present
historic truth 1n the of poetic 1mages, to furmish graphic por
traits, or ke David and Vernet in their compositions to intcr
weave all his fantasies with the web of truth  According as it
seems desirable to present to the view of the reader, at one time
scenery, at another charactenstics, at another opinions so will his
~ketches bear at one time the 1mpress of hstoric portraiture at gg-

r of romance, they will alternately b tragic and comic, they
contain fantases and traditions

The events of this one brief quarter of a century offer materials for
thought sufficient to employ the minds of men for a thousand years
t6 come These events were so great and wonderful, that we should
skn against humanmty in general did we consider them only as the
1esult of the actions of a single great man  Napoleon 19 only the
syperseryption of the century  The whole course of events did ndeed
gither around him from the year 17956 to 1815, but yct these were
88t 10 motion by an overwhelming combination of powerful minds
each one of which was perhaps gifted with as much force as the
genius of Napoleon Chaiacters and spints such as those of Mira
‘beau, Carnot, Koscrusko, Sidyes Talleyjrand Fouché—of the mar
shals of Napoleon, as well as of his enemies, Pitt, Mettermich, La
Charette, Stemn, Andreas Hofer, the Queen Lowsa of Prussia—to
name but a fcw out of many-—although they have not, indeed, pro
duced events of such gigantic dimenmons, have yet oxcrclsedp al
most as powerful an 1nfluence on the course of events One must
study history mm 1its minor episodes fully to apprehend the fact
that Bonaparte with lus gigantic powers of mind, was yet only the
accidental central point of the world 8 course, that it was not so
much ke who gathered events around himself, as the events which
clustered themselves around hwm If one comes to comsider with an
aftentive eye the events 1n La Vendee, 8t Domingo, bpamn Egypt,
the Tyrol—in Italy, Germany England, and Holland-—1t will be seen
that each has a separate history of 1ts own, 1n which Bonaparte can
hardly be said even to play the most promnent part But i how
partial a degree he was the lord of the world s history has becn
shown by hus fall

It » by no means our aim to write his Odyssey our design 18
rather to sketch a picture of the manners, circumstances, thoughts,
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apd charactcrs of lus tmi’, a picture of society at the commence
ment of a century winch bids fan to prove the most 1emarkable 1n
th¢ annals of the human race, for the geat woild ciisis 18 yet far
from bemg at an «nd there arc yet, in this portentous century,
questions of no less moment at stake than those which mvohe the
well.being, if not the vory existence of civilised gociety

In thus ventming upon the diffionlt task of depictaing this remark
able penod of the worlds n , the author can only adduce 1n
justification of his purpose, and 1 excuse for what may seem at first
sight a presumptuous undertaking, that he has had the good fortune,
1n later timos at least, to be able to obscive mdividually many of the
acling personages, that he has taken much pams 1n studving their
s veral characters and that innumcrable traditions ot this period
have been related to hum by cye witnesses He has, moreover de
voted the chief part of his Iife to the study of the best madern lis
toties, and has personally visitud many of the scenes of the most
remarkable occurrences, whilst he has ever sought earnestly to
frce his mund from those pohitical passions which 1mé¥itably obecure
the mental vimion  He has endcavoured, for the better compiehen
mon of his subyect, to place hamself m the position of a tiangwl
ramblel, who, resting ulﬁm the rwuins of Carthage looks back thought
fully upon the past ¢ cannot deny that, in spite of his eager
search for truth, much hw y.t 10mamned dark and inexphcable to
him but much also which had heretofore been dark, has he dis
covered buried bencath fragments, upon which History bas scarcely
dcemed 1t worth her while to bestow cven a contemptuous glance
‘Whether h1s abnhitics a1c cqual to the task he has undcrtaken, 18 not
for him to dcade, but thit hie uwll to seaach out tiuth has been
sincere—that he has done his bust to yjudge without perversion and
to dcpict with cleainces—the prescnt work wall testafy  He has only
collcd Imagination to dus help m order to sce Truth 1n 1ts entireness
It was, perbhaps unavoidable that at some times he should have
fatled to see things 1 then trucst hght, but he comforts himself with
the thought that ¢verything human 18 1mperfect

Conmdeiation for many hiving persons and cxisting famihes mnst
necessarily impede the full dcveloglment of some of these piciures,
hut not so much as to render 1t & difficult task for thinking readers
to supply what 1» wanting out of then own imagination

Whilst we a1e far fiom wishing in the present work to occupy
the teacher 8 charr, yet we would gladly present anew to the minds of
all parties, hving 1¢presentations of those rechless spinits whose
st PR 80 ANy secin onoe moic disposed to follow 1 bhnd and 1m
phaat trustfulness  “ With stupidaty even the gods stnve in vain,’
and now, a3 (vel, 1t would be well for those who are treading this

rilous path to study the lustory of the past, and to remember

at they “who sow the wind shall reap the ularhomd  We have
considered this expoution of om intentions as nccessarn to obwiate
musunderstanding and trust that we have here lad claam to
no higher pretensions than we mav be able to justih  And thus,
tiusting to meet wath fuirndly and indulgent reacders, we would ad
thum a hand farcwel



REMARKABLE EVENTS

THE CAREER OF NAPOLEON.

BOOK 1.

THE ROMANCE OF THE REVOLUTION.

MIRABIEAU AND MARIE ANTOINETTE

Tre period which we are now about to depict, by pre-
senting sketches of mndivadual histories before the eyes of
our readers, and showing thcir connection with the great
events which affecled the destinies of empires, is perhaps
one of the most important in the history of European
civilization.

MiraBEAU is one of the first boundary-stones of this
pertod With him began the destinies of the Revolution,
in him were embodied for the first time those new ideas
which overthrew the old world.

It 18 not our present aim to relate the history of thesc
revolutions, the effects of which we still feel in this our
own day. We would rather confine ourselves to the deli-
neation of some scattered portrarts and family ecenes, of
which this stormy period may form the background, and
thus seek to gain a clearer insight mto the character of the
principal men of that day, and to form-a juster estimate of
their modes of thinking and acting.

‘We must therefore pass lightly over well-known historic
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facts, and concern owselves chiefly with the famuly his-
tories of that eventful period—a period so rife 1n broken
hearts and lives of silent suffering. History, engrossed by
the great world-struggle, too often commits to oblivion
these minor incidents, forgetting that they mnot unfre-
gquently form the chief motive agents in those convulsions
which shake the kingdoms of the earth to their founda-
tions. We have, indeed, been told many interesting anec-
dotes of these domestic histories; and it has been allowed
that love and friendship, and even the petty workings of
minor passions, have not been altogether without their 1n-
fluence on the weightier occurrences of the world around
us; but yet we have too commonly been led to believe that
only great causes can produce great effects. so that, although
truly a glass of water inadvertently spilt was once the cause
of a bloody war, yet that so mighty a revolution as that
which has been progressing around us for the last fifty
years could only originate in a universal enlightenment of
the human race, in the discoveries of philosophers, and 1n
the development of new ideas concerning freedom and its
requirements.

‘We are not disposed at present to dispute tlns point
We will gladly leave each in possession of his own theory,
nor expect him to accept of ours as an exclusive 1evelation.
‘We do not wish to impose silence on the criticism of each
individual by a categorical quos ego; but this much we may
without presumption assert: that those great philosophical
discoveries which have in every age been considered as
more peculiarly the possession of enlightened minds-—those
theories of freedom which only give expression to the in-
nate desire for liberty that lurks in every human breast—
have too frequently been made the cloak for selfish in-
trigues, having a far other aim in view than either the
happiness or the freedom of the human race.

Some of the leading characters of this great drama have
opposed the voice of conviction and of custom to that of
passion, with more or less of firmness and resolution, but
all, without exception—and how natural this is to human
nature let each man's own heart declare—have received the
impress of their characters, and even of their very virtues
themselves, from the circumstances in which they were
placed, and the development of individual feehings. The
poor man, struggling for his daily subsistence, and he who
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was destitute, from whatever cause, of all that lends to
social life its agrémens and its charm, quickly became
cold stoie, a stern republican; whilst he who had been
nursed in the lap of luxury and the pleasures of dominion
remained an aristocrat and an advocate for arbitrary power.
The ambitious warrior would fain become a hero, whilst
those who in every struggle were defeated and dispersed
became prophets of evil, fanatical martyrs, wise men, who
wept over the world's errors, or scorners, who turned them
nto ridicule.

Amongst all the characters which were raised up at this
period, as instruments for the fulfilment of the mysterious
purpose of Providence, one of the most singular and the
most powerful was Mirabeau; and we have much reason
to believe that without hun the course of the Revolution
might have been far other than what 1t actually was. But,
in truth, it was not, as superficial observers have imagined,
his gigantic genius, his heart moved by strong passions
and “ardent philanthropy, which worked so powerfully on
the progress of events, but rather his personal misfor-
tunes, s individual desires, which set his stronger pas-
sions in motion. Nor 1s thus any disparagement to his
greatness; for that wlhich befel in his case befals in that of
almost every indnvidual of the human race The avalanche
which descends from the hill, m such devastating power, is
not the less great or the less powerful because 1t was the
falling branch of a rotten tree which first loosened it from
its hold Mirabeau still remains a great character, although
this character was drawn out by causes which were fre-
quently trivial, and too often even pitiful, and its noblest
features marred by the daring profligacy which has dis-
graced his memory. The mind of Mirabeau was not so
full of contradictions as has been generally supposed.
Nature knows no contradictions she solves them all har-
moniously. The Marquis de Murabeau of the old régime,
with his chivalrous inclinations and his loose habits of
thinking, his devotion to the court and to all the old
aristocratic virtues, was yet in all respects the very same
man whose ready pen and thundering eloquence spoke to
men of their “rights,” their “freedom,” and even dared
impiously to dictate, as it were, to his Creator, the “ Sys-
tem of Nature”! The world often sees differences where
there are none, and condemns the changes it perceives n a
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character as marks of double-dealing,.whilst perhaps it is
all the time omly its own want of clear-sightedness which
makes things seem double.

Mirsheau, like every man who yests on his own indepen-
dent judgment, had no party faith: he was neither a re-
publican nor a royalist. Reasonyand genius in gemeral are
of no party. All that we can deeidedly say of him is, that
he was a man of most impetuous passions. The court at
which he hved was well calculated to fan these passions
into a fearful flame Lows XVI. had not, it 18 true, in-
herited the dissolute manners of his fathers; but he had
inherited their eourt, their parasites, and the destimies of
their house. An atmosphere of sensuality pervaded every
apartment of the kingly palace. The King of ¥France was
king of pleasure. Men were accustomed both to expect
and receive it from him. All who came within the charmed
circle became intoxicated with enchantment. The royal
dwelling had been, from time immemorial, a palace of de-
light; and al who crossed its threshold were accustomed
to enjoy themselves. These court ladies and cavahiers
knew no other aim m life, sought no higher oceupation for
their time, than love-making, trifing if not demoralising
books, and the excitement of the pastoral dramsa. The
queen was expected to be the queen of one life-long, vmin-
terrupted feast; the king was looked up to by the eourtiers
who surrounded him only in proportion as ke catered fresh
pleasures to satisfy their pampered tastes. The dissolute-
ness of mammers at the courts of Louis XIV. and XV. has
ever been consydered one of the chief causes of the Revo-
Intion; but it 1s far from improbable that Loms XVI.
might have longer retained his throne had he allowed as
free a course to the prevalent corruption of the day as his
predecessors had done. In consequence of the natural
uprightness’ and simpliﬂclilﬁy of his character, Louis XVI.
favoured virtwe, prety, regularity of life, to a degvee
which was far from acceptable to the prevailing opinions of
the day, and thus conjured up against hamself all the hatred
of disappointed passion, and the intrigues and persecutaons
of his profligate courtiers. The ruling etiquette, whach
had heretofore been nothing but & screen behind the pro-
tection of which men had been in the habit of doing every-
thing that was contrary to the laws of morality and of reli-
gion, had now, mder Lowis XVI. become burdensome to
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all. They ceased to love a king whom they deemed top
narrou-munded to be able to comprehend the free habits of
thinking which were prevalent at his court—a court from
whose &rammels he was yet too weak to free himself. He
was sincerely devont; he strove with an honest mind to
fulfil the duties of goverament; and yet, when it came to
the point, he almost wholly neglected these duties, from
his deficiency in strength ot character, and brought to his
Creator no other or costher offering then that of his good-
will. Hence it naturally arose that he was the more hated
on account of his will to be a good king, the less power he
possessed to be a good king in deed

There can hardly be any room for doubting that the
manners of the French court were not unpleasmg to Marie
Antoinette Luxury, splendour, and, above all, that eti-
quette which was so full of the intoxicating imcense of
flattery, and which rocked the sovereign majesty in a blios-
fal dream of their own similitude to gods, was most grate-
ful to her feelings. She was frivolous in her tastes, often
ambiguous in her actions, and too frequently afforded to
her calumniators ground for scandal. Her husband was
too mndolent and unconcerned to seek to influence her con-
duct. The Emperor Joseph, her brother, was the only
strict censor whom Fate had given her. When he visited
Pans, he derided most unmereifully her-cosmetics and her
patches, her laced bodices and her riding habits; all the
useless and tasteless tinscl whach surrounded hor, and the
idolatrous homage which sho encouraged m those around
her. He laughed when, on oceasion of some unimportant
visit, one of the ladies-in-warting, forgetting some trifiing
point of etiquette, would stand overwhelmed with embar-
rassment. He used to compare all these strange appear-
ances and courtly formalities with the most laughable
things under the sun, and ceased not to turn them into
ridicule Acoustomed to the hard couch of a soldier, to go
about 1mm plain clothes, to talk to every one, to speak the
truth to everybody without ceremony, he appeared in the
midst of this corrupted court, palisadoed with Chinese
formality, like a barbarian from whose uncourtly love of
truth it was vamn to seek to escape. The painted ladies
of the court shot forth fire and flame agamnst him; his s1s-
ter became angry; even the king did not know how to take
his plain-dealing. Yet higher rose the indignation of the
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court when Joseph sallied forth in his gray great-coat, and
walked about the streets of Paris without either pomp or
retinue, or any of the insignia of lis rank; without either
runners or fore-riders; and yet produced an eflect which the
king with all his cortege had never yet produced; for the po-
pulace welcomed him with enthusiastic acclamations. Then
resounded in France, for the first time, that cry of “ Vive
Uempereur!” which a little later was Jestined to electrify the
whole nation. Almost everybody in Paris was of opinion
that this affable, philosophic, and simple-minded emperor,
would be 2 much more suitable king for France than Lous
XVI. Even the fish-women of Paris shared this opimon,
and manifested it openly by sending a deputation to offer
their homage to the emperor, who ‘“showered down his
gold with an open hand.”

Joseph's clear and upright understanding discerned at
a glance the whole condition of the French state. One
evening, when the acclamations of the people had accom-
pamed him to the very gates of the palace, and the court
had received him with the customary ceremonies, he took
occasiod, from the courtly congratulations which were of-
fered him on account of the enthusiasm which welcomed
him on every side, to endeavour to open the eyes of the
royal pair to the real state of affairs around them. The
burdensome formalities whose restraint had become so wea-
aisome to him, afforded him a welcome opportunity of ex-
pressing his opinmions with that inconsiderate frankness
which was peculiar to him.

«Might I be allowed to offer my candid opinion on all
these matters?” said the emperor to Louis XVI.

‘With a smile of embarrassment, Louis sought to conceal
his dissatisfaction. He had already suffered so frequently
from the unwelcome candour of his imperial brother-in-law;
he had so often, with his measured politeness, cut but a
poor figure when brought into close encounter with the
sound good sense and natural wit of the emperor, that he
trembled at this announcement, lest he should be about to
suffer from some new indiscretion. For indiscretion, ac-
cording to the manners of that age of etiquette which pre-
ceded the Revolution (that rococo period, which Hogarth
has #q admirably depicted with all its vice and littleness),
indiscretion was everything that came from the heart;
everything that attacked the faults of others, or aimed at
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their improvement. This period, entrenched behind all
its formalities and fashionable courtesies, was so strongly
guarded against truth, that it was an almost unheard-of
thing for any one to venture on forcing these entrench-
ments, and no offence was less readily forgiven than a dis-
play of this inconvenient eandour.

Joseph the Second, who resolutely seized every oppor-
tunity to further the cause of goodness and of truth to the
utmost extent of his power, did not allow himself to be
checked by the discouraging aspect of his brother-in-law or
the reproving glances of his sister, but addressed the king
thus abruptly:

“My dear brother, it pains me to see that you are not
accustomed to any demonstrations of enthusiasm on the
part of your people; and yet, if there be any monaich
whose goodness of heart and honesty of purpose would
well deserve these tokens of applause, it is, sire, yourself,
Why does this nation receive its king 1n silence? Why does
no voice of rejoicing greet his approach? It was an enig-
ma, sire, to me before I came to France You have here a
nation under your rule which has raised itself by its own
exertions to a degree of civilization which I have vainly
sought to attain amongst my own subjects by my utmost
efforts You have in 1nch abundance all those things in
which my states are deficient’ institutions for the culture
of every species of science, a flourishing industry, a bloom-
Ing art, active sarans, talents and abilities of every kind m
plenty But this overflowing wealth, this superfluity of
intrinsic powers and of all the elements of life, needs acti-
vity; requires to be united to an energetic state-life, and to
be under the direction of a powerful government. Thus
alone might France through its moral power become a new
Rome But you have retreated mto a sort of private life:
a fashion which your predecessors introduced from their
love of ease, and which degrades the king to be nothing
more than a maitre de plaisir for his people. You have cut
yourself off 8o entirely from your subjects by an injurious
ceremonial, that they look upon you almost as 2 stranger.
‘Whilst no Frenchman, no matter how high be his rank or
station in society, can contrive to tell you the most trifing
trath; whilst all the wishes of your people, the cry of the
starving, the despair of the hopeless, only reach you by the
most circuitous route; whilst you are sarrounded by de-
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ception on cvery side, the voice of scandal yet knows well
how to find access to your most secret chambers I must
own to your majesty, with deep sorrow, that as I wandeied
1n disguise through the Parisian coffee houses, many things
were told me concerming jour and my sister s private lite
which proved to me, that those whe allow no sunbeam of
truth to light on their anointed heads a1e too often made
subjects of scorn to their people ’‘Lhis state of affans 1s
also, not without its peril to your throne, for I have 1e
marked, that, whilst 1t 13 my constant object to impress
upon the most subordinate of my employes, that ke 1the my
self 18 a scrwant, not a lovd of the people, the I'rench have
already begun to discover that the kingly dignity, unaccom
panied by the power of sntue and of talent, 15 an empt)
bugbear, whilst greedy cormoiants, m th¢ name of the
divine nght of kings, 1ule the state to the profit of their
famahies and then favourites, and degrade the sovereign to
& mere creatuie of then intrgues

The emperor paused Lows \ VI paralysed by smprise
and vexation, 1emamed silent Whilst Marie Antoinette,
glowing with shame and anger. vainly sought to interrupt
her brother, Joseph turned quichly towards her, and saxd—

“ And you madame, how much do I compassionate you,
that, seated on the fanest throne the world has to bestow,
you can find no better employment for your tume than that
of dissipating 1t m the frivolous tinsel of a scandalous lux-
ury! Blinded by vanity, you seek to be the 1idol of this
Joyous people, mstead of striving to be, as you ought, its
good gemus Instead of introducing at this court more
simple manners and a more coirdial tone, and thus tacihi-
tating the mutual understanding between the French na
tion and their kung, 1nstead of seeking out the dwellings of
the muserable, and theie learning that a French queen has
no tume for heartless pleasuie, you have cultivated a taste
for the frivolous customs of high society, beneath whose
false shadow you conceal your good heart and blameless
hfe, whilst the people, unaccustomed to look below the sur-
face, imagine that nought but evil 1s veiled beneath that
frivolous exterior. Thus are you 1n dange: of losing your
good name, and with 1t you lose ever) »

Lags XVI. was conscious of the good mtentions of the
emperor. Altheugh by no means gifted with any extra-
ordinary degree of understanding, he still could not but
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feel thgt the emperor was acting contrary to his ownr mte-
rests, inasmuch as he, mnstead of secking by flattery to
overreach the king, as other princes and diplomates would
have done, gave him adwvice which was as offensive as 1t
was well-meant. But even the yery circumstance, that the
good mtentions of the empeior put 1t out of his power to
be angry with him, wounded his pride more deeply than
if the same things had been samd with a malicious design
Like all weak rulers, he preferred rather to be decenved
than to be awakened from his dream of peace and secunty.
Therefore, when Marie Antoinette took upon herself to
reprove her biother for hus want of courtesy, und observed
that he had gained nothing in politeners since his accession
to the throne of the Kaisers, Lomis einbraced the oppor-
tunity to mterrupt the conversation, by saying good-
humouredly, although 1 a somewhat proud and decided
tone—

“ You have, doubtless, sire, made acquaintance with the
Abbe de YEpée How de you hike lnm” I should think
he must be a nian after your own heart.”

* Indeed he 1s,” rephed Joseph, with a sigh, as he looked
sorrowfully upon the king, who, he plainly perceived. was
too weak to bear the wholesome mnxim of truth  “ He s
a noble and glorous man I have sought lus counsel, and
hope to benefit by his expenience when I return to my own
kingdom But I have also visited those abodes of misery
which are the scenes of lus unwearied benevolence, and I
have found that more mnsery exists i France than is com-
patible with the securty of your crown.”

When Marie Antoinette perceived that 1t was vam to
seek to divert her brother’s mind to any other subject, she
hastily put an end to the conversation by saymg, as she
rose fiom her seat, “ It is time to go to the theatre. I hope
your majesty will do us the honour to accompany us, and
permit us to share the*applause which your appearance
will doubtless excite. It will help to dissipate your bypo-
chondria, and reconcile us to your somewhat too German
opennass The king, I have no doubt, has already forgiven
the eccentricity of your imperial manners, but I am not
quite as good-natured as he 1s.”

Thus ended the conversation. Joseph ceased to molest
the royal pair wath any further waverings; but his sarcasms
were only the more unsparing in his intercourse with the
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courtly puppets who formed his sister’s court. Their laced
bodices, which he eompared to cuirasses, their riding-
habits, their formality, their grimaces, were occasions of
unfailing derision to the imperial censor. At last he left
the court, and Louis XVI. thanked heaven that this bur-
densome visit was at an end, and that he was once more
Jree; whilst all the court ladies prorounced this barbarian
emperor to be perfectly unbearable.

It is difficult to pronounce what amount of evil nught
have been averted from the kingdom of France and from
her royal house, had the counsels of the good Joseph been
attended to. His visit to Paris soon, however, left no other
trace behind than a multitude of anecdotes relating to his
popularity and his mconvenient frankness. Lowms XVI
remained in a state of passive tranquillity, insensible to
the great movement which was going oun in the minds
around him, whilst Marie Antoinette quickly forgot her
brother's good advice, which had so deeply wounded her
sensitive vanity. Her noble heart, her strictly moral
education at the court of Maria Theresa, always preserved
her from sinking amidst the general corruption; and her
really mnocent, though frivolous diversions only furnished a
ground for suspicion to the most decided scandal-mongers
In the midst of a round of intoxicating pleasures, in the
midst of the dcceitful adoration of a hollow court, Marie
Antoinette felt a solitude of heart which her attachment to
her royal partner could not altogether supply She allowed
herself to be carried away by the gaieties of the court; she
sipped the intoxicating cup of flattery which was daily
presented to her; but she did so only because in France
she missed that treasure which even the might of a French
king could not secure to her—deep-feeling German hearts
‘When memory, as by the touch of an enchanted wand,
brought before her the beautiful home of her youth, the
cordial good-nature of the Austrian people, their undis-
sembled and true-hearted attachment to every member of
their sovereign's family, a feeling of depression would steal
over her spirit, and a consciousness that neither the fair
kingdom which she ruled, nor that royal nuptial couch
which in a few short years was to be dyed with her blood,
was sufficient to compensate her for all she had sacrificed
when she gave up her German home. Hence it arose that
she was ever on the look-out for diversions, for amusement,
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for little love affairs, in which she would play the part of
the love-and-constancy-protecting fairy; and this also led
her to mix herself up in family affairs, which a right-minded *
woman should ever seek to avoid, unless on those rare
occasions when by mingling in them she can remove causes
of domestic dispensation and reconcile divided hearts.
These, in themselves, harmless occupations not unfre-
quently assumed an appearance of evil, in one of her light
and thoughtless character, and thus afforded ample mate-
rials to the tongue of slander. People would have it that
they had seen the queen walk out by night in disguise; and
m truth she did particularly enjoy these nightly prome-
nades, when, unwatched, as she fondly deemed, by malicious
eyes, fieed from all the chains of etiquette, she sought for
a few brief moments to enjoy that happiness which is free
to all who have not the unhappiness to wear a crown.

It was natural, however, that a court at which the most
dissolute manners were prevalent should have been little
disposed to look upon these adventurous dispositions of
the queen as mere harmless diversions; and thus unde-
served blame became attached to the name of Marie
Antoinette Many of the courtiers were encouraged, fron»
these circumstances, to treat her with a marked attention
and an unseemly familiarity of manner. Amongst those
who sought with the most empressement to win her favour
was the Marqus de Mirabeau. Of unprepossessing appear-
ance and unattractive manners, Mirabeau was well aware
of his deficiencies, and knew that his claims to the favour
of the other sex were but small. Still the consciousness
of his intrinsic superiority, of his genius and his fame,
caused him to overlook these defects, or at least to under-
rate their importance. With the self-confidence of a man
conscious of superior abilities, he arrogantly laid claim to
a sort of universal homage. It seemed to him not o
natursal, but fitting, that in all societies he should be made
the object of distinguished attention; and least of all was
his ambitious mind disposed to except the queen from the
number of his admirers: her, above all others, did he wish
to see enchained to the triumphal car of his genius. With
a morbid sensitiveness, he fancied that she did not pay him
the attention he deserved; and in proportion as his pre-
tensions increased did his wounded vanity foster in his
breast a passion such as none but a Mirabeau could have

B
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conceived. Too proud to betray his weakness to the eyes
of the world, he sought to veil his passion by continually
holding forth against the habits and manners of the queen.
She was constantly made the butt of his wit, which was
inexhaustible in the invention of biting sarcasms. He
spared neither her character, her person, nor her descent
By a strange perversion of human feelings, his passion
only showed itself by the most persevering malice As he
was ever surrounded by a little circle of admirers, all his
witty sayings were carefully treasured up and rapidly eir-
culated. All this was made known to the queen by some
of her faithful servants; and she resorted to the king with
a request that he would command the marquis to retire
from the court Whenever she saw him, she treated him
with lofty digmity and cold disdain Mirabeau was not
slow in plotting his revenge; for his influence had become
80 predominant at court that the queen was powerless
against him. This struggle was flattering to his vamty;
nothung could-afford him greater satisfaction than to mnspire
the queen with fear, to cause her to feel that there was a
might beyond that of royalty—the might of gemmus But
even this was not enough to satisfy the eravings of his
vn.m::iy He was determined that the woman who had

to treat his strange courtship with merited disdain
should be made deeply to feel her own weakness. To
accomplish this end, he wove an infernal plot with cold-
blooded malice.

Monsieur de Serniage, captain of the royal guard, ap-
peared to him a man well smted to s purpose The
gueen had on many occasions treated him with distinguished

vour, and shown a marked interest in his welfare. His
mpossessing appearance, his amiability and good-nature,

rendered him a special favourite with the female sex,

and had especially made a very deep impression on Made-

moiselle de Beaufort, to whom he hed now been for some

time betrothed. The queen showed so deep an interest in

this connection, that Mirabeau resolved to turn her sym-

for the young couple into a deadly weapon for the

ction of her good name. He began by persuading

the good captain, who was not overburdened with wisdom,
that the gueen was in love with him herself.

believed it, and the queen’s cordial demeanour towards hum

confirmed him .in his madness. He became cold and re-
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served towards his betrothed. She, deeply wounded, tarned
to the queen for comfort and besought her mediation. The
day for the wedding had been already fixed, but Mademoisello
de Beaufort quickly perceived that her betrothed was seek-
ing to loosen the bond which nmted them to ore another
rather than desirous to confirm 1t Marie Antoinette with
affectionate tenderness compassionated the sorrow of her
voung friend; and as courtly etiquette forbade her sum-
moning the captain to a confidential interview at the paiace,
she decided on appointing him a solitary rendezvous in the
garden of the Tuileries. The captain, whose reason was
completely bewildered, resorted to the spot at the appointed
hour, having previously dared to send a letter to the queen
through Madame de Brilliere, expressing the ardour of
lus attachment. The queen, amazed and distressed beyond
measure, hastened to the spot, in order to awaken the un-
fortunate man from his dream of madness, and restore him,
if possible, to lis faithful brnde. He no«ooner saw her,
however, than he cast himself at her feet, and even ven-
tared to seize her hand and press it to his lips. The
queen, who now perceived the false position in which she
head been placed by her thoughtless good-nature, burst into
tears, and was unable to utter a word. Im this situation
she was surprised by Mademoiselle de Beaufort, to whom
Mirabeau had betrayed everythmg Blinded by jealousy,
she mistook the good intentions of the q®een, who, wounded
by her bearing, hastily retreated from the spot, without
condescending to enter into any explanation of the scene.
The consequence of this was, that Mademoiselle de Beau-
fort gave up her lover, who took the matter so composedly
that the court looked upon it as a proof that the queen
had received his homage not unfavourably. Mirabeau
turned this occurrence to his own profit in a most disgrace-
ful manner. He immediately circulated a satirical poem,
filled with the most cruel persifiage against his royal mis-
tress. At thé same time he persecuted her by using his
utmost efforts to cross her path wherever she sought for
solitude. In every direction she was sure to stumble on
Mirabeau, who followed her like an evil genius, and fixed
upon her glances which expressed at the same time hatred
and jealousy, passion and malicious joy.

One evening she encountered him in a remote quarter
of the royal gardens. Instead of retreating as usual from
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her presence, with an ironically respectful greeting. full of
exaggerated reverence, he this time remained standing be-
fore her, as if bound by some irresistible enchantment

The distarbance of spirit evinced by his victim, her evident
distress, gradually produced a violent emotion in his own
mind, which caused him entirely to forget himself and all
that was due to rank and station, as well as the most ordi-
nary rules of prudence, which were far more important in
h1s eyes than those of morality. The queen, who had begun
to find her position unbearable, and longed to free herself
once and for ever from the basilisk glance of her persecu-
tor, could no longer resist the temptation to give free vent
to her indignation against Mirabeau. For a few moments
she looked at him steadfastly, whilst her eyes flashed with
scorn, and she trembled in every limb. At length she
became more composed, and stepping hastily forward, thus
addressed him:—

* Wherefore,do you thus persecute me, Monsieur de
Mirabeau? Wherefore do you lay traps for me on every
side? Wherefore watch my steps with such culpable sus-
picion? What have you to reproach me with that you will
not leave me in the quet enjoyment of a peaceful con-
science, but pursue my steps like an evil genius, when I
am indulging myself in the most innocent enjoyments;
enjoyments which I confess that I peculiarly prize because
they are not ordinarily considered compatible with the for-
maf dignity of royal etiquette®”

As the vivacious Marie Antoinette thus spoke, her cheeks
glowed, her voice trembled, and her whole bearing was less
that of an offended queen than of a child whose pleasures
had been interrupted by a severe schoolmaster.

Mirabeau felt perplexed, overwhelmed. He was con-
founded by this vehement expression of feeling on the
part of the queen, this total oblivion of her dignity as a
sovereign in the expression of her wounded feelings as a
woman. He for the first time felt conscious of the dis-

part he had been playing. His spiteful malice,
his revengeful feelings, his bitter scorn, all forsook him.
The corrupt passion which had long influenced all his
actions now showed itself under a new light. Stammering,
trembling, and confused, he felt his thoughts wander, a
sort of frensy seemed to possess him, and casting himself
at her feet, he exclaimed—
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*«Condemn me, madame, as you will; trample me beneath .
vour feet; I love you!” .

For a single moment Marie Antionette stood as if petri-
fied. Astonishment, anger, and contempt, were alternately
depicted in her countenance; and with a mqvement of
haughty dignity she was about to turn her back upon the
bold offender, and deliver him up to merited chastisement,
when suddenly her womanly anger yet more than her na-
tmal good-nature triumphed over the impulse of offended
dignity, and looking with a sort of disdamnful pleasure on
her crushed cnemy, she said—

“How'-—you love me? In truth I can find no words
sufficiently strong to express my surprise at your strange
Mesumption.  Doubtless, you would say that you love me
a5 a subject loves and ever should love his queen, the wife
of s -overeign, but tell me, Monsieur de Mirabeau, if
you love me thus, how comes 1t that you have ever taken
dehght iIn amnung at my character the shafts of your ma-
licious wit” How comes it that you have invented and
circulated amongst the people the most detestable anec-
dotes concerning me; anecdotes which represented me in
the light of a Messalina® How comes 1t that my eveming
walks for the purpose of innocent recreation have been
represented to the king in the hight of culpable levities?
that my delight in trymng to make others happy, in seeking
to reconcile divided hearts, and bringing back to the path
of duty those who had wandered from it, has been placed
in an insulting point of view? that 1n consequence of your
scandalous hbels I have been surrounded with spies, my
own walting-women alienated from me, and compelled by
promnses and threats to retail my every action? How
comes 1t, Monsieur de Mirabeau, that a subject who loves
me has induced my confidential fmend, Madame de Bril-
liére, by means of flattery and unworthy artifices, to pre-
sent me with the homage of one whom Ihad indeed treated
with peculiar kindness, but on whom I had not surely thus
conferred a right to insult me and to abase me in my own
eyes? How comes it that snares have been laid for me on
every side, and the degradation of a beloved queen has been
insolently sought? Speak, Monsieur de Mirabeau, and
Jusu{y yourself if you can.”

Mirabeau did not dare even to raise his eyes towards the
angry queen, who stood like a chastising seraph, whilst she
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Anst upon him glances of mingled scormn and contempt.
With a cold shudder he perceived that the burnmng fever
which had barried him on in his remorseless course had
left lum, and he realised the disgraceful, the contemptible
position he occupied i the presence of her he had long
considered his deadly foe. He attempted st length to
escape from his embarrassing position by having recourse
to lies; and confiding m the weakness and vamtv of a
woman's heart, from which he deemed even a queen was
not exempt, he said to her 1n an agitated tone—

« Never, madame, have I been guilty of acting thus; and
if, indeed, I have ever so far transgressed the bouunds of
that reveremace which I feel for your royal person as to en-
croach upon your solitude, I did so only under the mflu-
ence of a passion which, 1t 15 known to all, has wrecked
the strongest minds.”

“You deny 1it, then?” said the queen, firmly, wlilst a
half-malicious smile played around her hips “You con-
feas that all the reports which have been spread concerning
nie are scandalous and unfounded? Speak, sir, if you
P em-"

Mirabeau, in truth, completely bewildered by his passion,
mistook the queen's emotion; he imagmed that the viva-
cious and almost joyous tone in which she uttered these
words offered some encouragement to his hopes. Dazzled
by his foolish vanity, he thought that it now lay in his own
power to win the favour of the queen He therefore replied
1n a tone of enthusastic passion, as he raised towards her
his clasped hands—

“I not only deny it, most gracious queen, but with my
sword am I ready to defend you against every vile calum-
niator!” .

“Listen 0 him, I beseech you!” said the queen, turning
suddenly round towards Madame de Brilliére, who at that
moment approached, holding in her hand a dark-lantern,
the light of which she allowed to fall on the countenance
of Mirabeau. ‘Listen to the eonfession of this miserable
wretch, who owns himself to be a calumniator, nasmuch
as be calls his own inventions calumniss/ Depart, unhappy
mam! yeou are unworthy even of my anger!”

Thus saying, Marie Antomette retired, leaving Mirabeau
still upen las knees, but mn a state of mund which was des-
tined to be the spring of a fearful vengeance. From that
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hour forward Mirabean became in truthk that which he had
hitherto only sought to appear—the bitterest enemy of the
queen  Not long afterwards appeared the * Corresm
dence between Mane Antomette and her Mother the
press " a scandalous manual of gallantry, which was, not
without reasom, attnbuted to the mahice of the Marqus de
Mirabeau

THE TRAGEDY OF IA VENDEE.

Tm Marqms of Chgnv was a genuine royalist, an old off-
shoot of the 8o called qood times ot the ancient monarchy
He¢ had attined his forticth vcar  and having, as he sad,
dismissed all 1dle passions, had taken the calm voice of
reason as the guide of his hite 'Thismeant, in reality, that
m evervthing he undertook he no longer followed the 1m-
pulses of his heart, which 1n his case was no very dithcult
task, fo1 hus heart had long ceased to make itself heard
In his character were 1eflected all the * good character
1sties and principles ot the monaichy He was heart and
soul a statesman, and prnded himselt justly on having formed
himself atter the great models of Richelieu and Mazarnn
With the aid of his sophistical intelleet, he embodied the
principles of these two great historic characteis into a sys-
tem, which, 1n fact, only constituted a defimite embodiment
of the state policy that had governed France for the last
one hundred years

He had occasional access to the king, who, atthough at
heart truly attached to far different principles, was yet not
11l pleased when a sophist such as Chgny undertook to
Justity a policy whieh his own conscienee but too often con-
demned, whilst, at the same time, he was deficient mn that
strength of character which 18 necessary 1n order to effect
& change 1n a course of things that has been long estab-
hished Those who lay to the charge of weak monarchs all
the nuseries endmied by the peoble under thewr rule, would
do well to remember that the admmmstration of the system
rests not m thewr hands The Marquis of Chgny con-
stdered himself m duty bound to admire every action of
the government and the court The exisaing order of
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things was the deity he served, the ruling power lus idol,
towhich he paid unbounded homage and 1dolatrous worship.
He knew no more of God and of religion than the Encyclo-
pedists chose to tell him; for it was long since any other
Godhead had been honoured at the court of France, save
the kingly idol who had honours and emoluments to be-
stow, and in whose power 1t lay to forward the welfare of
every empty sycophant.

The king was conversing one day, as was his wont, with
the Marquis of Cligny, on the subjects which, for the last
fifty years, it had been the fashion to discuss at court The
marquis used his utmost endeavours to pervert the mind
of the king, which had naturally a rehigious tendency, to-
wards that cold, atheistic creed which had been generally
adopted by his ministers and the greater number of lus
courtiers.

«“ And if, as you say,” replied the king, shuddering,
¢ there be no God, who then has made all these things®”

* How can we tell?” said Cligny. ¢ The secret powers
of Nature; the universe is in itself anl eternal, reproductive

ower."”
P If that be the case, then can no state of reward or of
punishment be in store for our good or our evil actions;
then can there be no duties for a monarch to fulfil, except
to follow the dictates of human prudence.”

 That, sire,” replied the marquis, *is the conclusion I
would draw. With the present life it 1s that our concern
lies; that beyond the grave is regulated, I conceive, accord-
ing to certain unchanging laws of nature, which we can
neither alter nor evade. The sovereign, exalted far above
the passive masses of creation, has no other duties to fulfil
than those which policy prescribes to him for the sake of
his own interest; for in him are represented the interests
of the whole community. In his personalone do they centre;
and thence it follows that to this great head must all indi-
vidual interests be sacrificed, if need so require.”

« A fearful and a heartless doctrine,” replied the king.
* What ground would the subjects have for obedience to
their sovereign, if they wete deprived of their faith, and led
to adopt this profligate philosophy of which you speak?”

« And which is that, sire, of your ministers, without which
theg could not govern your kingdom, protect your throme,
or defend you traitors and from rebels. It is indeed
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trae that it would not be for the well-being of the state if
religion were to be altogether annihilated; therefore it is
that we keep up the priesthood and the churches, and en-
force the laws of morality, becuuse we would fain guide the
people by the leading-strings of their superstitions.”

Although Louis XVI. imnstinctively shrank back from
these blasphemous doctrines, yet the weak prince forgave
the marqus his bold expression of opinions which he knew
but too well were long prevalent at his court, and pervaded
every department of the state, which was consequently
governed by the same cold Machiavehan policy that had
ruled France since the days of Richelien The tinth was,
that Cligny could ill be spared He had long been one of
the most constant hangers-on of the royal house, and had
given mnnumerable proofs that he considered the person of
the king his deity, on whom alone he sincerely believed,
ll:ect‘tiuse he saw him, and received benefits visibly fiom lus

ands.

But in 1789, when royalty shook to its foundations, and
the law-giving, ruling power passed to other hands, then the
Marquis of Cligny truly in no wise changed his principles-
he only served as zealously his new divinity, the House of
Representatives, and believed no longer on the king, whose
power ceased to be visible, and from whose hands he could
no longer receive benefits without at the same time incur-
ring peril. The same ideas, the same principles, the same
characters, and even the very same persons, who liad been
the main props of the fallen power, were those who most
zealously served the new one which succeeded it, when they
saw it rising up in the fulness of its youthful vigour 'The
same principles which had induced them blindly to serve
& weak monarch, led them unhesitatingly to transfer their
allegiance to whatever power reigned supreme. Theynow
conspired against the king with the same zeal with which
they formerly conspired against the people, and used the
same means of state policy to confirm the new power that
they had used in former days to preserve, or (might we not
rather say?) to undermine the old.

In La Vendée, however, the hearts of the people still
clung to their ancient prejudices; they still feared god and
the king, and did not wish to give up either. They destred
to free the king from his imprisonment in Paris, and he
received from them innumerable assurances of devotion to
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his cause, and offers of help from numbers who professed
themselves ready to die in his defence.

Amongst the leaders of these fermenting masses, who
were prepared to rush on Paris, one of the most noted was
a Marqums of Chaulien, a young man full of enthusiasm,
who clung with old-fashioned credulity to that form of go-
vernment which he deemed to be of God's appointment.
This young man had a noble, unsuspecting, and devout
heart, he was inexperienced enough in the arts of the
Richelieu state policy not to believe mn its existence, and
treated as scandalous fables all that he was told of 1ts prin-
ciples and mode of action He possessed a property in La
Vendée, and was umted to a young and lovely wife, of
sensitive temperament and ‘great ambition, and withal en-
dowed more largely than her husband with the grace of
personal charms and mental accomplishments It so hap-
pened that this character, united to a want of steadfastness
m principle, rendered the Marchioness of Chaulieu acces-
sible to the flattering homage of gayer and more lively
men, while she felt discontented and unhappy by the side
of her grave, enthusiastic husband, whom she considered
to be far more addicted to patriotic fantasies than was suit-
able in a youthful bridegroom.

Cligny, as a zealous servant of the new power, had pos-
sessed himself of all this information; and, in the true
spirit of his great models, he founded thereon a devilish
plan for the destruction of the loyal enthusiast, who was
labouring with the utmost energy of his character to restore
the monarchical power There was at this period in a
prison of Paris a young man of a handsome, dashing ap*
pearance, who had committed several forgeries He was
well known to the Marquis of Cligny as an accomplished
villain, who, by means of successful intrigues, had perpe-
trated an unheard-of amount of disgraceful treachery This
was the tool whom Cligny selected for his purpose

“Would you like to become a rich proprietor in La
Vendée ?” said he to the young rhan

The latter rephed, as was natural, that nothing could be
more agreeable to him.

“ Very well,” said the marquis. “ You must set off at
once for La Vendée, and when arrived there, make the ac-
quaintance of the Marquis of Chaulieu, who is at present
trying to sell a part of his property, in order to intrigus

a'
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against the new foim of goveinment and 1ewstate the an-
cient monaichical despotisin  He 1> a man of slendex
ability, but of great energy, and of an unbending character,
and he 15 not altogether pleasing to lus wife Now, you
must make 1t youmr busmess to win the attections and gamn
the confidence of this lady, to finygl out by her means her
husband s secrets and the undeitalings he may have mn
hand and to foil them bv every possible means Youmust
do your utmost to empple his property, to get hun mto
joul own powel, and to gamm ultimately the tull possession
of his wite

The unprmeipled wietch gladly embiaced the opportu-
nity thus afforded hum of displaying his talent for base vil-
lany bctore such an evperlenced judge as Cligny  He set
out for Picquerille, the 1esidence of the Marquis of Chan
heu, without loss ot time, well provided with the neccssary
funds, and quite 1eady to comme nee his operations But the
schemung genius of Cligny could not rest satisfied with thas
single means of accomplishing his object He became
acquamnted with a joung girl named Julie Deblanche,
lovely 1 person, but utterly destitute of primciple with a
poetic temperament, though uncultivated nund, and con-
cealing the subtlety of a serpent bencath the semblance of
guileless mnocence Hexr position was a miserable and
degraded one This was the instiument sclected by Chigny
for the further accomplishment of s designs, and to her
he thus addressed himself —

“ I commiserate your unhappy lot, and feel that, endowed
as you are with many noble qualities, you deserve a better
fate A happier caree:r 1s now open to you, but you must
be ready to act a part the termunation of the 10mance
will, howevei, rest with yourself, and you will have every
opportumty of becoming, if you please, a rich and distin-
guished lady ”

Julie, 1t may 1eadily be concerved, did not require much
pressing on the occasion, but mged Chgny to put her in
possession of tull particulars of the circumstances attend-
g the position in which he offered to place her Chgny
at first affected reserve, and it was only by degrees that
he allowed the secret to be extracted from him “ The
whole affair,” smd he at last, “1s very mmiple. All you
have to do s to bring & madmen to his semses He1s s
young man who 15 plotung treason agamnst the govern-
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ment. It is true, he is already mairied, but s wife is
not very devoted in her attachment to him. You must
seck to dissuade him from his undertakings, and in so
doing will perform a good work, for which your reward 1s
sure. As the wife of this man has so lttle regard for
him, and is already under the influence of another, 1t will
doubtless rest with yourself to occupy her place us Mar-
chioness of Chaulieu, and should this scheme fail, you
shall receive from me twenty thousand francs as the re-
ward of your heroic deed ” .

Julie set out for Picqueville with a letter of intiroduec-
tion, which she hastened to present to Joli, the agent of
Cligny, through whose means she was to be mmtioduced
into the house of the marquis. Joli had already made
wonderful progress in his intimacy with this farmly. He
found no difficulty in persuading the marchioness to take
Julie, “ the destitute orphan of an old officer,” as governess
to her infant children. With wonderful facility she ac-
commodated herself to her new position. Although her
stock of knowledge was but slender, her tenderness of
manner and her wonderful tact seemed to render her
admirably fitted for her office  She won the hearts of the
whole family by her gentleness, her quiet, retiring man-
ner, and the charm of her musical talents The marquis
felt himself drawn towards her by the influence of com-
passion as well as of admiration, and, almost unconsciously
to himself, this artful and fascinating creature began to
exercise a powerful influence over his mind.

In the mean time the hively Joli had made equal pro-
gress towards the accomplishment of hy part of the
scheme. As a neighbouring proprietor, he had gained a
regdy access to the domestic circle of the marquis. His
sprightly humour, the lively sallies of his wit, enlivened
pboth the marquis and his wife; and the re of the for-
mor for this housefriend was fully equal to that of his wife.
‘Whilst the latter found in Joli a r sympathizer with her
sentimental feelings, the marquis grateful 10 him for
the amusement he afforded him by his humorous conver
sation; and it was, besides, no small comfort to him that
his wife had some one who could help her to beguilg: the
monotony of her country life; for, ta own the tyilh, hee
excitable mind had often wearied him not a little

The news from the capjtal. pegame, however, in the
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mean while, each day more formidable Whilst the go-
vernment became increasingly under the donunion of all
the republican virtues; whilst, according to all appearance,
the Age of Reason had begun, and this false goddess had
usurped the place of religion in dictating laws to humanity;
one scene of terror after another, intrigues and conspira-
cies without end, upnsings of the people on every side, all
bore witness to the fact, that a very dufferent system was
really 1n operation from that which the new social theories
of the day appeared to prescribe. Ancient vices, ancient des-
potisms, ancient funaticism, only changed names and forms,
to lead men more securcly to their destruction People
went forth rejoicing to welcome the rising sun of Freedom,
which was to usher in a new Age of Reason and Enhght-
enment: they dreamt not that the greatest horrors of the
Age of Despotism were stepping forth in their fullest de-
velopment, whilst veilled beneath the toga of republican
virtue The base hypocrites misused the noblest eleva-
tion of the spirits of men for their own selfish purposes.
The Marquis of Chaulicu wept over his country, and drew
together a band of conspirators, amongst whom he ad-
mitted Joli, who gave himself out for a good and honest
royalist By this means Cligny was placed in possession
of full information concerning all the proceedings of the
future head of the insurgents who dared to risc against
the blood-thirsty monster, the new-born Freedom.

Strange tales have been related of the wonderful doings
in La Vendée; but the fearful stories of crime in families,
from which these deeds took their rise, have often escaped
the notice of the historian. And yet this was the very
source and spring of them all, from the heroic conduct of
the brave La Charette to the cruelties practised by the
common Chouans. The working of individual passions,
ever the most powerful lever in the history of the human
race, acquired recedented power in consequence of the

. hideous policy of the revolutionary party, which drove its
gietims almost to the extreme of frenzy. During a suc
osssion of so-called chivalrous ages at the court of France,

of passion, and its not-to-be-computed influence
in general, became well known by experience.
The: ledged exercised by royal favourites had
familisgined all m&‘m influence. The nimbus of regal
power disappeared, the slsud which had veiled all the
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actions of royalty was dispelled, and it was seen that the
king upon his throne was a man even as others Then 1t
was that the thought suggested itsclf to the new rulers of
the age, to turn these instruments of power, these human
passions, to their own account They had learnt to know
the weaknesses of the great; they determined to avail
themselves of them, 1 order to rule those whose ambition
it was to rule the world Thus arcse that fiendish policy,
which in truth was not & creation of the Revolution, but
was formed by it into a new system, which was too often
e:l:emmt,emd by its opponents on its own vicious princi-
ples.

These arts were first exercised to their fall extent in La
Vendée. Both sides sought to corrupt the people. The
emigrants used the old weapons of intrigue, whwch the
Richelieus of politics had first suggested, and which were

in truth the only ones fitted for those who had long been
enervated by the corrupt atmosphere of a court which had
lived solely for pleasure. Whilst the monarchy was gra-
dually going to rain, an ever-increasing noxous brood,
that of spies and forgers of plots, was ading itself
throughout the length and breadth of the land, and insi-
nuating itself even into the bosoms of families. Pomsenous
parasites, such as those who had fastened themselves on
the Marquis of Chaulieun, had taken root likewise i almeost
cvery family of note. They gradually overgrew the whole
domesti¢ life, drew the sap from its very heart’s blood, and

utterly destroyed, often after a long course of years, the
parent stem; taking away by degrees the light, and heat,
and nourishment which had once given life and beauty to
the tree beneath whose shade they had been fostered.
‘Whilst the emigrant party mude the exiles abroad, who
had been chiefly injured in their properties, the prime ob-
jects of their exertions; whilst they supphed the most dis-
tinguished families liberally with gold, and animated them
by promises, the divers ruling bodies, who followed one
another in rapid succession, used the very same means in
order to demoralize, undermine, and if possible annihilate,
these families, who thus instigated and supported the ene-
m.les of the republic. The spirit which inspired these
es was plamnly showed before long; on

te one sld e attempted murder of the Frrst Consul
of the Bepubhc, the treacheries of the demagogues who
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enjoyed in so great a degree the confidence of the people,
and the horrors of the Reign of Terror, which were ealled
forth partly by the discoveries that were thus effected,
partly by the direct working of foreign intrigues; on the
other, by the deeds of domestic horror in La Vendee,
where they subduyed the spirit of the populace and of the
nobility, not by the strong hand of power, but the cun-
ning devices of treachery and fraud.

The family of the marquus was one of the most respected
in the province Both parties fixed themr eyes upon 1t;
both sought to gain it for themselves. The country no-
bles, 1n general a spintless and mmpoverished body, were
by no means an mflammable mass, and long resisted the
power of foreign intrigues, 1t needed spirits of a more
fiery and fanatic temper than that of the marquis to rouse
them 1nto action; whilst the lower classes were 1 general
too well satisfied with the growth of hberal mnstitutions
and the abohtion of feudal privileges to leave much
hope of imnducing them to rise agawnst the republic But
what at first seemed so hopeless was brought about by
those dark plots in the bosom of families, which at last
caused that fatal struggle that ended mn the almost total
annmhilation of the nobility, and the sacrifice of countless
victims to the relentless fury of the republican party.

Joh was mean while making rapid strides i the favour
of hus selected victim 'I'he marquis, who was frequently
absent on pohitical affairs, was too fully engrossed by the
intrigues of the emigrant party to have any spare time to
devote to the amusement of his young and lhively wife.
The marchioness began to remark with disappointment
that married life had not afforded her the unmeasured sa-
tisfaction, the inexhaustible happiness, she bhad expected
from it. Her husband had but lttle taste for the old-
established usages of chivalrous gallantry: the gravity of
his character disposed him rather towards a Spartan seve-
rity of manners, and he attributed to their disuse the
decay of the romantic age. On the other hand, his wife
had no taste for the 1nvolved political plans which occupied
his thoughts; his passion for politics only filled her with
detestation for the subject altogether; the pride which 1m-
pelled him to plot aganst the Republic, aganst the go-
vernment of the landless many, wae a stranger to her soul;
and the freedom and unconstrainedness of manners which
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marked the time of the Republic was far more agreeable-to
her than the philosophy and the enthusiasm of her husband.
She had, it is true, a sincere affection for him, and she
esteemed and honoured hnn most truly; but her soul was
incapable of the elevation which actuated his conduct.
She -remained behind, solitary, overcome with ennui, and
fancying herself neglected and despised. The young roué,
who constituted himself her Cicisbeo, found it therefore an
easy task to enchant her by his countless attentions, and
by showing her that ke had, in fact, no other object or
occupation in life save that of devoting himself to her ser-
vice, and seeking to make every hour of her existence
agreeable and happy. Inexhaustible in flattery, unwearied
in his efforts to please, bold, insmuating, and importunate,
he soon led her to consider him a pleasant and amusing
companion, and then an indispensable friend. This once
accomplished, he found it no very difficult task to wind
himself into her confidence; to persuade her that she was
neglected by her husband, whose thoughts and time were
devoted to political interests, whilst ke lived but for her
and pitied her fate. By degrees he undermined her prin-
ciples and perverted her feelings. The weak heart of a
vain woman is ever disposed to look upon herself as a vic-
tim to another’s coldness. If she is not worshipped as a
goddess, she feels mortified and offended, and the presenca
and sympathy of a stranger feed this morbid state of mind.
The deluded woman now felt herself for the first time
really unhappy. She thought over her husband’s tonduct
until she became fully persuaded that it was both heartless
and cruel. He whom she loved beyond all ethers appeared
most unpardonably to neglect her. I am here,” thought
she, * only for Ais satisfaction; but he thinks not on me,
he cares not for my happiness. I am only looked upon as
s means of affording him a momentary recreation. He is
an egotist; he loves me not.” Thoughts such as these her
deceiver nourished in her bosom, until at length, one day,
with tearful eyes she exclaimed, * Ah, yes! it is but to®
true; mine is indeed a sorrowful life. None cares for my
happiness—unless, indeed-—you. I do in truth feel grate-
ful, very grateful to you.” From this fatal hour the mis-
guided woman suffered herself to be entirely led by her
infamous deceiver. Having admitted him wfm own con-
fidence, she soon learnt equally to betray to hiin the secrets
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of her husband Under the pretext of preventing the
marqus from sacrificing their futnre comfort by his peril-
ous undertakings, and of saving their property, Joli per-
suaded her to withdraw her marriage portion from under
his power. She then alleged her solitary condition as a
motive for requiring so much diversion and such expensive
recreations as called for amazing sacrfices on the part of
her husband, in order to satisfy her incessant demands
Wounded by her reproaches, the marqus exhausted his
means in the fruitless attempt to please her Thus by
degrees the full horn of abundance began to empty itself,
the well-being of the house was destroyed, and the marquis
saw himself forced to abandon his long-cherished plans,
because the means to accomplish them had been squan-
dered 1n idle vanities.

MADEMOISELLE DE FLEURY.

I~ the mean while Mademoiselle de Fleury was not idle.
The Parisian grisette and government spy had assumed
this arjstocratic name in order the more fully to excite the
‘:lympathies of the noble famly under whose roof she
welt.

é When she first became their inmate, she affected the
greatest coldness and reserve in her conduct towards the
marquis; and if at times Iis sympathy for her misfortunes
and admiration of her talents elicited from him any ex-
pression of his feelings, she would seem instinctively to
avoid more carefully his society, and to seek refuge in that
of the marchioness, whose praises she set forth with un-
wearied assiduity. This conduct only increased his interest
in the “orphan girl,’ and raised her 1n his esteem Insen-
sibly his compassion for her misfortunes deepened into a
more tender feeling; and thus it was that by degrees he,
mvhose heart had beaten but coldly towards his light and
frivolous wife, was won by the apparently virtuous and
high-minded girl, whose manners contrasted so favourably
with those of the marchioness. One day, in an unguarded
hour, he avowed to Mademoiselle de Fleury his real feel-
ings; whilst, she, apparently overwhelmed by the discovery,
betrayed by her deep emotion that the sentiments he had
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struck a coriesponding choid within her own
She pressed hum to allow her to withdiaw fiom
his house, uxgang the muscry it would cause hel if she were
to be the means of alhienating his affections fiom hexr “be
loved friend, her benefactress, the angelic maichioness'
This regmest, as she anticipated, was refused, and she
yweljed to the urgent petition of the marquis to r1eman
benswth h1s roof, but she now secluded herself more than
ewer from his society, and, when she did appear 1n the do
mestic circle, devoted herself most assiduously to Joli,
thus exciting the jealousy of the maiquis, and leading hum
to hetray his passion moie openly than he had heietofore
done, whilst the marchioness 1evenged heiself upon her
husband by tieating him with cold disdamn Lhus was the
domestic happmess of this wietched pan irretiievably
bhghted by the nefamious arts of these two unprncipled
adventuers
The maiqus sanh mto a state of deep melancholy
Not only did he, under these (ncumstances, fail to 1ender
the eapected aid to the Vendean plot for a rovalist 11s1ng,
but the most important undertahinges were frustrated on
account of his msolvency A large consignment of Eng-
Lish arms, which he had purchased at an enormous ex
pense, fell into the hands of government, 1n consequence
of his having imtiated Johi wto his secret Conespon
dence on matters of the weightiest 1mport, which he ecar
ned on 1 the most thoughtless manner, was mnterrupted,
and the marquis saw himself threatened not only with the
confiscation of his propertv, but with an mquury which
mught mvolve peril to lus life But he looked with apathy
upon the threatening storm which was gathering over s
head The conspirators vainly miged him to a prompt
rising, and to strike at once a decided blow aganst the
“Blues Already several committees of inquiry had been
organised, and the Reign of Terror had begun. More than
once did the marquis seek to free himself from the might-
mare which oppressed his spirits But 1t sufficed for
Mademoiselle de Fleury to send hum a flower, to look at
ham with her sorrowful, expressive eye, and agam he sank
back mto his fatal lethargy Joh, who acted partly in
understanding with Mademoxselle de Fleury, drew the met
ever closer and closer around the marquis, and began to
hope that the moment was not far distant wian he should
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see him conducted to the scaffold. Already had a"t of
imprisoninent been 1ssued agnnst him, hlready were- the
Blues on their way to his chatean, when .Mwutimeaun, a
farmer who lived on the property of the merqus, under-
took the difficult task of awakening hiun from his perilous
dream He had discovered the intrigues of Joli i his own
family. for this unprmeipled villun had sought to draw
the wife of the farmer as well as of the noble into his snmres.
But the -tout-hearded Vendean peasant was not to be se
easily deccived He behaved as though he saw nothing,
but took all due precaution to prevent the pos«ibility of
his secrets bemng betrayed. The proceedmmgs at the cha-
team had long ceased to be a secret to him, and his instimet
told hum that Mademoselle de Fleury wns playving the
same part as Joli. Foieseemg that in the present state of
things he would gain nothing by unparting lus suspicions
to the maquis, he conecerted with the peasant conspirators
a scheme as bold as it was judicious, to free the former
from hi4 trammels and to delnver T.a Vendee from 1ts op-
pressors Mademoiselle de Fleury had al-o, at this period,
come to her own conclusions. She resolved to choose a
decisive moment, not only to ciipple.the powers of the
wis to act 1n his country’s causc, but also to secure
for herself both his person and his property She was
desirous not omly of frustrating the plans ot Joli, but of
ohtaining for herself the crowmng object of her ambition,
the title of marchioness. In that time of anarchy divorces
had become matters of common occurrence This artful
woman hoped to be able to induce the marquis, first to
break his matrimonial ties, and then, through her influence
with the Conventioun, to get him remstated m his property
as ker hu-band. It bharmonised well with her character to
frustrate the designs of the party whom she profemsed to
serve, and to preserve for her own purposes the victim
whom they had selected for the scaffold. Her plan was &
sumple one, but it was bold and sure. She designed to
wart for the moment when peril seemed most imminent,
and then, when she had rased the attachment of the mar-
quis to the highest pitch, by saving his life, to take advan-
tage of his gratitude by inducing him to fly with her.
. The preparations of the Vendean peasantry for a general
rising were in the mean time advancing with strides as
rapid as the tyrannical system of government which was
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exercised by the Republic Britanny and La Vendée had
been the first to welcome the freedom of the people, liberal
istitutions, even the very Republic itself. These provinces
were distinguished beyond all others by their determined
resistance to every kind of tyranny and to all species of
oppression. But if they were but little disposed to bend
bLeneath the yoke of royal caprice, still less were they
formed to become slaves of a government whose de-potism
exceceded any that has ever been recorded in the annals of
history They made several attempts to shake off the
voke; but all the popular risings which preceded the year
1793 had no results, being deficient 1n unity and m a well-
digested plan of operations. These ill-ordered risings were
ever hastily terminated, and many lives were sacrificed in
these fruitless attempts Thus it was that the Mayor
Delouche rose against the ruling power in 1792; but the
disorgamized mass under his orders were hewed to pieces
by the Republicans; and the ears, noses, and hands of the
slain were carried in triumph by the victors on the points
of their bayonets. In vain did the noble Duchatel seek to
protect the prisoners or oppose the murderers with main
force. All his efforts were fruitless: the prisoners who
took refuge beneath his care were murdered in his arms,
and he himself was wounded in seeking to defend them.

These inhuman barbarities called for a bloody vengeance,
and the Vendéans of all ages were not disposed to be slow
in rendering a just retmbution to their enemies The
surgeon Joly revenged at Sables d’Olonnes the bloody
sacrifices of La Bruissiére The hair-dresser Gaston took
possession of the uniform of an officer whom he killed,
and headed the peasants when they sallied forth, and de-
feated their adversaries with promiscuous slaughter The
wild and reckless Souche devastated Poitou with fire and
sword. At length, as a last resource to subdue the refrac-
tory province, the government issued the tyrannical edict
relating to the conscription; and then rose the whole of La
Vendée as one man!

Immediately before the outbreak of this fearful insur-
rection, which will occupy the pen of the historian, and
the poet even, for many an age yet to come, orders were
issued to a division of the Blues to surround the chiteau
of the marquis silently by night and take it by surprise.
On the morning of the 1st of March he was to be arrested,
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his papers were to be sealed up, and he himself was to be
conducted without delay before the bloody tribunal which
now ruled in Paris. Joli already revelled in anticipation
of the good fortune which awaited him as the promised
possessor of the marquis’s property, as well as of his lovely
widow. In the joy of his heart, and in order the more
certainly to secure the presence of the marquis at the
chiteau on that eventful night, he confided to Mademoiselle
de Fleury the fate which was in <tore for her lover, with
the object of inducing her to appoint to meet him on that
day, ““m order to confer with him on some mmportant
matters © He vowed to her, by all the gods of heathendom,
that to reward her for this good service he would make her
his wife. But the heart and the head of Julie had other
intentions, for she had played with a two-edged sword, and
the passion which she had first only simnlated she now
began really to feel She knew well, however, with whom
she had to deal, and therefore feigned to give a joyful
assent to the plans of the deceiver

Four-and-twenty hours previous to the time appointed
for the arrest of the marquis, she appointed him to meet
her in a neighbouring coppice, as she had some intelhgence
of moment {o communicate to him  The marquis hastened
to the spot, and found her overwhelmed with undissembled
emotion

“ My lord marquis,” said she, trembling from head to
foot, “ never would I again have admitted you to a private
interview, were it not that I feel at this moment all personal
considerations must be waived Your freedom, your life,
your honour, are at stake. All your plans are betrayed, all
your lettérs intercepted, and every preliminary measure has
been taken in order to secure your person.”

‘“And how, may I ask, have you discovered all this, of
which I have not received the slightest hint, although I
have hundreds of spies in my pay, who bring me tidings of
everything that happens amongst the Blues®”

“ Wonderful indeed and fearful are the discoveries which
I have made, and deeply will they wound your heart. Can
I ever hope for your forgiveness if I rob you of your most
sacred treasure—your confidence in the love and in the
faithfulness of your wife?”

As she said this, tears started to her eyes. The brain
of the marquis reeled.
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“ My wife!” he exclnimed, in & tone of horror  “TWhat
can she have to say to the Blues?”

«“ More than 1s consistent with your gecunity Thas cor-
respondence with Joh will tell you more than I should dare
to impart toyou It proves a guilty communication between
the marcnoness and thas M. Joli, who 15 a spy of the
government.”

“A «spy” rephed the marquis doubtfully- ¢ this harmless
man who only lives for pleasure' Who ean have told you
that?”

“ Himself.” replied Julie, 1n a grave and decided tone
* He himself, whilst at the snmo time he made me the offer
of his hand. and of your possessions, which he hopes to
obtain by confiscation, when you have through lis means
bLeen brought to the scaffold ”

“ Infamons'” exclaimed the marquis, whilst a deadly
paleness overspread his features as he glanced over his
wife's letters  “devilish'”’

1t 15 w0, in truth  There is no other means of safety
left for you but fight To-morrow it will be too late ”

“ Fhght' and from the treachery of my wife'” cited the
marqus, despairingly

Mademoiselle de Fleury was silent The,marqums ap-
peared to be absorbed for some moments i deep and
agitating thought At length, as 1f overcome by the clear-
ness of the evidenee, he exclaimed, “'Well, then, let us
iy

)In a few moments all was finally arranged, and every-
thing was prepared for their fught, which was to take place
that very eveming. The marquis was to carry with him all
his ready money, and, departing for 8 New World, to enter
into the bonds of n more fortunate union, leayimg it to his
Vendéan countrymen to free themselves and thenr native
land from the bonds of tyranny.

Joli, in the mean while, was beginning to feel anxious
lest the insurrection should break eut before he had fully
perfected his plans. He betook kimself to Martineau,
whom he knew to be the chief leader of the peasant bands,
if®order to see if he could extract enything from him.

“ Good day to you, Martineau!” said Joli. *How goes
the world with you” and how does your wife do?”

“She pleases other people,” replied Martineau, with a
malicious glance at the agent. “As for myself, I am in
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very good humour, and only pray that we may have a little
fighung before long.”

“ Well, I think it will most likely not be very long before
vour Chrnistian wish 15 fulfilled, many significant hints
have been thrown out. that the country people are unmting
for the defence of the king and the restoration of the church
to its nghts. 1In confidence. let me ask whether you belong
to the party of these well-disposed men*”

“ That 18 my present mntentton,” said Martineau.

“And do you love tlns kg, this Lows XVI1I. very
much?”

“I am not so sure of that. I have never seen him m
my life "

“And have you a very great reverence for the pope®”

“ No more than 1s necessary  As far as I am concerned,
he may 1emain pope a thousand yeatrs if he wishes 1t I
trouble myself mighty little about 1t.”

“ Then you cannot be one of the well-affected. 1 am
very sorry for this; for you have the repute of being one
of the most loyal men mn l.a Vendee. You will be waylaid
and murdered These worthy countrymen are by no means
disposed to allow of any white ravens among them.”

‘“They are all exactly of my opimion,” said Martinean,

y.

“I doubt that.” saxd Joli, hoping by contradiction to
break through the reserve of us companion.

“You are quite at liberty to think as you please; but I
tell you, we care neither for the king nor for the pope.”

“And yet, is not Ve le Lov!* your war-cry?”

“ One must have o war-cry of some kind.”

“You pray before every crucifix on the high-road.”

“And you do not; so much the worse .for you. Should
we not pray to our God””

“You kiss the hands of your priests, and pay them a
homage, which borders on idolatry.”

“ That is custom, but we honour only the good priests.”

“Strange'” murmured Joli to himself: “either this man
18 seeking to deceive me or he is not the man of whom I
am in search ”

Joli was one of those cunning every-day characters who,
by a continual exercise of all the arts of base intrigue,
acquire such a ready aptness in their use that they appoar
to be endowed with an extraordinary degree of cleverness.
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And yet, this is in truth by no means the case; their readi-
ness only arises from a sort of mechanical skill Any
commonplace mind could do the same if it were to undergo
the same training. This sort of cleverness resembles
some degree the juggler’s art, which depends upon practice
rather than upon any extraordinary degree of power or of
skill. Hence it arose that Joli never formed a correct
opinion of the occurrences which were going on around
him He had been told that the Vendeans were fanatics
and royalists; he acted accordingly, and formed his judg-
ment of two-thirds of the msurgent party from a false point
of view. After a few moments’ consideration, he resumed
his attempt to elicit some mformation from Joli

“1f you are not on the side either of the king or of the
pope, why are you not on that of the Republic®”

“We are not oppused to the Republic.”

“But, for heaven's sake'’ said Joli, becoming every mo-
ment more perplexed, ‘“tcll me, for whom then ae you®
In what cause are you shedding your blood "

“In that of freedom,” replied Martineau, “in that of
God and of the king.”

“In that of God and the hing too! Ilow do you unite
them both *”

«I will tell you,” replicd Martineau, “and that candidly;
for we have taken care that 1t shall not lie m your power to
repeat it 7

“ How s0?" exclaimed Joli, casting around him a glance
of terror and surprise.

“I will tell you that by-and-by. Do not disquiet yow-
self, M. Joli. I prommse you that you shall soon uu-
derstand the whole state of the case. When first the
monarchy was brought to its tral, and we were promised
Jfreedom and all 1its blessings, we gladly and with honest
hearts lent our helping hand to the work; for we beheved
we were doing a good deed, and one for which our children
would have cause to bless us in ages yet to comie. But
when a band of ruffians 1 Paris seized the reins of go-
vernment, and far exceeded their predecessors in tyranny;
when we saw that we should have much more to suffer
fromn the new régume than from the old, when we found

were forbidden the use of arms under paw of death,
an all who said a good word in favour of the olden
time were dealt with as traitors to the state; when we were
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required, moreover, to send our children mto the field and
sufter them to be shot in defence of this 1ascally govern
ment, then we began to ash ourselves at last, whether, 1f
we must die, 1t were not bettax to die 1n defence of our
freedom and on our own natine soil  Then we camc to the
conclusion, that nothing better 1emammed for us to do than
to restore monarchy and place Lows XVII on the throne
But, maik me well, we anved at thus conclusion for one
reason alone namely, that this was the only condition on
which we could obtain weapous, money, and leade1s from
England and othe: foreign lands, to fight agamst the Blues
We <hould, howeve1, have hesitated to place owmselves
under the protection of the stianger, or to seck assistance
at his hands, had not these demons 1n Paris sent amongst
us whole tioops of villains, who m«mmuited themselve~ into
our houses, destioyed om domestic peace, and sought to
pry mto om secrets This it was, M Joh, which fust
drove us to desparr and led us to 1esistance  'We saw our
selves forced, at 1t were, to protect our families fiom those
who sought ruthlessly to destioy them  We had no choice
left we must cither obey the Dlucs as our tyrants, o1 seeh
to preserve the hing and to dcfend the chwmich  And owr
motive for t1ying to uphold the church was 1<ndered doubly
powerful by seeing that faith and truth were rapidly disap
pearmng amongst all those of our countrymen who yielded
allegiance to tlus mfamous govainment and then mfornal
agents

At tlns moment Martineau was nterrupted by the en
tiance of a messenger, who brought him woid that the in-
surrecttion had biroken out in the neighbouring village of
S5t Florent Martineau invited Joh to accompany him to
the scene of action Joli assented, feeling that i1t would be
useless to refuse

Saint Florent le Viem 1s a village on the left bank of the
Loire, charmingly situated, and built upon a granite rock
which overhangs the rver Here, as from a terrace, the
eye commands a glorious prospect of the rich valley be
neath, the two lovely hittle 1slets which divide the course of
the stream, and the pictuiesque village of La Meilleraye on
its opposite bank The uregular and winding course of
the Loire here presents a most picturesque effect, forging,
as 1t does, a succession of small lakes, which ar e
shadowed by groups of trees rich in luxunant fohage.
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During the struggles hetween the native Bretons and the
Franks, this little town was repeatedly bathed mn human
blood. 1t is full of historic remembrances, but yet better
known by a legend which has been handed down from the
mddle ages viz that here, once npon a time, the Abbe
Morone fell asleep n a grotto on the miver bank, and after
slambermg for a hundred years, woke uys again to hfe and
returned to his monadtery, where he was much surpnsed at
not recognising & smgle acquaintance amongst the brethren
of the order.

It was the 10th of March, 1793 The commissanes of
the district, fearmy for their lives, had assembled them-
selves m the Benedictine chapel, which had been converted
mto the parish church It was an eventful day. The
whole of the male population who were fit for conseription
wero called upon to draw the futal lot, which was to decide
who amongst them should follow the banners of that Re-
public which they looked upon with detestation A can-
non had been placed at the door of the church, in order to
intinudate any who should hinger or shrink back when
called upon to draw the lot 'The young men of the dis-
trict assembled within range of the <aunon, accompamed
by their parents, their brides, and their friends Each
hour their ranks mcreased on the I’lace of the I’usts-Bellot;
but not one answered the call which summoned them to the
church  Gradually the spints on both sides became more
and more inflamed  The summons to subnut to the orders
of government was at first 1s8ued 1 a tone of dry command,
and then repeated with an accompaniment of threatenings
and words of insult Nor were the assembled populace
backward in replyving to these insults by words of con-
temptuous defiauce  We will not serve the repubhic: off
with you'!" exclammed one foolhardy peasant «“We will
stay in our own ocountry; perhaps we shall have work
enough here yet "

One of the commicsaries now stepped forward impa-
tiently, and exclaimed in a tone of anger, * Come forward
and draw the lots, or else you are dead men'”

A young emmgrant. Réné Forit, who had lately returned
to his native country, now stepped forward, and standmg
in!nof the crowd of incensed voung Bretons, exclaimed,
o repel force by force'”

The words were hardly out of his mouth when an explo-
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sion shook the ar: the cannon had been tired, and many
v tearful gap 1t had made in the ranks of the intended con-
senpts  But 1 a moment thew companions had armed
themselves with stones, hastily snatched up, and a for-
nudable volley was directed agmunst the comnussaries and
artilleryinen, who were wounded and <eattered on every
side. and the conscription was quickly brought to an un-
foreseen conclusion

Flushed with thewr victory., a number of young men
paraded the streets, causing the awr to resound with thewr
msurrectionary cries  They then repared to the town-
hall. where they brohe open the public treasury, and cele-
brated the tuuamph of the day with the wildest extrava-
gance At length, towards «vening, the young men with-
drew, mtoxicated with their victory, and fully beheving, m
the sunphlicity of thewr heaits, that the whole thing was af
an «nd  Fach one betooh himself peaceably to his home
Martineau alone—who had remamed on the Place during
the whole scene, with the trembling Johi, whose arm he
held tightly grasped withain his own, by his side—wandered
with a tew ot hius tiiends thioughout the streets, abusing
and scolding those who were <o quietly dispersing them-
selves. At length they encountered a handsome man, about
fitty-three years of age, with an open, truc-hearted counte-
nance, who seemed evidently to sympathise in Martineau's
feclings, and to bc by no maans disposed to retire to s
own house  “Ah' look here, M. Cathelimean!” exclaimed
Maruneau as he approached hun; “you are the only man
who can help me here. Do prevent these fools from going
to sleep'’

Tlns Cathelineau was o poor hawker, the father of five
children, possessing a small house and earning a scanty
subsistence, but honoured as a samt by all the neighbour-
hood News of the revolt had reached his ears, and in-
flamed by love towards his country-people and an earnest
zeal 1 their behalf, he had hastened to the spot to see
whether he could help his brethren in the hour of their
peril  Cathelineau did not, therefore, require much press-
ing. Martinean gave him a bref and hasty sketch of all
that had occurred, and then, without losing a moment, he
hastened forward to gather around him, without an instant’s
delay, the thoughtless youth who were dispersimng them-
selves on every side. Joli seized this moment in order to
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attempt to escape; but Martineau arrested him with a re-
solute determination, and said to Cathelineau—

“ Here, M. Cathelineau, we have already one prisoner: a
spy, a seducer, and an c¢xplorer of secrets. He tried even
to pump me with regard to the plans of the peasants, thewr
resources, and their arms, and when he learnt that we were
well supplied with all, though /e had betrayed our trans-
ports to the Blues, then he begged of me to recommend
bim to the English as a spy' We must not allow this
gentleman to escape, else he will go running about the
whole district to call together the gens-d'armes ”

“Bind him fast!” said Cathelineau, “and takhe him along
with you. When we have lewsure we will bring him to
trial.”

Vain were all Jolt's prayers and protestations. His hands
were firmly bound together, and Martineau led him by the
rope like a horse, admimstermmg a hick every now and
then, when he attempted to offer the slightest resistance.
Cathelineau now turned towards the youug men, and said,
calmly, “ Well, mny fricnds, what are you thinking of domng
with yourselves now?”

“We wish to kecp quiet and go to our work.”

“You will not have time to work,” said Cathelineau.

“How do you mean ?” inquired the peasants.

“You would «ll have to die”" smd Cathelineau, 1n a firm
and resolute tone.

They did not understand him; they hesitated

“Do you think, then, children, that the gens-d’armes
whom you beat this morning will not get reinforcements
and come against you to-moriow, either to kill you m your
Liomes or to take you prisoners®”

The simple peasants stared at the pedlar in astonish-
ment. Just then was brought in the corpse of one of theiwr
number, who had been shot down the preceding day.

“And have you then no heart for the sorrows of those
who, on seeing this corpse, will mourn over a son, a bro-
ther, or a husband "

“Yes,” replied the peasants, * but we have done ouw part.”

“And on that very account must you do yet more.
Henceforth you must either be the friends or the enemies
of the republic. What you have already done requires to
be followed out. The skirmish of an hour demands a war
of ten years. Once assembled in open rebellion, you must
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not again scparate. Yesterday you were peasants, to-day
you aie soldiers Therefore must you bid farewell to your
homes, your wives, your children—your carts, your oxen
You must now live on the battle-field, draw cannon, and
wield the sabre It is no longer a question merely of re-
fisting commissaries and gens-d'armes, of breaking open
doors and windows The question now ig, whether you
will de¢fend your wives, your children, by going boldly forth
to mect the armies of the republic To arms, then, my
children' Save your altars and your homes All that is
holiest, all that 1s dearest to you, is at stake—God and
your lives' Or are you willing to become the mockery of
these republicans® Are you ready to send forth your chil-
dren in their armies to be slaughtered in a bad cause®
Are you ready to fight against your fiiends” You had been
promised freedom, but what has been given you in its stead”
Freedom to desecrate your altars, to insult your priests;
frecedom to lead the innocent astray, to trample under foot
the manners and principles of our forefathers' They say
our religion is antiquated and we must destroy it. But,
my children, this religion teaches us to love one another.
And what kind of new religion have these republicans dis-
covered” That every one 1s at hiberty to do as he pleases,
whether it injure his neighbour or not Have we gained
anything either by the change of government® They took
away from us a good king, who in our troubles was ever
ready to listen to our prayers and our complaints, and
given us in his place a ruling body without a heart, who
are not to be moved either by our tears or our entreaties.
* Reason shall govern us, say they, but Reason keeps al}
for itself, and gives nothing to anybody else. Therefore,
my children, take up your arms: defend yourselves even
to the last drop of your blood, and God will do the rest!”
These words, uttered with that deep emotion which
speaks to the heart as no studied eloquence ever can, pro-
duced an extraordinary effect. This simple pedlar accom-
plished that which the united statecraft of all the Richelieus
and Mazarins in the world never could have effected He
induced a patient populace to rise as one man, and to stake
their lives and their properties to accomplish the will of
their leader. Such power lies only in the voice of honesty.
of goodness, and of courage. If one compares this move-
ment with the results which took place during the agitation
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of religious feeling which was stirred up later from state
pohcy, and which failed so entirely on all sides 1n accom-
plishing its Machiavelian end. we shall find no difficulty
in discovering the mother-evil of this weak and demoralis-
ing policy: 1ts falsehood Yor has not Despotism used
these very same arguments in order to subdue the freedom
of nations and of mdiniduals? Is it not in the name of
the same God and the same relimion that men have ad-
dressed the people whom they sought to subjugate® And
yet, was it not that very samec enthusiasm which mm La
Vendée stood forth in the lists in the cause of rehigion and
of royalty, whach afterwards turned its energies in the very
opposite direction? Yes, 1t was the very same enthusiasm
which resisted the Ilcpublic in La Vendée, and which, a
little later, mn Jtaly. greeted the armies of France as the
deliverers of the fatherland. 1In the one case, as in the
other, it was the cause of freedom for which the people
fought!

Seven-and-twenty Vendéans, armed with clubs. formed
at this moment the whole fighting force of La Vendée: but
they were heroes. Quuckly they scattered themselves over
the whole province, 1n order to rouse the people mnto action.
'I'he alarm-bell sounded through every village.and wherever
its voiee was heard, there without delay the peasant clasped
his hands in prayer, embraced his wife and his children,
seized his fowling-piece, his axe, or, 1if he had nought else,
his club, and hastened forth to jom the banners of Cathe-
lineau. In three months twenty thousand Vendéans were
under arms, ready to lay down their lives rather than sub-
mit to the despotism of the new Republic Every moun-

tg;l‘l," every valley, resounded with the ecry, “Death to the
"~

Martinean, at the head of a small band, set forth with-
out loss of tume to seek for a commander for this lLittle

army.
“%&kﬂn to me, Master Cathelineau !” said he. < We
mmst, above all things, have a general.”

Cathelinesw shrugged his shoulders.
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¢ I hnow what you would say, continued Martinean
“You think 1if we do not act as oma own le ulurs, we shail
be but 11l led, for the nobihty though they did talk <o big,
are easily discouraged, <hy, and not to be depuended on,
and, molcovel, our peasantrv ai¢ by no means disposed
to submut o mahtary disuplhine  But notwithstanding all
this, we must have such a thing 1~ a wencial, were 1t only
as & banna around which to marchal ow torces 1 hnow
only one man fit for omr purpose, and he 18 sich

« Of what use then cau he be to us

«J1 think we mught cure him, bug thuaie 1s no time to be
lost I speak ot the maqus

“ Hc 15 bound hand and toot by the chamns of passion
said Cathehineau. mdignantly

¢ We wmill ice lum hom them, replicd Mattineau with
a gloomy, mysterious sir  and behive me, 1 wn the man
who can best help lum to awuhe out ot his dreamn

*“ What do you mean’ mquired ( athelhineau

“ That I eannot now explain to you, but leave 1t to me
tolfact Give me sy men, the 1est I will undertahe my
se

“T know you to be a man of honowm, Martineaun, (o
and do vom part You will find wcapons in the burn, and
may you be able to awaken thc m uguis {1om s dream, as
you hope He 15 a biave man but 1 tear that women have
unnered him Be on your guaid

Once more Joh sought to ¢scape, but Maitineau seized
him, bound his hands bchimnd his back, and said—

«Halt there. fellow' we hive to-day an account to settle
We are going to pay the marquis a visit 1 have no doubt
3;? will recesve you very graciously 1 will take care of

a ”

The evenmg was closing m ‘Lorches and weapons
were procured, and m death like silence the little party
struck 1mnto the path which led towards the chateau Joh,
who had been placed in the mudst ot the escort, sought by
means of flattery to propitiatc ‘Maitineau

“ Father Martineau, said he, “what a way this 18 to
treat an honourable man' What huve I done to you’
Have I not ever honowmed jou as a fathex > You are such
a good, honest fellow, how can you find 1t 1n your heatt to
treat me so®’

“Spare your flatteries,” rephed Martineau “I am no
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woman; and you may look as pitiful as you please, but you
will never touch my heart ™

“Oh, is it that?” said Joli: “ you are jealous What can
have made you take such an idea into your head? Your -~
wife loves you too well to show favour to any one else. Do
you imagine I could ever dare to think of supplanting such
a man as you® Are you not as young as I am?® and as
regards your personal appearance, surely such a vagabond
as I can never for one moment be compared with you Do
not be so foolish, Martincau Let me go; I swear to you
by the Holy Virgin I am innocent ”

At this point his eloquence was arrested by a smart blow
from the stout fist of the peasant.

“There thou hast something in the name of the Holy
Virgin, and I would advise thee to beware how thou ven-
turest again to take her name on thy unworthy lips.”

Joli, almost weeping in the anguish agd terror of his
mind, continued his entreaties and protestations of inno-
cence; but fresh insults from his escort at length reduced
him to silence.

As the party approached the chateau, they saw two
figures gliding through the coppice.

* Halt! who goes there "

No answer.

“If you have any value for your lives,” replied Marti-
neau, “answer me.”

«“It is I,” said the marquis. “What is your business
here™

“We are in search of you, noble sir,” said Martineau,
reverently doffing his hat  “The devil is loose! the Blues
are all in motion. We have come to ask you to lead us
The time i~ comne; the hour of vengeance is arrived!”

As the marquis saw before him these six peasants, their
eyes flarshing with rage and their weapons swung threaten-
ingly in their uplifted hands, the patriotic ardour which
had once burned brightly in his bosom was rekindled with
double force.

“And is it you alone who are ready for this bold ven-
ture? you alone who are ready to encounter the Blues in

war?”

“Not we alone: the whole district is in & state of insur-
rection. Do you not hear the church bells sounding the
alarm? This very night ten villages will be under arms.
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Bethink yourself, noble sir; it is the seed you yourself
have sown which you now see springing up around you.
Desert us not now, when we must either conquer or die.”

The companion of the marquis at this moment burst
into tears, and clung to him in evident alarm. The touch of
her hand worked electrically upon his mind, and quenched
in a moment the noble enthusiasm which the faithful pea
sant had rekindled in his breast He said with a sigh—

“It 18 too late for me, my good friends: I cannot be
your leader.”

Martineau stepped forward, and approaching Mdlle. de
fleury, allowed the light of his torch to fall upon her

ace.

«Is it this wench who takes away your courage” If so,
it is well that we have met. I will quickly set you free
from the enchantment.”

With these words, he hastily snatched away her veil,
seized her by the hair, placed a pistol to her forehead, and
in a moment its contents were lodged in her brain. With-
out uttering a single cry, the unfortunate Julie sank ex-
piring to the ground. All this passed so rapidly and so
unexpectedly, that the bloody deed was done before the
marquis could make the shightest effort to interpose in her
behalf. He uttered a cry of horror, and threw himself upon
the dying woman whom he had loved so blindly. In the
anguish of death she clasped his hand. One word alone
escaped her faltering hps. it was—

“Just!”

In a few seconds she ceased to breathe. The marquis
started to his feet, drew a pair of pistols from his belt, and
rushed towards the peasants.

“ Murderers! bandits!” he exclaimed, and eocked his
pistols. But the peasants, foreseeing this, and prepared
for the attack, had seized him from behind, and disarmed
him in & moment.

«“ Hold him fast,” said Martineau, *“until I have spoken
to him. He deserves pity. This woman had altogether
turned his brain.”

Thus saying, he advanced towards the marquis, and re-
suming once more his respectful demeanour, thus addressed

“ For heaven's sake, sir, tell me, did you know this wo-
man ?”
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«“feoundrel !” cried the marquis, “she was Mdlle de
Fleury; she was under my protection, and you shall pay
with your blood ——"

« Mademoiselle de Fleury?” said Martineau. “She was
a griseite from Paris, and as hittle of a lady as this spy here,
this M. Joli, 15 a baren.”

“You lie! she sought to save my life, and a2ven informed
me of Joli's treachery.”

“In order to lead you to destruction in her own way, and
for her own ends.”

“What objeet sould she have had in flying with me from
%e?ém? e had urged me to escape with her to a New

orld.”

«And is it possible, noble sir, that you felt no shame at
the thought of flying with such a one as this, deserting
your own family, and leaving us in the lurch ?”

* My wife has deceived and betrayed me,” replied the

maerquis.

“ Then is she guilty; though perhaps mnot altogether
without some excuse. But who told you, noble sir, 10 con-
fide your political secrets to your wife? Had I done the
same, sli might have been ; for this villain almost
turned the head of my wife as ‘well as yours.”

“Why should we not hang him =t onee ?” inquired the

ts

“Jt is not yet time to do thet,” said Mertineaw, drily;
*he must first make his ecomnfessions. Begides that, he pos-
sesses some gold, of which we may, perhaps, stand an need.
He mnat deliver up to us his money and his papers. Then
we will deliver him up for his merited punishment—to the
women!"”

The marquis, in the mean while, seemed almost over-
come by the vyehemence of his grief. ‘The pessants, seeing
that ke 20 longer offered any resistance, unboumd his arms
and retreated to a respectful distance. He seated lumself
upen a falien tree, snd remained for ¢em minutes immoveable
a8 a statue, and filled with the snguish of despair. The

easants stood reverently in a semicircle around him, and
aekedathimwith i compession and anxiety. Mar-
timesn availed himselfof this pense to ap: the marqujs,
whose grief seemed renewed by everim sh glance he east
upon the lifeless corpse, and to offer him an explanation of
the conduct they had pursued with regard to this woman.
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« Permit me to speak, noble sir,” said he in a voice of
deep emotion, “aund seek to recover your presence of mind
in order to hear me. Do not think that I am a thoughtless,
cold-blooded muarderer. I have only executed an set of
justice. Those devils in Paris have directed all their ef
forts to render our best men unfit for service. They sent
down a heartless villain to mislead your wife; to excite in
her a taste for dissipation and extravagance, ia order by
these means to exhaust your property; to yos they sent an
artful coquette, whose whole arm was to bwed you im the
enervating fetters of guilly pleasure, so that, engrossed by
by your owa passions, you might be lost to the cause of
La Vendée. The proofs of all this are In my hands.
Samntjean and I imtercepted a courier who was the bearer
of secret dispatches to both these spies. Both were in the
pay of government. Your domestic pemce has been de-
stroyed, your fortune rained, your family honour blighted.
Will you leave all this unrevenged, and folding your bands
in idleness, weep in silent sorr:iw for a woman who l;eook ad-
vantage of your weakness in order to betray you” -
self once more, noble sir. You sec us all around youﬁn,
ready with heart and soul to shed our bléod in your cause.”

These words failed not of their end. After a moment’s
consideration the marquis sprang to his feet and said—

“Where are the proofs of which you speak?”

= Here, noble sir,” replied Martinean, as he handed some
letters to the marquis. latter glanced over them rapidly,
and, whilst he read them, his sorrow was quickly converted
into rage, which was followed omce more by a state of utter
exhaustion. The peasants witnessed ail these varied emo-
tions with sympathizing anmety. They now took up the
corpse of the grisette, and depositing it amongst the bushes,
covered 1t with boughs.

¢ Is it safe to leave it there”” they inquired of Martineau.
“May not they discover the corpse®”

“ So much the better if they should,” replied Martineau:
“it 1s well that these Blues should know how their spies
wilibge:;awtlhfor b ;mrod his and

t e msiquis re is composure,
stepping forth into the midst of the litthe band, exclaimed—

“Come on! I will be your leader, and fearful shall be
our revenge om these n&ms,who call themselves a
vemment. But if you accept me as your Jeader, rem
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that I expect to be blindly, implicitly obeyed. If any one
act contrary to my commands, he is a dead man! Will
you now, in your own names and in that of your friends,
swear to follow me wherever I may lead you, were it even
to certain death?” ,

Without a moment'’s hesitation Martineau stepped for-
ward, raised his hand to heaven, and srid, whilst each one
there followed his example— .

“We swear!”

The marquis was pale as a corpse. the tears had not yet
dried upon his cheeks; but his whole bearing was expres-
sive of an earnest and a concentrated strength. One after
another, he grasped the hand of each peasant, and last of
all that of Martineau, to whom, in a voice yet tremulous
from emotion, he said—

“You have rendered me a fearful service; never can I
forget it. But suppose I had refused to lead you; suppose
I bad obstinately persisted in going to America; what
would you then have done?”

The peasant hesitated a moment before he replied, and
atood turning his hat in his hand as if perplexed. At
length he said—

*Noble sir, I should have dared to send a ball through
your head too.”

The marquis was but little startled by this reply. He
knew the spirit of the Vendéans. he felt 1t kindling within
his own breast. It was only such a resolute will as this
which could accomplish anything great in the unequal
struggle in which they had embarked. He pressed Mar-
tineau's hand within his own, and said—

“You would have done right!”

THE WOMEN OF LA VENDEE.

‘WaiLsT the marquis thus accepted the post of head of the
insurgents, and many noblemen in Britanny and La Vendée
followed his example, all organizing separate corps; whilst
the warfare raged furiously on every side, and the cottages
of the peasantry were deserted by almost the whole of the
male population; the captive Joli was delivered over to the
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women of the little village of Quievrain, in which was situ
ated the dwelling place of Martineau.

He was brought into the kitchen; a large fire was burn-
ing on the hearth, and the women were quickly assembled
to pronounce judgment on the unhappy man. Madame
Martineau, enlightened by her husband as to his real cha-
racter, united in her own person the offices of plantiff and
judge. A consciousnessof the disgrace which he had brought
upon her, and a burping desire to revenge the wrong which
had been done her, transformed the wife of Martineau from
a woman into a fury—from being Joli's friend, into his
blood-thirsty, his mortal enemy. She presided over the
tribunal of women, whose minds, depraved by the habits
of the age, had acquired a character of savage hardihood,
and mingled a sort of religious fanaticism with the most
reckless mdulgence of thewr cruel passions, in the fulfill-
ment of their pretended duties. The Blues and their ad-
herents, when wounded or taken prisoners, were tortured
in every possible way by these fanatic Messalinas, who
excused the committal of these barbarities by the right of
retaliation. The tenderness of woman’s nature had been
so perverted by the wrongs they had endured, that those
feelings of compassion which are instinctive in their sex,
even in the most savage state, seemed utterly extingmshed
in therr breast. When Joh found himself in the power of
these furies, his fear was converted into a sort of cold,
speechless terror, which left him utterly incapable of at-
tempting either resistance or defence. He was placed
sitting on the floor, and Madame Martineau herself con
ducted his exammation.

* So you are a spy, my gentleman?” said she, as she stood
before him with folded arms.

Joli made no reply.

“ You decerved me with your protestations of affection,
only to extract from me my husband’s secrets? You have
retailed to the Blues every word I ever said? Where are
your papers? Where is your gold? Speak!”

R Joli still remained silent, but he trembled from head to
oot.

‘“ He is shivering, poor wretch!” said one of the women.
“We must warm his feet for him a little: he will, perhaps,
learn to m& then.”

“Yes, we will,” replied Madame Martineau, a stout,



54 LVENTS IN THE CAREER OF NAPOLEON

robust woman, about thirty years of age. “Come,” she
continued with an infernal laugh, «we will act us us valets,
and draw off his boots '

Thus saying, she seized Joh's feet and did as she had
proposed The other women then dragged the unfortunate
delinguent towards the fire, and placed his bare soles so
near the glowmng flame that he uttered a fearful scieam.

“ Will you speak now”” said Madame Martineau. “1t will
abndge your punishment.” -

Joh, wnthing with anguish, eould ondy pronounce the
words, “ Grace' grace!”

“ Fie! who calls for grace®’ she exclaimed * Were you
not ever a gracious gentleman yourself? Be so gracious
now, 'I pray you, as to tell us where you have hid your

Percerving from the ferocious eharacter of those who sur-
rounded hum that no confessions would avail him anything,
Jols sought by his eries of anguish to move these cannmibal
hearts

“He hes had emough of it,” at length said one of the

gest of the party; ‘“let us now put him on his tmal ’

* In order to make 1t as short as possible,’ saxd Madame
Martineau, “ pronounee at once what punishment 1s due to
a convicted spy.”

*“Death !” exclaimed the women with one accord

“PDeoath!” cied Madame Martineau: “that 15 evident;
but what kand of death® Must we not all die? Is 1t just
that such a villain as this should samply die, even as we all
must do® Has not the wretch deserved that we shauld
roast him slowly before this tne?

“ Na, let us rather saw off his head,” saad the wife of a

nter.

« What is the use of these cruelties?” interrupted one of
the more compassionste among them. ‘All that 18 neces-
sary 18 just to get rid of ham out of the world, 1n order
that this gay gentleman may never have 1t in lus power to
pervert another mind or turn another head. Let us then,
without more ade, just chop off his head.”

“ Would it not be better to lock him up until our hus-
bends come back?” said anosher.

+ To lock hum up! and ran the chanse of the Blues set-
ting him free®” exclaimed Madame Martineau, as she shook
her fists at the nohappy man. “JIHeaven preserve us from
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such folly' Now hear my advice. Since you think it would
be too great a piece of cruelty to bum him alive, let us
crucify him  Indeed, it is almost too great an honour for
such a dog as this te he allowed to die the same death as
the I.ord himself died

This proposal was received with universal acelamations.
Joli struggled desperately to burst his bonds; he even strove
to thrust his hands into the fire, in order that the flame
might snap the rope asunder; but the women prevented
Him from doing so, the moment they perceived his inten-
tion

“T.et us <coturge him!” exclaimed Madame Martineau
with savage joy.

" The mserable man, who at first had foamed with rage
and angwmsh, now sank mto the calm of powerless despair.
These 1ncarnate fiends now bound him to a post, and each
seizing a rope or a twig, rushed on lm with relentless
furv. At length hfe seemed on the point of extinction;
and, fearing that death might rob them of their prey, they
desisted from their work of torture, and began to nail &
beam transversely across the post, in order to complete
their cruel work. Joli, who seemed almost depnived of
consciousness, stared wildly at what was going on arennd
him. The instrument of death being at last completed,
some of the strongest of the party plased him upon 1t; but
death came quickly to his relief- for secarcely had he felt
the first blow of the hammer, when, with one fearful ery of
angush, life fled from this miserable and guilty being!

And now the wild cries of rage were stilled. Vengeanee
had donme her fearful work, and was appeased. All was
still, a sort of terror came over these reckless spirits; even
Madame Martineau shuddered. These cold-hearted, blood-
thirsty furies, who had not shrunk from inflieting the most
refined tortures on the living, trembled before the demd!
Even to their hardened hearts, the sight of the eross recsalled
some better thoughts, and awakened in their breasts some
more human feelings. A sort of superstitions awe thrilled
through their veins; as they gazed in mube-horror at their
victim, they fancied that the head moved; and with a cry
of terror and dismay they fled wildly from the room.

The same wild fanaticism whieh, in the lower classes,
degenerated into a sort of ferocious lisentionsness, produced
amongst those of more cultivated minds examples of herole
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virtue and patriotic self-devotion, such as were but rarely
to be met with amongst those of the opposing party.

The Vendean women vied with the men 1n the display
of warlike virtues and resolute courage they bore their
part in the brnlhant successes which attended the fi1st out-
break of the Vendean war, and they shared in the msfor-
tunes and the suffermgs with which the insurrection closed
The attempts of the government agents to demoralise the
families of La Vendee had this resuit alone they worked
up the minds of the victims of this heartless pohicy to that
fearful state of exaltation which raises an individual far
above the majority of men around him, and renders him
capable of actions which exercise a powerful influence over
the spints of his fellows, because, sprung themselves from
a lofty inspiration, they 1ender a spuit of self devotion
almost eprdemic  That vicious refinement of policy which
was displayed by the republican government deteated 1its
own ends, for it imparted a tension to the minds of men
which finally ended 1n an explosion that overthnew all
therr calculations

A few days after the atrocities of Quieviain, an army of
very singular orgamization was set m motion agamnst the
Blues In an extensive valley which stretched itself out
for some considerable distance from the walls of the chateau,
the chief of the Vendean army had assembled his forces.
They consisted of men collected from every class, 1n every
mmaginable dress, and armed with weapons of every pos-
sible description. Here might be seen the boy just start-
ing into hfe, the middle-aged mn all the pride of manly
strength, and the gray-headed far advanced 1n years Some
were armed with muskets, pikes, sabres, and lances, whilst
others bore pitchforks, hoes, halberts, and scythes Some
wore coats, others short jachets and trousers; whilst the
feet of many were bound up 1n rags. Here mght be seen
a commanding officer 1n the costume of a Turk, which he
had taken from a stroling player; there, a man on horse-
back 1n the traiing robe of a Jew, or the cowl of a Capu-
chin friar. But a very few amongst them wore umforms.
Their head-dresses were equally diversified with the rest of
their accoutrements. Some had handkerchiefs twisted
around their heads; others wore the red cap of Laberty;
others, round hats; and some few were provided with hel-
mets
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At the head of this singularly-attired ticop rode the
Marqus of Chauheu m: lus ordinary dress, and armed with
a long sabre By his side rode a young and handsome
woman 1n a black riding habit, a man's hat upon her head,
and the token of the royalists—a cross laid upon a heart—
hung as an order on her breast 'T'lus lady bore & brace of
pistols suspended from her girdle, whilst & long Turkish
dagger hung by her side. ller bearing was grave and dig-
nmified; her former cheerfulness had been transformed into
an air of cold but calm tranquillity ‘I'o share with her
husband every peril m the field, cheerfully to undergo all
the hardships of the war, to shed her blood, if need so re-
quired, 1n the cause of her kng and of her country; this
was the penance which this now repentant and noble-
minded woman had mmposed upon herself. The division
of the army under the command of the marqus united 1t-
self on this day with the main body of the Vendean forces,
which was already 1n a state of orgamzation

This 18 not the place to relate the whole history of tlns
remarkable struggle, 1n which the women of La Vendée bore
no inconsiderable share. Some fiow amongst all classes
accompanmed the army under La Charette, and shared the
perils of the war. In the mmdst of these bloody scencs,
amusement was still eagerly sought after. Balls and as-
semblies were held i the nudst of the caump, and m the
mmediate neighbourhood of the opposing aimy, whilst
victory was but too often celebrated by bacchanalian orgies
A republican freedom of manners nungled with the cus-
toms of aristocratic society, and with a certain parade of
devation, which was as strange and inconsistent as 1t was
utterly hollow. Sacred songs and litanies alternated with
street ballads, and the same spot was made the scene of
prayer and dissipation. These wrregular habits quickly put
an end to all concord and umty of purpose amongst the
leaders. The forces of La Vendeée, after a heroic and most
noble struggle, svere utterly annihilated. A succession of
glorious victories only led the way to theiwr destruction.
The passage of the last scene of this great and eventful
tragedy: the republican virtues unhappily regained the
upper hand.

It was the 18th of October, 1793. The heights of St.
Florent form a semicircle, and at their feet extends a wide
plain which. reaches to the Loire. Eighty thousand men
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pressed through this valley. Soldiers, women, children,
old men, wounded, all mmgled in one confused mass,
without order and 1n a state of the greatest panic, fled be-
fore the fire and sword of the republican army. Behind
this crowd of miserable beings, who constituted the rem-
nant of the Vendéan army, might he seen burning villages
which the republicans had set on fire. Nought was to be
heard on every side but cries of lamentation and the groans
of the wounded, the voice of weeping women and the cries
of terrified ehildren. Ih the mudst of the panie-stricken
crowd, each sought to discover his relatives, his friends,
his protectors. All strove to cross the stream, and yet
no one knew what might be the lot which awaited him on
the opposite bank Many endeavoured to swim across the
river on horseback, whilst multitudes stretched out their
hands vainly imploring aid from those who had already
gained the other side. Numbers were drowned in attempt-
ing to cross, and their heart-rending cries increased the
universal feeling of hopeless despair. The fearful words
of Fayan 1n the Convention—**We must send an army of
firebrands into La Vendee, who shall leave nought behind
them but a scene of devastation; so that for one year at
least this hostile seil may afford no nourishment for either
man or beast!"—were carried out to their fullest extent
Every dwelling-place was rathlessly destroyed; the royalist
army saw their families east upon the world without a
home or a sheltering roof, and themselves hunted down
like wild beasts on every side. Their resourdes were ex-
hausted, their hopes annihilated ; they felt that destruction
was awaiting them. Nor did their sufferings terminate
with the passage over the Loire: the horrors of the Reign
of Terror yet awnited the unhappy fugitives. Orders were
issued to the republican army to exercise every sort of
cruelty on the vanquished; and as women and children
had displayed an unexampled hercism in the defence of
their native soil, therefore did these remtorseless tyrants
extend their cruel persecution even to the helpless and
unprotected.

The Marquis de Chaulieu, severely wounded, was ear
ried along in a cart, anmdst the disordered erowd. His
wife, exhausted by the hardships and sufferings of every
kind which she had experienced, was seatad by s side,
watehing with anxious eyes the sufferer's every movement,
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and seeking to support ham in her arms, m o1der that he
might the less acutely feel the joltngs of the rough waggon
m which they were placed Her eves swam with tears, and
she forgot her own sufferings as she thought on those'of
her husband. And yet, notwithstanding her tender caie,
he became rapidly so much worse that 1t was nnpossible
for him to continue any longer with the army. 'The mar-
chioness saw herself, therefore, obhiged to join a company
of about five hundred women, children. and aged men, who
had concealed themselves 1n subterianean vaults n the
neighbouring chiteau of Chisson Here also the pensantry
of the surrounding country had brought some of thewr
flocks; and here 1t was, in tlus gloomy abode, mmtermmgled
with the beasts of the field, that these unhappy bemgs
awaited a day of deliverunce, which, alas! they were never
doomed to see Nourishment and assistance were con-
veyed from time to time to these poor creatures by all who
had a spark of human feeling left, whether amongst the
royahsts or the republicans. The children used to creep
out m the dusk of eveming, to mmplore help from the com-
passionate and kind-hearted, and to gather grass m the
court-yard of the chateau. This sorrowful abude was tilled
with anguish and lamentation, 1ts mmates trembled at
every movement, fearful lest the Blues might have dis-
cavered the plaee of their econcealinent. This terrible state
of tlungs lasted for some weeks Destitute of all thie or-
dinary comforts of life, and without medical assistance, the
wounds of the marquis here assumed a mahgnant form,
and slow fever gradually consumed his remaming strength.
Night after night, his unhappy wife ventured forth from
her hiding-place in order to procure medicine for her hus-
band. She cast off her own clothes in order to avoud the
danger of recognition, and m exchange for a costl;;d'ewel
purehased the dress of a peasant girl. Thus disguised, she
used to reparr to the neighbouring wvallage i search of the
assistance of which she stood 1n need. One evening she
was remarked by two Blues, who, attracted by her beauty
and the gracefulness of her appearance, tracked her, unob-
served, to the chiateau, where she suddenly disappeared.
‘With surprise they remarked a shght noise, which seemed
to proceed from the ground beneath their feet, They lay
down, and applying their ears to the spot, quiekly per-
cewved a sound as of human voices. They direotly sum-
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moned their comrades to their assistance; and suddenly
the unfortunate and helpless ecrowd saw themselves sur

prised and driven by force of arms from their dreary
Inding-place The unfortunate' creatures cast themselves
at the feet of these barbarans, with cries of bitter anguish;
the marchioness clasped the knees of one of the leaders of
the party, a young man, who looked upon her, as she fondly
deemed, with something of pity and compassion

«Sir,” she cried, ;n a voice of earnest entreaty, *“ have
pity on the defenceless Do not disgrace the profession of
arms by the exercise of useless cruelties Save these un-
happy wretches, who are not capable of inflicting any 1n-
Jury on the Republic ”

The officer made no 1c¢ply, but turming to his compa-
nions, said—

¢ She docs not speak the dialect of the country This
can be no peasant woman ”

“ She addressed you as ¢ Sir,” " replied the other ¢ She
must be the wife of one of the leaders ™

The two young men now lowered their voices, and after
speaking to one another for a few moments in an under
tone, they began to laugh

¢« Madame,” at length said the officer whom the mar-
chioness had first addressed, “ I will see what 1 can do for
you Will you have the goodness to present me to your
husband *”

“ He 1s lying at the point of death,” rephied the mar-
chionesg, *“ have compassion on my sorrow, and deal mer
cifully with him ”

“ Beforc I can comply with your request, madame,”
replied the officer, I must be permaitted, in the first place,
to make his acquamtance 1 will not conceal from you,
fair lady, that the fate of these wretches here 15 already
sealed. We can give no quarter, more especially to women,
who often seek to mislead our soldiers by their flatteries
and caresses, in order to take advantage of their blind se-
cunty, that they may poison or stab them 1n an unguarded
moment If, therefore, you are anxious for the safety of
your husband, you had better point him out to me at once,
so that I may be able to distingumish him from the remain-
ing prisoners. Whatever his lot may be, I promise you
that it shall, at all events, be a mlder one than theirs.”

‘Whilst the marchioness still wavered, and debated within
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herzelf what course she should pursue, the maiquis stepped
forward with a tottering step from the mudst ot the crownd
and said—

« Madame, this 1s beneath your dignity These wre tches
do not deserve that a lady of yom: rank should humble
hersclf so far as to seeh any favour at thar hands Lt us
die together with courage, smnce we can no longer live with
honoum

“Who are you’ inquued the ofhicer with an ¢\pression
of mahgnant jov, I tancy I am about to mahke an ac
quaintance which will be 1ather interesting to me

“ My name must 1ndecd be suthuaently known to you
said the maiquus, proudly “I have often e¢nough taught
you to hnow your own

“ A good cateh, this, said the other ofhicer, as he <ud
denly 1ecognised the mausns ‘he 15 the very brave gene
1al by whose orders a band of the Chouan women crucified
an agent of the government Truly, Sn General, you carr
on here a very original mode ot warfare

*“We defend ourselves, 1eplied the maiquis, ¢ as best
we may, but as concerns the cruel dced which you have
now laid to my charge, 1t was not done by my orders, and
1ts horrors are far exceeded by those which the women ot
m:;i paity perpetrate on the prisoners who full into then

s

I am sorry,’” interrupted the ofhcer, “ to be under the
necessity of putting an end to this conversation We have
no time to lose, La Chaiette 15 at our heels, and we can
not drag five hundied piisoners along with us I have
promased your wife to distinguish you from the rest, there
fore we will carry you along with us As for your wife

ou may dismuss all anxiety on her account, for I will make

r my peculiar care

‘With a scieam of terror, the marchioness threw heiself
mto the arms of hex husband, whose cheek blanched and
whose lip quivered with 1age, but the soldiers tore her
rudely from him, whilst they bound his arms behind his
back and led him away

“Sir, exclaimed the weeping and enraged marchioness,
as she diew a dagger from her breast, and rushed upon
the republican, ¢ you are a pitiful coward'’

Quick as hghtning, however, the soldiers wrenched
the weapon from her, and the officer coolly rephed, * You
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seem fariously disposed, my dear madame. If you go
on in this way I shall be under the necessity of binding
you, but I hope soon to see you 1n another mind. I trust
you will excuse my leaving you for the present, ms my
duties call me elsewhere, but my people will pay you
every attention in the mean while.”

The officers now began to consuilt together what was to
be done with this multitude of wretched beings, who were
filling the air with their cries and lamentations.

“ We dare not give any quarter,” said the captain of the
Blues *We have only five hundred men altogether in
our company, and La Charette may overtake us at any
moment. The prisoners, too. are, for the most part,
women; and this increascs our embarrassment One
may almost take it for granted that every ome of these
Vendéan en is a Judith, who will take the first oppor-
tunity she of cutting the throat of one of our soldiers
I submit this to your due consideration, citizens; and beg
to say that I will not take any respomsibility upon myself
in the matter.”

“Buat what then is to be done with such a erowd?
They are five hundred in rumber at the very least.”

“T have it! I have it"” exclmaimed an old sergeant, who
bad been exploring the whole chateau. * There is a great
cistern down there: there will be room enough for them
all in that.”

There was a pause of universal sarprise. The noble
council of ‘war required a few moments to collect their
thoughts. But the proposal was too original net to be
favourably received by the officers, whose famcy was much
taken by the smgulanty of the idea. The carrying out of
the plan also seemed to them to promise considerable
amusement, and a full satisfaction of their vengesnce on
the égorgeurs, échaufféurs, and crucifiers.

« Have you smything to say against this plan?” said the
ocaptain at tength to one of the lieutenants.

“Not L,” he replied.

¢ Nor I either,” said another

« It will be a good example,” added a third.

“ Well, then,” said the captain, “ I see no reason why
we should not set to work at once.”

 Stop a moment!” exclaimed one of the younger heu-
téhants, as he twirled his moustache. “it seemss to me
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we might as well save the lives of some half-dozen of the
prettiest girls in the Jot. Tius fighting 18 very dry work,
and they will help us to beguile the time a little.”

This proposal met with universal approbation. The
Blues now commenced thewr hellish work  Old men and
children cast themselves implonngly at the feet of the
officers, but were repelled with brutal msolence. Seven
young girls were torn from thewr parents’ arms, anndst the
tears and imprecations of the multitude They knew that
the fate which was reserved for these unhappy children
was even far more fearful than the death of agony which
was 1n store for themselves. When they found that all
entreaties were but vam, the most stout-hearted ot the
party prepared to offer some resistance Tlus brought
about a tremendous struggle, wluch only hastened the
fearful catastrophe The soldiers struck dowan with their
bayonets every one who oppased them; and as the children
who came across their path often impeded them in thewr
work of destruction, they mercilessly trampled these little
ones under thewr feet.

“ Now,” snid the sergeant to the captain, “I think it is
time we should set to work in downnright earmest ”

“ Goriot!” replied the captamn, pomntang to the seven
trembling girls, “ had you not best conduet these first to a
place of security? Bind them fast together, and the
generaless with them, by their hands end feet, and bring
them to the neighbouring village.”

“ Just a8 you please, captain  But you know that there
are compantes of freebooters in all directions, who will be
very apt to deliver our prisoners if we set out without the
escort of the whole company.”

“You are nght,” replied the eaptain, as he rudely
s‘hlsved the peor girls into & corner and ranged them in
order.

There was sueh an incessant howling snd lamentation
during the whole of this conversation, that it was with
some difficulty the esptain could succeed in making him-
self heard.

“\What an ipferngl howling!” he exclaimed at length in
a voice of thunder. “I venly believe that this rabble have
a talent for screaming beyond that possessed by any other
nation on the face of the earth. It would be enough to
move a stone, if only they were not Vendéans. We must
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make an end of them as quickly as we can, Remember,
soldiers, your comrades at St Florentin; think on the vie-
tims of Machecoul, where these wretches cut our men to
pieces with their scythes; and have no pity on these
yelling tigresses!”

““Mercy! Compassion' Pity!' Ioly Virgin, help us'”
exclaimed the helpless crowd, as they felt themselves
crushed ou every side, and remorselessly knocked about
with the butt-ends of the muskets. But the soldiers had
been worked up to a pitch of frenzy by the recollections
which their captain had awakened in their minds.

“You infernal wretches!” they exclaimed, “had you
any compassion when you roasted our compamons alive?
We will make you pay dearly now for the Vespers of
Machecoul ”

“ Form a circle around them'” cried the commandant;
* drive them here to the left; down with them all into the
cistern!”

One loud shriek of terror burst from the crowd, and
then these despairing womcn engaged in a desperate
struggle hand to hand with the soldiers: a struggle for
their liwes! They clasped theiwr arms around them, and
sought to drag them to the ground; others tried to wrench
their muskets from their hands, whilst others sprang upon
their shoulders, or, ike wild beasts, bit their hands and
arms, thus inflicting the greatest agony on their murderers.

“Look at these funes!” cried the captain, *they are
destroying our best men. Here we have already half-a-
dozen soldiers hors de combat mm this fight with a set of
women! Make an end of them at once! No quarter!
Shove them into the well!”

And fearful indeed was the scene which ensued; a scene
which beggars all description, and which was worthy of
the pencil of that Itglian painter who loved to depict the
sufferings of the lost. The soldiers required the aid of
all their weapons to defend themselves against the min-
gled crowd, who with a fearful death-ery rushed upon
them in mortal combat. Women clinging in despair to
their aged fathers, who clasped them weeping to their
breasts; helpless invalids and wounded men, horne upon
sthe shoulders of their oppressors, and looking round with
dim and glassy eyes on the scene of horror; mothers who
raised their children in their arms, whilst they offered
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their own breasts to the bavonets, in order to <ave then
Iittle ones, stiil breathing bodies, which lay helpless on
the giound tiodden under foot both by fitend and foe,
long tresses of 1aven han seattered on every side' These
were the detatls of the heait 1ending, the <ickening <ecne
One mother 1n wild despair thiew her cluld amongst the
~oldiers they 1eccived 1t on the pomnts of their bayonets,
and 1ased 1t on Igh as a <tandard' Now began in 1ts
most teirific manner a scene of promiscuous slaughter;
<hort, ringing «es, which met the ear on everv awde,
denoted the moment when thrusts trom thc¢ <abie and
the bayonct terminated the sufterings ot those who wele
nearest to the soldiers, the remamnder of the mist ruble
erowd were diven closer and closer to the eistern, around
the maigin of which therc still stood a circle of human
bemgs, who offered the fum 1esistance of despair to the
pressure fiom without But at last a gap was made in
this Living wall, and about a dosen of wietched creatures
thrust head foremost, one over another, with a fearful
shriek disappeared m the abyss Hach one, as he fell,
drew others with him m his vain attempt, by girasping
their clothes, to 1escue himself from destruction  (Gra-
dually the whole ciowd disappearcd, sinking one after
another into the earth, weaker and fanter arose the wail
of the sufferers, and at length the whole cistern was filled
with bodies, heaped one above another, and writhing m
the agonies of death The bloody work was accomplished,
and the last corpse thrown 1n, but in the depths of that
Living grave a number of men yet moved and groaned,
surrounded on all sides by the corpses of those who in
life had been most dear to them

The wearied soldiers, with oaths and imprecations,
washed away the blood from thewr savage and 1eckless
countenances -

“We have had enough of 1t,” said the captain ¢let
them settle matters down there now amongst themselves
as they like They will soon, I suspect, make an end of
one another.”

And 80 saying, he stepped to the edge of the cistern,
and with a fiendish smile looked down on the wretched
mass of his fellow-creatures who lay beneath in ever-n-
creasing torture

¢« Not one has escaped,” said the sergeant. * We must

E
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set a watch over them at present by to-morrow, I think,
they will all be qmet enough.”

« Truly, they are pretty well packed,” said the lieutenant

« We must now think of our own safety,” continued the
captain, as he marshalled his troop * Have you got any
booty, my boys””

* None worth speaking of,” replied the sergeant * a few
shabby crosses and. paltry rings, some head-kerchiefs and
shoes, which are of no use See!™ smd he, as he picked
some of them up; * they have not a whole sole amongst
them ”

At thas mnement a down-pour of rain began to fall.

“ That comes 1n good time,” said the captan. “ We
will make a little gutter, which shall discharge itself ito
the cistern, otherwise some after all might escape, and 1t
would be too hard work to make an end of them all with
the bayonet. *

«“ A capital thought! This stream of water will be quite
a refreshment to them'”

Some of the soldiers set to work directly and dug a
littds channel, by which the rain-watcer was conveyed strught
mto the cisterm. The captain then summoned his men,
and. went through the roll:call.

“ We have lost no one,’ he then said; ‘ but Georges is
minus an eye, and Brison has a broken leg. How dud this,

9"

‘ One of these women of Machecoul dragged him to the
ground, and smashed his leg with the butt-end of his own
musket,” réplied one of the soldiers; ‘“ but I gave her a
good thrust with the bayonet in return for her pains.”

“ But what in the world do I see here®” exclaimed the
captain, stepping up to-one of his soldiers. ‘ Why, com-
rade, you have no hair on your head. What is become of
your wig™"

“ Oh! as for that matter,” smid another soldier, * tkat is
a trifle indeed; but I have only one ear left: one of these
wretches bit off the other "

“As for your ear, good Briol.” said the sergeant, * I
suppose 1t has gone to keep company with Jour's nose
!‘hfz.ok at the poor devil! the women have disfigured him for

“ There are more soldiers here,” announced another
sesgeant, *“ who have lost their ears and their eyes.”

x
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* Forty five men have been rendered untit for service, on
account of their feet having heen lamerd trom the violence
with which they were trampled upon’

‘“ We have had altogether two hundred men mutilated,
and others more or less severely wounded "

« And how they have bedaubed our taces' See! do we
not look hke a set of tattooed savarses’’

* Where 15 Malin, our carpenter ' mquired the ciptam

*“ Here'’ groaned out a teeble voice rom the nudst of a
heap of biushwood which Iny neun the astan

“ He seems unable to 11se, <aud the captamm s with
some other officers he approached the spot where Milin
lay, breathing with considerable ditheculty His mmitoim
was torn to shreds, and lus body covered with tcartul
gashes

“ How do you happen to be o badly wounded > inquired
the captam

¢ There!” replicd the sufferer, as he pointed to an ohject
which lay by his side *1t was a <ickle ’

“ The devil take these furies!’ exclaimed the enraged
captam, “to maul my people m this way! It 15 really
unexampled!”

In no very good humour—for thcre was scareely one ot
the party who had not recened some hind of mjury m the
eourse of the late struggle—the httle troop once more pre-
pared to set fornard on their march The captam now ap-
proached the captive women who, pale and trembling,
clung conmvulsively to one another  I'he marchionesa sat,
as if petnified, upon a fiaginent ot r0ck, and recewed the
captain with a look of withermg «corm  Some hngeimg
remnant of shame was awakened tor a moment m lus
bosom, and he said—

« Citizen, the gult of the act you have now witnessed
does not rest with ws this 15 wartare according to the
fashion of La Vendee ’

The marchioness made no 1¢ply, but turned hei back
upon him 1n disgust The captam, however, sewved her by
the shoulders without ceremony, and forcing her to retuin
to her former position, sard—

* When people have such handsome faces as you have,
madame, they should not tuin their backs on a man who has
acted so magnanimously towards them as 1 have towaids
yOu ”
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“ Let her alone,” said the sergeant; * she will soon learn:
to be more submissne

** I fully intend that she shall, and if not, we shall quickly
find means to tame her spirit Madame,’ he added in a
severe tone, ¢ for doubtless this title is more pleasing to
your ears than that of simple ‘citizen,’ I leave you vour
choice will you take my arm and proceed upon vour jour
ney free, or do yvou choose to be bound and led along by a
soldier, who certamnly will not deal with you as gently as T
should do?” *

The marchioness made no further reply than simply to
hold out her hands with an aspect of firm determination.
The sergeant hound a handkerchief firmly round her small
wrists, took the two ends mm Ins hand, and with o derisive
laugh uttered the word of command, “ March!' The re-
maining priconers were led off in the same manner The
officers attemipted to draw them 1nto conversation, but they
made no reply As the hittle group walked sorrowfully on-
wards, their lips might have been seen to move 1n prayer.
and, as they thought upon their murdered raothers and
sisters, they wept

The village lay at the distance of only about a quarter of
an hour’s walk from the chateau. It was therefuie quickly
reached, and the soldiery betook themselves to their quar-
ters. The marquis was shut up 1n the desolated church,
whilst his wife was conducted to the abode of the captam,
who invited her to partake of the supper which had been
prepared for him

* Madame,” said he, ¢ you see I treat you like an angel.
I might have bound you with cords, and thrown jou into a
miserable dungeon. or allowed you to share the fate of your
companmions m the cistern, but there is something about
you which pleases me, and I therefore ask you once more,
whether do you choose to he treated as a friend or as a
prisoner?”’

*“ As a prisoner'” replied the marchioness in a decided
tone, as she withdrew to the farthest corner of the room
and scated herself upon a wooden stool.

“ It shall be just as you please,” replied the captain;
* but, even for your husband’s sake, it might perhaps be as
well for you to treat me a hittle more courteously He is
doubtless very dear to you, and the constancy with which
you have adhered to him mn his msfortunes bespeaks a
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noble mind, but this old system of it lonzx devotion 1s
now bccome quite antiquited and out ot datc DMight
not a nave 1epublican soldicr prove a bettar protector for
you than a bioken down 10vihist?  Bestdes, much lis m
my power and, if you consent to sharze my fortunes Ipro
mise vou that this husband whom you scem to love so well
shall be 1escued fiom the fate wlich now awmts him

The unhappy muchioness sat specchless and as if part
Ivsed with horor, while the 1ude soldir thus addresse 1
her At fust she seemed hardly to pprchend the full 1m
poit of his words, but gradually a te utul conflict of emo
tions w1s anakencd 1 her breast  1The rememinance that
she had ence wronged her husb md filled har soul with the
bitterest angmsh, and she felt as if nou she ou ht not to
shrink fiom any swafice wlhich mzht puichase s safoty
How could she brmg hersedt to seallns doom with har own
Lps’ How could she dcem any suftaumgs of ha own
worthy of 2 moment s considaation 1t they mght only 108
cue lum from a miserable death® Thc agitation which was
depicted m her countenance betiiycd hear emotion to the
young ofhcer, who, secins his v intyge wmged ha et
more eagerly to close with hus ofter Bewildared and op
pressed she at length exclanned i a tremulous voue—

“If vou will only set him hiee I will consent to unite my
tate with yours

T1ansported with this concession, the captamn sewed hei
hand and presscd 1t with madom to s hips  She started
back fivin his touch, as though she had baen stung by
siper

“Stop, sit’ she exclaimed 1 a detexmined tone, “you
must not dare to approach mc until yom share of the com
pact 15 fulfilled

¢ Youale a stiange woman, he 1cplied ‘Do you then
1eally suppose that your husband will be satished with thiy
arrangeamnent” It was ouly 1n johe that I promised you to
save his life Tahe my advice and tiouble yowr head no
more about him He 1s a lost man'

The marchioness, eniaged as he said this, staated to her
teet and exclaimed, ¢ If this be <o indeed, then, si1, 1athel
than become your wife, you shall see me full at your fect
a hfeless corpse' Wiite for me this very moment an
ordt:is to your sergeant to dcliver up the prisoner mto 1y
hands
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“Well, you must have your own way,” said the captamn;
“but were 1t not that you have bewitched me with your
beauty, I should not run the ris<k of losing my head to
please you or anybody else I suppose, however, that 1
must do as vou wish, o1 1 shall never have a moments
peace I should like to know, though, what use there 1s
m penilling both vour head and mine 1n this matter Yowm
husband 15 so badly wounded, that, if he attempt to make
Ins escape, he will die on the 10ad ”

“ That 15 no concern of yoms, replied the marchioness
*t better that he should be dead than in the hands of your
soldiers’

At length, with an unwilling hand, the rude republican
wrote the promused order “It 1s, perhaps, my death-
wantant, said he, “but what matters 1t?> To-day or to
1N0rTOWw, 1t 15 all the samc¢ The life of man 1s short enough
at any 1ate, so I will take my chance, and enjoy 1t whle
1t lasts

Thus saymg, he laid the order on the table, and placmng
over 1t a dagger which hung from his belt, he sad, ag he
led the marchioness towards the supper-table—

“1t 1s time that we should partake of some refreshment;
the sights you have seen this day are too much for weak
nerves A glass of champagne will enhiven you a hittle ”

‘With mingled hatred and disgust she took her seat by
the ruffian's side, her eye rested upon the written order,
and upon the ghttering weapon which lay beside 1t A
fem ful thought flashed across her mind

Intoxicated by his supposed triumph, the young man
quaffed one glass after another of the excrting draught,
until, stup:fied by his own excess, he sank back in a heavy
sleep upon the sofa

The marchioness locked once more upon the dagger, and
then upon her slumbering compamon, and she shuddered
In one moment she mght fiee herself for ever from her
hated lot, and secure the safety of herhusband Her heart
sickened at the thought of shedding human blood, and
yet 1t was her only alternative With the concentrated
calmness of despair, she at length grasped the dagger, and,
raising her eyes towaxds heaven, as if she would seek for-
giveness for the deed, she plunged 1t into the breast of the
sleeping villain One famt groan——one convulsive sbmd-
der—and the unbhappy man had passed from time mto
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eternity. The resolute woman had acted with so much
presence of mind and s0 much quietness of action, thatno
sound could have been heard suflicient to excite the shght-
est suspicion. Even had any one been watchmyg at the
door, he could only have supposed thus passing murmur to
proceed from the disturbed and unquiet slumbers of a
drunken man

The marchioness now hastily cast from her her blood-
stamed dress. and put on In 1ts place a nmform of the
young officer’s, threw lus cloak over her shoulders, buckled
his sword to her side, drew hus cap low over her forehead,
and then, having hghted a small dark-lantern which hung
agawnst the wall, she took 1t 1 her hand and left the apart-
ment, not. however, without first securing the precious
order for the deliverance of her husband, which she thrast
into her breast.

When the sentry on guard saw an officer comung out of
the captain’s quarters, he concluded that it was no other
than his commanding officer himself, and duly prosented
arms The marchioness hastened quickly past, and reached
the street 1n safety. The darkness favoured her flight, and
the dazzling light of the lantern prevented others from re-
cogmsing her, whilst 1t enabled her to reconnoitre all whom
she encountered Well acquamted with all the customs of
war, and 1n possession of the watchword, she passed along
n perfect security, and without mecting with the slightest
unpediment She soon reached the church, which was
occupied by a strong detaclunent; and a glance at the
numbers she would have to encounter here left her fully
persuaded that no degree of cunning or presence of mind
could avail her 1n the midst of so many watchful and ob-
servant cyes. Bhe therefore struck into a path which led
towards the country, passed in safety by one or two de-
tached sentinels, and 1n a few moments more had turned
her back upon the village. A watch-fire mdieated to her
that place of horror where the Vendean women lay in‘the
cistern, enduring, 1 so man)y cases, the angmish of a living
death. Thither it was that she directed her steps

The republican commander, acting on the supposition
that all the women who had been cast into the well were
either dead or dying, only left behind him st the chateau
a single man on watch. As might closed in, and this poor
creature found himself utterly alone, a sost of superstitious



T2 LVENTS IN THE CAREER OI' NATOLEON.

terror crept over him, which was by no means alleviated as
the¢ mcessant groans from the cistern fell npon his ear.
In order a httle to divert his mind from the melancholy
thoughts which were suggested by the scene around him,
he retired to a tolerable distance from the spot which he
had been set to guard, and highted an ¢cnormons fire Here
he puced up and down, longing tor break of day, as he
well knew he was too far from the rest of the troop to ex-
pect that any one would be <ent to relieve Inm from his
dismnal wateh.  Gradually, some few of the unhappy <uffer-
ers had regained a small measure of strength, and, axmed
with the resolution of despair, extricated themselves fiom
the heap of dead and dymg who surrounded them, and
clambered up the <ide of the well which formed thewr Iiving
gemve Suddenly, the termtfied sentry percened crouching,
walling forms creeping torth from the well, and, dragging
themselves slowly along on thewr hands and teet. approach
the margm of the Inll on which the castle was built  Fear,
and perhaps some lingering spark of human feeling, pre-
vented him from noticing these wretched beings; with re-
gard to whom, moreover, he could not help feehng some
uneasy doubts as to whether they were real flesh and blood
» or only wandering ghosts  With averted eyes, and leaning
aganst a crumbling wall, which afforded him protection
from any sudden attack fiom behind, he remamed blind
and dumb as concerned all that was gomng on around him,
whilst he gazed imtently mto the crackling fire and supphied
it unceasingly with fresh fuel This enabled the marchio-
ness to approach him sufficiently near to observe all his
movements without being herself discovered The ashy
paleness of his features, the tremulous movement of his
lips, as 1n a suppressed tone he muttered to himself a few
broken seuntences, the restlessness of his manner, and his
downcast eyes, all betrayed to her his inward terror and
angmsh of mind Yet she dared not leave him alnve, whilst
she proceeded to accomplish her task, lest he should hasten
to the village and betray her Without allowing herself a
moment for consideration, she steeled her heart and nerved
her arm once more to the deed of blood, and rushing wildly
upon the terror-stricken man, plunged her dagger into his
breast. The unhappy man invoked his guardian saint,
and sank hfeless upon the watch fire. The marchioness
withdrew the weapon from his body and hastened towards
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the well  As she approached, the stifled eries of the sufter-
ers who were seeking to e-cape met her eai, and she ealled
aloud to them in accents ot hope and comfort—

« It 15 I—the generals wite' she exclaimed «1 am
coming to delner all who are et within the bounds ot
dehverance ”

¢ All-merciful heaven' exclaimed a feeble voice, **1s 1t
possible’ Has God mdeed not fursahen us’

“Yes, 1t 15 andeed 1' Take courage! We will paay
together and stand by one anothcr Pachance we mnay
yet be able to rescue many from the jaws ot death  T'he
ruthans did their work <o hastily that 1t must needs have
been done imperfectly

«“Ah' there aite many m the‘well who me jet alnve,
some aie altogether unhwmt, others only shghtly wounded,
but all are pericshing tor lach of assistance, and fiom she i
tenor and despan '

“Iet us then spend no time 1n useless words, but go
dncetly to their mmd I remember to have remarked a long
rope 1 the cellar of the chatean, which seemed to be mn
tended for this well Let us fetch at

“ God reward you to all etermty' God bless youly
claimed the already 1escued women, as they sank on then
knees betore their gener aless, hissed her hands and feet, and
bathed them with their tears

This scene at first depiived the heroic woman for a few
moments of her self-command she burst into a flood of
tears, cmbraced the puor peasants, and, looking up to heaven
with a glance of earnest supplication, as 1t nerving herselt
toi1 the work which now lay before her, eaclaimed, M)
God' my God'

But soon she was recalled to herself by the recollection
of her still-imprisoned husband, to whom a moment s delay
mught nvolve fatal consequences  Without, therefore,
allowing another minute to be devoted to the indulgence
of grief or of emotion, she hastened to the cellar, found the
rope, and quickly returned with it to the cistern. A suffo-
cating vapour arose from its depths The mephitic ex-
halations from the stagnant water, and the heated, suffering
mass of human bemgs, poisoned the whole atmosphere
around, and converted this abode of horror into a completc
pest-honse As the miserable wretches who lay beneath
saw the glimmering hight approach the mouth of thew
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dreary prison, and heard the voice of the marchioness,
which spoke to them 1n words of comfort, there burst from
them a cry of mingled joy and lamentation, a confused
murmur of groans and supphications, with earnest cries to
heaven for help and for dehverance. The marchioness
stood in need of all her presence of mind to preserve
tranqullity and order mm this agitated mass of human
bemnas

The now suddenly-quickened throng of intertwined,
crushed, and wounded bodiers, threatened to deprive those
who were yet unhurt of thewr httle remaming strength,
and altogether to extinguish Jlife 1n those who had been
already wounded

“For God's sake, keep yourselves still' let none move
aout of her place, and each wuit quietly till 1t eomes to your
turn. The rope will only bear one at a tume, and we are
not strong enough to save you, unless you keep yourselves
in peace and resign yourselves to the will of God.”

*Let us 1 the mean time smng a lLtany,” said an old
woman in the depth of the well ‘ that will give us cou-
rage and strength to wait patiently ™

A}l directly became tranquil, and the voise of unmited
supplication burst forth with one accord from the suffering
multitude, and.ascended towards the calin vault of heaven.
Just then a passing breeze parted the clouds; the moon
shone forth in trangquil lustre, and shed her clear, soft light
over the seene of 50 much crime and horror. The dyng
sufferers, as they saw those inost dear to them delivered,
felt comforted, and smiled 1n death But ere the mar-
chioness proceeded with her work of deliverance, she bent
over the edge of the cistern, and cried in a voiee which
bespoke the wild excitement of her mind—

* Vendean women ! ye lionesses of this tortured land!
hearken to my words You are covered with the blood of
vour children and your sisters, who have expired by your
sides! Are you ready to revemge yourselves®”

Suddenly was hushed the soft, plaintaive voice of suppli-
cation; the aceents of prmse which glorified the God of
meroy ceased to ascend towarde heaven; and in their place
a wild ery was heard, as from a wounded jackal It was.a
speechless sound, but the marchioness understood its im-

port.
«Well, then,” she exclaimed, “when I have restored you
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to life and liberty, remember that you are not worthy to
live 1f you are not ready to 1evenge your husbands, your
children, vour parents, even at the eost of yvur ives The
Blues lie asleep yonder, intoxicated with wine and drunk
with bloodshed Let us surprise them n their slumbers
and repay hke with hke'”

When she ceased, fearful pledges of revenge were re-
echoed on every side; threats werce uttered which nade the
very blood run cold—threats of such tearful import that
one nght almost be disposed to doubt that those from
whom they proceeded could be beings of lhike nature with
ourselves In the midst of these furious exclamations of
hatred and revenge began the work of deliverance, and
quickly was 1t accomplished 'The wounded tforgot their
sufferings, the mothers thewr murdered little ones, whom
they had ntherto held clasped to their hearts i mute de-
spair, and the sight of whom had, but the moment before,
bowed their spinits to the dust Sorrow was forgotten in
the wild tharst for revenge’

Half-an-hour sufficed to draw the uninjured and the
wounded out of the well only the corpses, which were for
the most part covered with water, were left behund Earth
was thrown over the bodies, amidst the tears and benedic-
tions of the survivors, as though they had been committed
to their kindred dust 1n an ordinary grave The wounded
were conveyed 1nto the cellar, and commatted to the charge
of an aged woman The doors were barricaded with blocks
of wood and implements of divers kinds; torehes were then
highted, and the httle band assembled for further delibera-
tion in the court-yard of the chateau. They were about
forty in mumber, and consisted for the most part of young
and hale conntrywomen, who had survived the horrors of
that fearful day, and had saved themselves from death by
the same 1nstincet ‘which leads the worm to assume the ap-
pearance of death when it ~ees approachmg pernl.

The sight of these women 1n their torn and bloody gar-
ments, shivering with cold and dnpping with wet, was
fearful and repulsive Even the countenanees of the young
girls had a wild and savage expression, which altogether
fflwed the original stamp of youthful gwace and eome-

ess

“We shall die of cold,” said one of the peasants,  un-
less we find some means of drying our clothes.”
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“Oh' as to that excdlaimed another ¢ T have made
discovery of something which will warm our blood though
1t cimot dry our clothes Thele 15 a cash of wine hiny
m onec of the sidc vaults of the cellar we will go and
feteh 1t

“Wc shill lose precious time said the maichioness
“and paihaps faill 1n accomplishing our 1eveng

¢ H v e no fears on that hcd, 1eplied one of the women
* w¢ <hall only be the soonci 1eady to procecd with om
work

W ith wild shouts of jov the infuiiated band hastcned to
the ccllu m a few moments the cash wis empticd wmd
nought was heud on cvary side but wild songs accompa
med with c1es of 1a3¢ and gwful unpiceations  They
se1ed one another by the hands and jomcd m 1 dance ot
sayvwge titamph  they seemcd as if possessed by some evil
sprit Some ammed thanschves with poles others wath
dnners miplements of husbaindiy—scvthes sichles and
pitchforhs which they found m the unguaided and tm
<ithen <tore1oums which they had bioken open and m a
very short time the¢ whole banl thus foinudably aimed
stood before then conductiess

We me only forty in number, exclaumed one of the
most collected of the paity * what can we hopesto eftect
ag unst a paty of thiee hundied well ammed and disciphned
Blues who are now m possession of the village’

“We have certamly onlv one 1esource, 1ephcd the mar
chioncss  “we must set fne to the chuich m which they
are all Iving asleep upon the straw If we can but onct
overpower the guaid, none will be able to escape fiom the
church  The mushets axe Iving piled up before the door
we will <ecure these weapons, and then siv 1esolute women
will easily be able, by tahing up then post at the doo1 ot
the buining church, to cut oft every one who shall attempt
to escape

This proposition was 1ecenved with loud acclamations
They hastily collected straw and other inflammable matc
rals, extingmished their torches and began to descend the
dechvity which led fiom the chateau ot Chisson towads
the village The voice of song and the ery of tiumph
were hushed, and 1n deep silence did the incendiaries ap
proach the wretched spot which they had devoted to such
utter destruction
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The most perfect stillness pervaded the whole village
Ihe forced maiches they had made, the bloodv work they
hiwd executed dunng the day  together with exvcessn
dunhing, hud lett the Blucs peitectly defenccless  'Ihe
geatar number 1y upon the stiaw m a state of uttar un
conscionsness, the <entinels 1celed about, anythin, but
ober1 and the whole tivop~ waie 1 that state of apathy
which <o often suceceds a dav of mtcnse excitement ox
exartion  The cottnges weie all torsthen by then mhaby
tts  for the country people had fled mto the woods ca
1ving with them then lttle propeities  lhe Vendow
women accordingly reached the wvillage quuitc unmoticed
The 1epublican sentites saw themselves suddenly sm
10ounded and they smendered themselves without 1e
sistance  T'he women flew upon them hhke funis wmd
stiangled them on the spot  As thoy approached the cen
tie of the village, the maichioness commanded her hittle
band to 1etne mto the ncighbouring cottages, and conceal
themselves thae whilst she went forward alond to procme
the tieedom of her mmpiisoned husband Assummg o
bold and confident air, sh¢ appirowhed the door ot the
<huich, wheie she found the sc1ge it lymg fast aslecp nem
the sentry on a bundle of stiaw  The sentmel prcsented
s musket at hes, and ashed, awcconding to orders for the
watchword

Make way, my good fricnd, said the marchioness, at
the same time giving the watchword ‘I am come with
commands from the captain

The sergeant raised his ey¢s m astomshment, and looked
with no little suaprise on the young, and to him unhnown
ofticer, 1€ad the order which was presented to hum, and
said—

What can have come over our captain® I suspect he
must have drunk last eveming a little moie than thirst 1e
quned Who are you®

* That 15 no concern of yours, rephed the marchioness,
* obev the orders of yom commuander ’

Well, it 1s a strange affar What on earth can he
mean by 1t” I cannot help thinking that theie 15 some
thing wiong 1n 1t I will obey the order, but you must
excuse my just stepping up to the captain himself to makhe
some 1mqunies on the subject
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“Just as you please, sergeant. You must, of course,
know your own duty best  But I must request of you in
the first place to produce the prisoner, that I may be satis-
fied there has been no foul play ”

Mistrustful and undeecided, the old soldier,.after one
more vam attempt to recognise the features of the officer,
at length unwllingly comphied, and summoned the pri-
soner. who, wakeful and suffering, had remamed m the
mean while an anxious spectator of the whole scene.

« Holloa here, comrade!” cried the sergeant to the un-
fortunate marquis; “1 hope you are going to be shot, for
I cannot think what else they intend to do with you ”

With cold resignation the marquis raised himself from
his straw couch, and followed the sergeant over the bodies
of his sleeping comrades, who, lying amidst broken flasks,
spilt wine, and scattered fragments of food, offered a revolt-
ing spectacle

‘A pretty story this 1s,” muttered the sergeant to himself
in an anxious tone “ If fate should bring the Whites down
on us to-night, they would have hght work of it with these
swine.”

“ This way, general,” said the marchioness, as she seized
the prisoner by the hand *‘ You are saved '” she whispered
to him in a low tone- “fly as quickly as you can into the
nearest cottage, and there await the rest ”

As the marchioness thus spoke, she led the prisoner
away with hasty strides.

«“ Halt'” cned the sergeaut, hastening after her; “you
must not go off until I have reconnoitred your order ”

¢« Shall I fire”” inquired the sentry.

“ No, no'” said the bewildered sergeant, ** don't you see
that he 1s an officer, and bears an order from the com-
mander?”

« Let him pass on, then,” said the sentinel, shouldering
his musket with an air of indifference.

*That will not answer either,” said the sergeant; * the
affair 18 80 very suspicions.”

In the mean while the prisoner had reached the door of
a house. The marchioness turned herself quickly round
towards the sergeant, and discharged her pistol at his head
He fell to the ground mortally wounded. The sentry now
fired, but without waiting to take a steady aim; the shot
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miesed, and he gave the alarm. In an moment, howeser,
he was surrounded by the women, overpowered, and dis-
armed

Heaps of straw were now thrown before the church
door and set on fire The ar 1esounded with wild eries.
the flame blazed up with rapidly-imereasing bughtuess, and
1 a moment the whole church was filled with & thick and
suffocating smoke The mushets weire now serzed, and six
robust countrywomen placed themselves before the door
with poimnted bayonets, whilst the remmunder of the party
broke m, from without, the windows of the chureh, and
flung 1n through the apertures bundles of burnmmg straw.
The huge piles of this material winch Iay senttered about
in all directions, as beds for the sleeping soldiery, now
caught fire; a fearful tumult arose within the chureh: the
mtoxicated soldiers, blinded by the smoke, stumbled over
one another, and rushed about distracted, unable to find
the door; whilst those who lay close to the opening, and
thus effected their escape from the flames, were received by
the 1infuriated women on the points of their bayonets The
dense smoke veiled from all eyes this scene of horror; the
fearful screams of the burming wretches were drowned by
the loud noise of the drums, which the women beat with
indefatigable ardour The whole church was quckly en-
veloped 1n flames; whilst about a dozen mutilated soldiers,
who had been already transtixed by bayonets, made their
way through the burning mas«, and sought to escape from
the devouring element But all in vain' they were seized
by the remorseless furies, trampled on the ground, and
barbarously murdered. The yells of the agonmized victims
were now silenced; the door of the church, barrcaded by
half-consumed corpses, no longer nceded a guard, the work
of vengeance was complete; the whole village wus in
flames! With wild, exulting shouts the women danced
around the burning pile, and sung the derisive songs which
had been composed by the Vendéans on the hated repub-
licans They took possession of the baggage-chests, broke
open the wine and provision stores, and held a bacchana-
lian revel in the mdst of this scene of heart-sickeming
horror The marchioness felt that 1t was quite beyond her
power to restrain these excesses; and in truth, in those
awful times, the fire of hatred and revenge burnt too fiercely
even 1n the breast of the most refined and high-born women



{0 EVENTS IN THE CAREER OF NAPOLEON.

of the land, not to lead them to look with comparative
mdifference on scenes which m former days they would
have shuddered to hehold. but with which the Blues them-
selves had only too pamnfully famihiarized their minds.

The fate of La Vendee was at length decided  Charette
was taken prisoner, Lescure slamn, every individual corps
cither scattered or annilnlated The vietors now proceeded
to the trial of the offenders Amongst the number of those
who had been talen prisoners by General Hoche, we meet
once more with the marquis and hus heroiec wife. The
former, after having saved himself by flight, had hired
hunself out to a farmer as ploughman, whilst the latter had
with difficulty obtained a situation as dawry-maid. For
three months the unfortunate pair thus remamned in con-
cealment, until one day a detachment of the Bilunes sur-
rounded the farm, and arrested its owner as a harbourer of
brigands. The fugitives were now seized, and brought to
Nantes, there to be placed upon their trial The marquis
was separated from his wife, who saw herself once more
delivered up to the tender mercies of a rough soldiery, who
sought to prove their republican wurtue by the practice of
the most revolting cruelties. The marchioness passed
some weeks in this prison, where she experienced such
sympathy as one of the Tendean firebrands mmght expect.
At last both husband and wife were brought before their
judges and tried The sentence of death quickly followed

So numerous were the victims under sentence of death,
that the gmllotine was not sufficiently rapid in 1ts opera-
tions to accomplish the bloody work. The prisons were
thronged to excess, and from their infected atmosphere
contagion spread amongst the whole population The
government also began to feel some fears with regard to
the moral effects which the sight of this constant blood-
shedding must produce upon the people. Then it was
that some  practical” man amongst the republican leaders
hit upon a new mode of execution, by means of the noto-
rious Noyades.
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Boats weile constiucted pable of 1ccinving a grot
number of the prsoners and picaaced thiouzhout with
«mall holes  On a given signal these holes ware opencd
aud the vesscl sunk m the 1apad sticam Lhis method of
putting the pr1soners out ot the wold attorded the rcpub
licans, moreover & new species of dnersion  Multitudes
of sight hunters uscd to 1sscmble on the river banks m
order to teed then deprwed cmosity by hsteniny to the
expumg 1w of thos¢ unhappy bangs  Young madans
women the 1ged ind the feeble 1l ware aammed togothea
m one promiscuous mass davoted to this fe ntul death
The Lone was their grave that I one on whose banhs the
heroes ot T 1 Vendce had o fieely shed ther blood m &
hopelcss cau-c!

The bc wty of the marchioness attiacted attention (ven
in the prisons of Nantes  Hilhipot a colondl m the ~ar
vice of the Republie, offtred to procure heai pardon but
at such a price that she rejccted has oftar with disdamm and
awaited patiently the ¢venttul evenmg which was to unite
her i death with himn she loved  Since she hnew that his
doom was nrevocably sealed hie had lost all its charms
tor her  Fillipot, moved by har haowe spmt determined
to save her at any cost 'l h¢ appomntcd hom tor the do
struction of thc vietims at length anined  the door ot the
prison i which the marchione ss was confined was opcned
on her knees she anaited the exccutioner who should kead
her out to meet her doom  In his place however the
colonel entered n the deepest agitation  threw a military
cloak over her shoulders, and diagged her hastily to the
banhks of the Lone, where he concealcd har 1 a little skft
which he entcred with her Hairdly however had he placed
her 1n th¢ boat, when the discharge of a cannon anmounced
the hour fixcd for the execution The shore ot the Lo
swarmed with men The darkness was almost dispelled
by the lhght of mnumerable torches  Suddenly there
appeared upon the bosom of the (lear brmght staicam a
large vessel accompamed by a number of smaller guaid
boats, filled with armed republicuns The large® vessel
contamned about three hundred Vendeans fiom whom at
that moment burst forth a song of praise The prnisoneis
stood entwined 1n each others arms and their eyes were
raised to heaven  Nearer and nearer they approached
towards the solitary boat In breathless anxiety did the
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unhappy marchioness gaze on the fearful spectacle She
sought her husband amidst the ciowd, and at length hex
eye rested upon lus well known foom  He stood near the
edge of th¢ boat his aspect was that of calm 1e-ignation,
and he seemed to look thankfully upon the filendly stream
whieh was soon to 1ecetve him mto 1ts bosom  Lhe hight
of a toirh at this moment fcll upon the enuntenance of the
maichioness, a cry buist fiom her lips, the husband and
the wife at the »ame mowment iecognmised onc¢ aunother
Suddenly the large: ve<s¢]l hegan to sway bachw nds and
forwarde the holes weie opencd the boat was simhing!
The marchioness tore herself from the arms of hexr delnerer,
who sought to retun hc1  cried out to her sinkmg husband,
and, stretching ha1 aims towards him as if she would vaanly
seek once moic to clasp lum to her heart, she sprung mto
the stream'
Thus died the last heroes of La Vendee
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BOOK II.

NAPOLEON BONAPARTE

JOSLPHINE BF SUH ARNOIN

Ar length, after a long and fiuitless Reign of Terror, the
Republic began to discover that she had less to fear from
foreign ntiigues, fiom the mmfluence of England and of
Enghish gold, whuch was liberally dicpensed to the emnssa-
ries of 1ebellion, than from the spirit whiech was beginning
to display 1tself amongst her own eitazens  The more blood
flowed upon her scaffolds, so much the higher rose the
dark spunt of fanaticism amongst the opponents of the go-
vernment Every heart tlnoughout Framce which beat
with human feeling rose agamst the tyrants who slew their
own genelals, and rewarded good service done to the Re-
public by a bloody and disgracetul death T'o prevent out-
bieahs and the nsing of factions, a proclamation was 1s-
sued, commanding all citizens to deliver up thewr aims
Every house was searched, and all weapons of defence were
forcibly carried away

In a lowly dwelling in the city of Pars sat a lovely
woman, still in the bloom of youth Her eyes were red
with weeping, and her arms were entwined around her only
son, whilst the boy looked with flashing eyes upon a sword
which he held clasped m both hands This lady was the
widow of General Beauharnois, who had been one of the
victims of the Reign of Terror Madame Beauharnois was
saved fiom the sword of the executioner by the ammesty
which was at length decieed, and she lived 1n calm retire-
ment with the only pledges which remained to her of her
happy but fearfully termmnated umon with General Beau-
barmois. Here she silently wept for her husband’s loss,
and cursed his murderers This sword was almost the only
relic she retammed of her husbands possessions; and oft
would she look upon 1t soriowfully, and refleet with bitter
ness how well 1t had been wielded m the cervice of the Re
public
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“You must deliver up thius sword, Cugene said she to
the <hild, 1n a voice which betiayed her emotion

‘ Never, mamma' 1¢phed the bov 1esolutely ¢ T will
kill anybody who attempts to take i1t fiom me I will 1¢
venge my tather with this sword No oune shall cver take
it fiom me '

At this very moment the goveinment commissary en
tered

“ Citazen, <aid he ¢ the government 1equncs that all
weapons should be deliveried up 1 comc to enforce obe
dience to this command

« Citizen, 1eplicd Joscphme, this sword 1s the only
weapon in my possession It 15 a legiey fiom my husband
I pray you to leave 1t to me as a 1cmembrance of one so
dear to me It 1s a fammly tieasure and one fiom which
my son will not hear of bemng parted

“I 1egict that 1t 15 not 1 myv powei to comply with your
wi-hes my orders arc stixct and adnut of no ewceptions
to the rule Dunng this stormv period many Iines have
been sacithced, and the number ot widows 1n the same
case with yourself cannot be fow

“ But do you not see that thcie 15 no aim m myv fiuly
which 1s capable of wielding this swoid to the detiiment of
the Republic’ Have c(ompassion upon the heat ot a
widow who has lost her all, and sees m this tieasmi @ a rehe
which 1s sacred to her soniowtul 1¢cmembiances Leapl to
me and my son the melancholy satistaction of looking at
this swoid, and of thmhimg as we do so, on one who
wielded 1t honourablyv 1n lns country s savice

¢ I must repeat to jou once moie, with deep regiet,
1eplied the commissary ‘1t 15 out of my power to fulfil
youi wishes 1 this 1espect

Thus saymng, he approached the httle Beauharnois and
asked him for the weapon, but the boy grasped 1t only the
mote firmly, and rephed—

«“This sword belongs to me, and I will not gnetup * *

«“And what do you mean to do with 1t’> mqured the
commissary, at the same tume stroking the child Jindly
upon the head “Itis nc;gla)tbmg, and you are {08 young
to be able to wield a sword °’

«] shall know how to wield 1t against m) father s mur
derars" replied the boy, with flashing eyes

“You see, madame, said the commissary, gravely, *the
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Republic has judged rightly that it 1s necessary for her
safety to take from the relatives of her enemies the weapons
which mmght serve the purposes of revenge I counsel you
as a friend to bring up your son with sentiments different
to thosc he has now expressed Gmne me the sword, my
young fiiend, else I must take 1t from you by force, which
I should gneve to be compelled to do; for,” added he, with
a sunle, “ [ <ee you me a brave boy ”

‘In that you are right, citizen,” replied the boy, as he
drew the swoid out ot 1ts sheath, and you will never get
tlus sword fiom me by force ™

On seemyg the boy thus determined, the commissary
turned towaids the mother, and said impatiently—

“ I must request of you, citizen, to ptft an end to this
scenc 1 would fun deal forbearmgly with this hot-briuned
Iittle fellow, but J would advise you not to presume too
much on this, as pamful consequences might ensue from
his continued obstmacy  The government has every rea-
son to be strict m requuring obedience to its commands,
even from women and cluldren, for these feclings ot re
vengeful hate have spread too widely in many fanulies, and
place the government m a paunful position  The Republic
has already been deprived of come of her best soldiers by
the hands of women and elldien It 1s therefore mmpos-
sible for her to deal with the matter superficially.”

®|Give up the sword, Engene,” said Josephine, casting
a scornful glance upon the commussary, * they are the
strongest, they can hill jou and me, as they have already
killed your father; they can wrest the sword from your
hands by force, but they eannot take from you your futher's
spirt or yvour fathers cournge ” *

Unwillingly, and mauttering mm a suppressed voice words
of defiance, the boy at length yielded up his sword

The next mormng a young boy stood in General Bona-

Jarte’s ante-room, and requested an immediate audience

e was requested with a smile to give his name, and to
state the object of hus petition He readily comphed. The
name of Beauharnois, and the singularity of the child’s de-
mand, Induced the officers in attendance to name the sub-
ject to Bonaparte, who immediately expressed his wish to
see the spirited boy, and in the course of a few moments
Eugene Beauharnois, with his open, manly countenance,
stood before him.
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“General,” said he, without betraving the slightest em-
barrassment, 1 come to ask you for my father's sword
It belongs to me, and no one has a nght to take it from
me "

“ And what will you do with 1t”’ said Bonaparte, looking
kindly on the brave boy

“] will one day wield it in my country's cause, and
avenge my fathers memory ”

“ Who has led you to form this resolution””

“ My mother, who often weepy over his death, and tells
me that he was an honourable man, and that he was killed
by treacherous murderers ™

“Did your mother commission you to say all this to
ma ?!1

“No - she said, ‘It 13 not well to provoke the wolves,
but with time comes counsel ' "

“Does your mother hate me very much®”

“ No,” replied the boy, ‘“she told me, on the contrary,
that you were a great general and a man of honour; one
who would be ineapable of committing n mean or cowardly
act. She added, i1t would be well 1f they were all like you ”

“ Then you too, little hot-brain, are not my enemy, 1
hope. You have, I see, a brave spint. 1 should wish to
be at peace with you.”

« If you give me back my father’s sword, general, I will
not do anything to hurt you,” rephed the hoy

“Good! then you shall have your sword,” replied Bona-
parte, amused at the scene. “You may tell your mother
that I will bring it to her myself. Greet her from me, and
assure her of my esteem.”

Shortly after this interview, Bonaparte, according to his
promise, presented himself at the dwelling of Josephine
She received hima with tears ;m her eyes, and thanked him
with an air of frank and graeefal cordiality which perfeetly
enchanted him. .

“The government,” he obseerved, in the course of the
eomversation. which ensuned; ‘“the government, I confess,
are to my mind much mistaken in thus wounding the
meat saered feelings of our nature. This is not the way
im which the spirits of men can ever be subdued. Rest
assured, madame, that these harsh measures do not meet
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with my approval, and that I regret most deeply that this
stringent law should have cost you an hour of anuety.”

“Oh'” replied Josephine, as she gnzed m undiscembled
admiration upon Bonapartes noble but ummpassioned
countenance, “you are a magnammous man! 1 knew well
that you would honour bravery and msfortune, even 1 an
enemv , that you would not show your courage by imnjuring
the defenceless, that you possessed a heart as generous as
it was brave Would that all the generals of the Republic
were only like you'”

* Madame,” rephed Donaparte, * judge not too scverely
the actions of men in these unhappy times. When the
passions of men have once been strongly aroused, deeds of
violence must ever follow in their train . The temperament
of some men draws theimn towards such acts as by an mvin-
cible attraction, wlilst others are driven to them by una-
voidable necessity

“But why,” exclaimed dJosephine, forgetting, in tho
warmth of her feelings, whom she was addressing, * why
should rule be commaitted to the hands of those who are
too weak to withstand their natural temperament, and know
no higher law than that of necessily? Wherefore should
power be grven to men who are acquainted with no more
effectnal engine of government than the hatchet of the
executioner, the terror and dismay which the strong arm
of the law can so easily inspire” Why should not the helm
of the state be commtted to men who know both how to
tame their own passions and to tranquillize those of their
people. men whd can wmspire the nation with confidence,
and, by a generous magnanimty of conduct, win over even
their opponents? Who are they who conduet to the scaf-
fold every virtue which has ever beem homoured among
men—yfidelity, comstancy, patriotism, love to parents—and
Yet proclasm virtne as the law beneath whose name every
passion is satisfied, and malice, envy, and vetaliation are
allowed the most unbounded sway ? Forgive, gemeral, this
frank expression of my feelings. Many in your position
would, I kmow, aceuse me of high treasom; but you are too

rous not to pardon the weakness of a woman who has
been wounded in the temderest point by the cruelty of this
tyrannieal government. It is true that, in judging of this
government, feeling is my only guide; but these feelings
tell me that it is impolitie in any government, and bespeaks
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a radical corruption in the principles which guide their con-
duct, when they sec themselves under the necessity of up-
rooting every virtuc, in order to mamntain themselves in
power "

‘Whulst Josephine uttered these words, with an earnest-
ness boidermg upon enthusiasm, her checks glowed, and
her eves kindled with an “ethereal fire,” which penetrated
mto lonaparte’s mmost <oul These exalted feehngs,
umted to an understandimg which was so evidently of a
superior order, made a most favourable 1mpression on his
mind  He Iistened to her with sympathizing admaration,
and could not but own that the woirds of his faur panegyrist
found an answermg echo within has own bosom  Eager to
heur her speak out her opmions yet more fully, he only re-
plied to her with his usual conciseness, saying no more than
was necessary to mspire her with confidence, and to stimu-
late her thoughts

“ You judge nghtly,” he said,  as to wherein the misfor-
tune of our time consists. It lies mn this that not capacity,
but passion, reigns supreme, passion which is not even
guided by the rules of prudence But think not that this
unnatural state of things can be of long duration  France
has great men enough within her bosom to enable her to
subdue the world to herself, but these will bide their time,
and that time will come, when these passions which now
exercise undisputed sway over the land shall be in their
turn brought into subjection by other and stronger pas-
sions which they themselves will have called into existence ™

“Yes,” rejomned Josephine, as she gazed significantly
upon Bonaparte, “ yes, there are such men 1n France; but
if I deem aright, they must themselves contribute to sub-
due this rule of passion; they must not fruitlessly squander
away their powers in the service of a cause which they are
destined rather to command. Under the influence of noble
feelings themselves, they must seek, through the same feel-
ings, silently at work amongst the nation, to bring all evil
passions into subjection They must not wait to climb
over the fallen, but at once exert themselves, and, above all
things, withdraw their own services from a system they
condemn. They must be creative spirits, not servile
bondsmen of passion which they contemn, and whose
weakness they have long learnt to despise.”

“You are right,” replied Bonaparte;  and yet all history
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teaches us that these deliverers who arise in the hour of a
nation s need are raised to their high pre-eminence through
the mstrumentality of those very passtons which they are
destined to bring into subjection.’

* I understand nothurfr of these lessons to be derived
from history, * replied Josephune. * but my mnate teelings
tell me that evil passions must be opposed by moie noble
ones, 1 order to accomplish anything gmeat or good, and
to save a simkig state  All Europe now looks upon France
with detestation. A great man would attiact all eyes upon
himself, would anaken the nobler impulses which now he
dormant 1 the hearts of the people, would supplant error
by truth, and trample wickedness to the ground  He would
rally around him every right-mmded man i this divided
land Honoured and respected by all, thousands of op-
pressed and suffering families would welcome hum as their
delivercr, and by thewr prayers win for hmm ascstancee and
suppott from above Oh' 1 feel the convietion stiong within
me, that IFrance for its deliverance needs only a great man,
a man who behieves in the power of the better feelings winch
dwell 1n every human breast, and knows how to avmul him-
self of their influence, onc who will not eontend, provoke,
and 1rritate, but rather foigive, and seek to reconcile all
hearts, whilst, hike a destructive storm, he sweeps away the
worthless biood who promised to the misguided nation an
age of freedom, wiilst they turned this fair kingdom mto a
bloody prison-house where every virtue was destroyed.”

Bonaparte listened with the greatest attention to cvery
word winch Josephimme uttered; for they weie pregnant
with that hife and energy which deep feeling ever nnparts
Bonaparte, cold and calculating as he was Inmself, and ever
bringing s feelings 1nto subjection to lms reason, yet knew
well how to prize the outpourings of feeling on the part of
others, and was wont, even 1n his youth, to avail himself of
them, as of a sort of Dionysius’ ear, through whose means
he nught collect the sensec of the multitude. This lady,
who had shown such perfect confidence in his honour as
to expgess opinions which but lately would have led her to
the scaffold, and which, even now, if divulged, would have
placed her in no small peril, afforded him a most important
criterion of the real state of feeling amongst the better part
of the community. Already had ambitious designs of vari-
ous kinds crossed his mind. Already had the thotght
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flashed before him, how easy 1t would be for a man of his
genius to ratse hunself to sovereign rule, by obtaimng a
hold upon the more noble and more deeply-rooted feelings
of the nation, and setting them m opposition to those baser
and more contemptible passions which now ruled the hing-
dom with despotic sway It was therefore a matter of some
moment to him to become acquainted with the<e mmer
workings of the minds around him, by the mouth of a wo-
man who confided m Ilnm <o entirely as to express her
thoughts to him thus feavlessly and openly He accord-
ingly sought, by a specties of gentle opposition, as well as
by expressions of sympathy and encouragement, to elicat
her mmost thoughts

“T am quite of your opmion,” he observed, after a mo-
ment's reflection, *““at least on the main pomts at 1ssue;
but you must confess that no man, however great, can
hope to establish his power on a firm basis, unless he mn
some degree flatters the passions of men, and employs the
strong hand of power' nor can any Republic, without the
use of such means, hope to save herselt from the perils of
foreign intervention ” ’

“Oh! this infatuated worldly wisdom and state policy'”
exclaimed Madame Beaubarmus, colouring deeply-  this
it is which has brought France to the very verge of de-
struction; which has caused the sceptre of government to
fall from the hands of one party after another amongst the
many who have ruled this unhappy country 1 cannot un-
derstand how men of such superior talents as those whom
the Revolution has brought to light—how such clear, far-
seeing minds ean ran so blindly mnto an error which 1s as
evident as the day to my poor womanly understanding,
which has only learnt to think through the medium of the
heart. Do these men really believe that human beings
are only machines, who can be moved hither and thuther at
piessure by means of their passions? Are they not aware
that the variations of feeling in a nation are not only end-
less, but swit as thought iteelf; and that the very same
gpirits whieh to-day are under the dominion of bling fana-
ticism, of prejudice and passion. mey to-morrow be under
the influence of the gentlest feelings of humanity and eom-
pussion® The masses, it is true, do not think; they donot
act aceording to the suggestions of reason; but they have
within them that same sort of instinet which we, as women,
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feel within ourselves They are almost always led back to
the path of right by the ¢vidence of tacts, wlieh prove to
them the evil consequences ot their errors and their pas-
sions. They are then disposed m general to act on dwrectly
opposite principles, under the inluence of that hagher mm-
pulse of the soul whieh reason 18 not eapable of imparting,
tfor 1t 18 & holy mspuation, which defeats wil the base calceu-
lations that arve founded on human weakness, and which
so often seck to msuse that weakness for their own evil
purposes. Think you not that those Vendéans who vester-
day arose as one man agamst the tyrant, who had been
painted to them n the blackest colowrs, are the very same
who to-day are struggling agamnst the cause of treedom,
because in 1ts name their domestic happiness was destroyed,
the holwest bonds of nature was recklessly torn asunder,
and 1n the ficedom of the nation, the yet more sacred free-
dom of mdmniduals was invaded and destroyed””

“You may be right in many 1espeets,” rephed Bona-
g&rm; “but were not these very Vendeans extirpated by

renchmen? Have not the passions, the impulses, of pn-
triotic pride been the instruments of subduing these
fanatics, and of trmumphing over passions which were at
least of as muxed a character as those which were opposed
to them? You, madame, are, I perceive, a hittle of a
rebel; bat I honour your hugh tone of fcehng, and I should
like to become more tully acquamnted with your sentiments
and opinions.”

“1 have no wish to eonceal them from you, general,”
replicd Madame Beanharnms, whilst she allowed her hand
to remain passively clasped i that of Bonaparte, who had
just raised 1t to his lips with an air of respeetful sympathy
“You have given proofs of possessing a magnanmmous
soul I can confide to you thoughts which I could con-
fide to no other; for this time of terror has tanght me also
the sad lesson of verling the mmost feelngs of my beart.
You say the Vendéams are subdued; I sey, ne! This
great sasrifice canmot but exercise seme 1nflwenree over the
spirits of the people. It has proved to the nation that
virtue exists even amongst those she coumts her foes. I
am 0o royalist; never for one moment have I lamented the
downfall of the kingly power, althomgh I have deeply
mourned over the erueltiee which wese practised wpon its
ushappy possessore; but X sineerely believe that the spirit
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which animated the people of T.a Vendee has achieved u
decided victory. Let us look back and consider what has
occurred. (On both sides, vice struggles with viee, erime
outweighs crmne, and blood and violence are met with
blood and violence 1n return.’ .

“That 15 very true,” rephed Bonaparte; ‘the engines
of attack and of defence were hoth alike evil; but with
whom rests the gmlt® Is 1t not with those who began
the fearful struggle; with those oppressors of mankind on
whoin these last have most fearfully revenged themselves?

“You are speaking of thc masses, of the populace,
replicd Josephine, “ and as far as they are concerned, you
are 1n the right, but the leaders of these masses. on the
one side as well as on the other, they ought to have raised
themselyes above these passions, and so, in a certain
sense they did, but ounly mn the furtherance of thewr own
selfish interests Oh, general' I have observed these
‘people closely, I have scen much of the leaders of both
parties, am‘l 1 shudder when T think of them. Nothing
can be more simple m 1ts origim than the French Revolu-
tion. The people were starmving. they saw themselves
plundered, misused, a prey to a corrupt nobility, a faction
of 1dle and profligate state employés, and a degenerate
priesthood The people uttered their complamts, but
they were not Listened to. They became corrupted Men
arose who professed themselves willing to defend their
most sacred interests. They pleaded the cause of freedom,
of truth, of reason; they prescribed to Power her hmits,
they sought to punfy rehigion from superstition and from
prejudice, they counselled the feeble king, and admon-
1shed and exhorted the people. Had their advice been 1n
some respects followed, had the state been reformed at
the right moment, the just wishes of the people and their
leaders been attended to, all the horrors which ensued
might have been prevented. Instead of this, however,
those who sought to save the country met with nought
but persecution They were stigmatised as misleaders of
the people; they were condemned as proud, litigious, rea-
soning men; they were enveloped in a net of itrgue,
and traps were laid for them on every side. Cast a glance
over the career and fate of Mirabeau, and you will soon
convince yourself that crime and wickedness were in as
active exercise on the one side as on the other. This
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Mirabeau was oene of the great men of France  He umted
the greatest virtues with a depth of passion i which the
strength of his character i pait consisted When he
first produced his ¢ System of Nature,” men threw <tones
at lum as he passed through the streets, lus talents were
underrated, his character was msulted But soon the
cunent of opinion changed, he was extolled to the very
skies; and, conscious of his vwn superority, he hecame
penetrated with tHe deepest contempt for the wenkness of
those by whom he was surtounded, and a bitter enenvy of
the royval famly, whoem he treated with the utmost scorn,
and calumniated most unmercifully  He quekly per-
cewved, however, the tendency of the storm which he had
helped to raise, he saw the anarchy, the popular fury, the
unchammed spnits of revinge, and decided on seekig to
still themn by the magic mtluence of his powerful mind
It has been said of hun with tiuth, that he brought France
to the verge of rwun, but then, he alone was capable ot
dehivering her m the hour of her extiemity. DBut how did
the blinded rulers act towards him’ They did all that
lay withm thewr power morally to anminlate him.  Innu-
merable horrors were related of him, Ins faults and vices
were exaggerated: he was powoned The populace saw
their protector persecuted They ened out for vengeance,
and fearfully did they exccute 1t  But the leaders whom
they trusted were as corrupt as were those false friends of
royalty who sought to rule through crime They gave
poison for poison, spread scandal m return for scandal,
and excelled their teachers mm the arts of government
But the sound mund of the nation has at length been
awakened; 1t has recovered fiom its paroxysm; and, be-
lieve me, general, all the better part of the French people
now from their inmost hearts curse the tyrants who pre-
tend to labour in the cause of freedom, as much ns they
ever did those despots who availed thcemselves of the
sacred truths of rehigion as a mantle for theu profligacy
Yes, and if possible they hated them even more, masmueh
as this open contempt of principle is a hundred times more
revolting than the masked despotism which preceded it.”

* NotE BY TRAXSLATOR.—It must be borne in mind, that the sen-
timents here expressed are those of Josephine, the free-thinking
republican woman, and not of the anthor, who represented him in
the last book under a far less favourable aspect.
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Bonaparte deeply felt the truth of these observations,
and his kindling eyes encouraged Madame Beauharnois to
proceed, and to lay open her whole heart to him. ‘ Gene-
ral,” continued she; “i1t may be that the circumstance
whieh gave rise to this 1nterview was specially appointed
by heaven 1t may be that the words of an unhappy
being, who, during an ymprisonment of eighteen months,
learnt by cruel experience all the injustice practised by
the pregent govermment, may dwell abidingly in your re-
membrance. Yes—I1 own 1t—I am an enemy to thns
government. 1 detest i1t with my whole heart, and ear-
nestly pray that God may send us a hero who shall free
our land from this hateful rule I had a beautiful dream.
I saw a man at the head of a body of brave men, who
were ready almest to derfy him on account of his courage,
his magnamumity, his patriotie virtues. He stood in the
presence of that mahy-headed body of bandiuts and of fools
who now govern France. He pronounced them unwort
to be fathers of their fatherland, and they fled before the
thunder of his woice and the ghttering brightness of his
unsheathed sword. He placed a crown wupom bis head,
and said, ¢ This is a civic crown; let 1t be the symbol of
Freedom and of Natipnality; and woe be to hum who sh
attempt to lay his hand upon 1t" And the peeple
comed him with joyous acclamations, and eried, © All hai
to our delivewer!” And—may I venture to own it to
General? the fame of your courage has lemg dwelt
vivid image in my imagination. ZAe man whem I
in aay dream, beaming with splendour and mised to the
height .of earthly power—it was you "

As Madame Beauharnois thus spoke, she rose from her
seat, and gamed at Napoleon with a kindling eye. whilst
she bent reverently before him, as if insp with an en-
thamiastic admiration. Benaparte seemed deeply absorbed
in thought; but snddenly he started, fastened his penetra-
ting eye for a single moment on the graceful form of the
fair enthusisst, took her hand in his, and replied some-
what coldly, “Yen have traly a friendly fantagsy. I shall
not forget the hour we have passed together, and I pray
you ‘ever to bear me in your remembrance.”

Thus saying, he took his leave of her with formal ecour-

' tesy, adding significantly, “ Farewell, madame; and may
¥France be delivered ere long from her present perils!”

PRRELE
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NAPOLFON DANCES

M panE JosEPHINT BE U HARMNOIS was born 1n Martinigue
mm which island her father posseased an extensive planta
tion She was the 1dol of her parents, and then excessive
indulgence exercised a somewhat untavourable mmfluence
on the chaiacter of then spimted and witty chald It
tended to 1ender her a httle coguettash, selt-willed, and
fond of display Surrounded by a thiong of adnuers,
she eaily leaint but lightly to esteem the homage ot ordi-
nary men  dShe seemed to comsider them mercly as play-
things en whom she nught exeiei1se her eapricrous humours,
and displayed no special prefeirence for any one amongst
her numerous wooels
‘Witheut being possessed of any considerable share of
1egular beuuty, she was vet richly endowed with the supe
rior chaams of grace and attractiveness of manner Her
very petulamnce bad m 1t somethning irresistably piquant,
and her wimning gentleness pievented 1t from nuritating
the amouwr propre of others Although she occasionally
amused heiself at the expense of her languishing swains,
who were destitute of any higher meut than that of trifimg
dandyism and handsome features, yet she could not bear,
m weality, to inflct pain on any, even the most common-
of men, and always sought to atone for her injustice
by after kindness The imcreasing consciousness of her
own superiority, fed by this contmual flattery, at length
led her to the conclusion that there was no one in her na-
tive land worthy of her hand These colonists and mel-
chemts had none of those lofty and sturng qualities which
could enehain her heart Ambition had no play in the
colony, she could diseover amongst its peaceable inhabi-
tants none who séemed to her worthy to be a hero, she
could not find any great work to be done, to which she
might eonsecrate her powers, no life-task which maght pre-
cent 1teelf m glowing colours to her enthusastic fancy
Accustomed to a hfe of wealth and ease, she looked con
temptuously upon an existence which was devoted to se
curmg the means of lrfe, to the pursmt of gain, and to 1ts
preservation when ascquired The fancy at lemgth took
possession of her amamd, that she would go t0 Europe
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search of that which in America she could not hope to find
France was at that period esteemed throughout the world
as the centre of all great thoughts and noble feelings.
French books were the only ones read throughout the co-
lony; French artists, statesmen, sarans, were the only
ones talked of i the hittle circle which surrounded her
The whole history of the century apreared to be that of
France alone, in which European culture and eivilization
had reached its highest point. Josephine’s imagmation
dwelt continually on this land, whose fame caused her to
forget her native soil and all the beauties of nature with
which 1t teemed. There did she resolve to seek hum who
should be worthy to become her husband, to fill the void
which lay within her soul, to govern her unformed mind,
and to soothe her restless spirit She allowed her parents
no rest until they consented to this strange expedition.
They at length unwillingly allowed her to depart, with
their blessing, after supplying her hiberally with means for
her journey. She accordingly set forth on her travels, and
soon reached that fanr land of ¥rance, which she found
bathed 1n the blood of 1ts mhabitants, and on whose soil
she was destined to atone for her wild, adventurous spirt
as no woman had ever yet atoned for her gravest faults.
The young Duke de Beauharnois by no means answered
to the deal picture which Josephine had formed to herself
of the being with whom she would desire to unite her fate,
but the excitement produced in her mind by the scenes
around her, the novelty of the manners and customs of the
day, produced in her a state of self-deception and_bewilder-
ment of mind; and she clothed him, by the aixd of a vivid
imagination, with every possible perfection. Thus the fair
American, who had rejected the handsomest men in Mar-
tinique, was quickly subdued and captivated by the young
duke, moderate as were his talents and intellectual capaci-
ties. Their marriage, however, proved a happy one The
mutually adored each other, and close was the bond whi
united them; but their happiness was destined to be only
. of short duration, and to meet with a fearful termination.
After Josephine had become the mother of two children,
the Revolution broke out in all its fury, and General Beau-
harnois was called into the field. The National Assembly
required from their heroes that they should ever be ready
to die for their country; and on a field of battle the leader
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felt that his choice lay between a victory, which often it
was beyond his power to achieve, and the scaffold! When
the French troops once vielded a verv badly-fortified town
without a struggle into the hands of an overwhelmingly
superior force, the commandant, on making his report to
the Assembly, was received by them with angry counte-
nances and assailled by indignant reproaches When he
nsked them what they would have had him do i such a
hopeless case—without provisions, ainmunition, or soldiers
—every votce rephed, as with one accord, “Mowrer’ The
Duke de Beauharnois was not a man fitted to satisfy the
requirements of such a government as this. His indeci-
sion and want of energy of character soon afforded his
enemies an opportumty of effecting his destruction He
was called upon to justify himself for the ill-success of iy
arms. In vaid did his despairing wife seek to save hin.
his blood was shed upon the scaffold, though he had been
guilty of nothing but—misfortune! These fearful occui-
rences, this annihilation of her happiness by the rude hand
of power. matured the spirit of this once hight-hearted girl
and made her soul strong.

Gifted in no ordinary degree with mental endowments,
Madame Beauharnais with resolute courage faced her lot,
and determined by her superior virtue and sagacity, not so
much to master her fate as to subdue to herself the spints
of her fellow-men. Conscious of her own power, her first
thought was how she might best avail herself of the influ-
ence which she felt herself capable of exercising over the
minds of men, in order to procure for her children that
protection which was so needful in these perilous times.
She knew that she: was herself powerless to save them.
Held 1n contempt by many, and long imprisoned by order
of the Convention, she yet strove successfully to gain the
friendship of some of the most powerful, and, at the same
time, most formidable heads of the Republic. Under these
circumstances it was that she first formed the acquaintance
of Barras, a man who despised and trampled under foot all
the regulations of the “old world,” but an upright-minded
republican, and not unprepossessing in his appearance
Her gentleness, her grace, and her many virtues made a
deep impression on his mind; and he offered to her and
to her children a secure asylum under his roof. The sa-
cred tie_of marriage hagd, unfortunately, at that period of
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universal dissoluteness, ceased to be regarded as a neces-
sary bond between those who desired to share together the
joys and the sorrows of life. It may therefore readily be

sed, that the young Creole mother, accustomed from
her infaney to act on impulse rather than on principle, did
not shnnk from an offer which promised so many advan-
tages to herself and to her children Soon the circle which
formed itself around her in the country-house of Barras
became the centre of influence and the fountain-head of
fortune. An air of splendour and of good taste pervaded
all around. Here learning and art found a safe asylum;
and, under the protection of her gentle influence, many
families sought refuge from the storm which raged around.

Robespierre fimshed his course upon the scaffold on the
10th Thermidor (28th July), 1794 On the ensumng day
he was followed by seventy-one of his colleagues The
Reign of Terror was at an end. Barras had the largest
share in this victory over the system of blood. This reso-
lute character had quickly come to an understanding with
Bonaparte, and recognised his superior abiities. He be-
came his friend and his admirer The people were embit-
tered against both on account of the torrents of blood
which had been shed by the troops of the Conventien,
under the orders of Bonaparte; but they soon learnt to
judge more rightly of these two *men, who, by the energy
of their characters, had in truth prevented yet greater mus-
fortumes. On the 11th Brumaire, 1795, Barras, Carnot,
Reubel, Latourneur, and Lareveilliére-Lepaux, were chosen
as fellow-members of the Directory. The constitution per-
mitted to these first servants of the state a degree of splen-
dour which was commensurate to their dignity, and enabled
themn to live in a style of considerable expemse. Their
united dwelling-place was the Palace of the Lasembourg,
which had been considerably enlarged and émbellished.
The five Directors and their famihed dwelt in separate
wings and stories of the palace. Burdemed with state
affairs, they here led a life of much seclusion. Barras
alone, as Direstor of the Police, allowed hiumself a httle
more recreation.

At the instigation of Madame Beauharuois, he issued
invitations for a ball to be givem by him at Suresne, a
charming country-seat which he possessed in the neigh-
bomhosof Paris. Bonaparte promised to jom the festive
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scene. His fame had gone on increasing from day to day,
and Madame Beauharnois continued to dream of this hero
of her imagmation ‘Whenever she heard s name, a
strange emotion agitated her breast; but Bonaparte seemed
to have entirely forgotten their first interview. Madame
Beauharnois, to her astonishment, could only percene in
him a zealous friend of her protector, whose favour it was
evident he earnestly sought to obtain. In company, his
manners were cold and distant. *he seldom spoke but in
monosjyllables, and evidently avoided anything hike inti-
macy with Madame Beaubarnois, lest he should excite the
jealousy of her protector But Barras was a stranger to
such feelings, which he would have deemed a contemptible
weakness So consistent was he with his own lawless soul-
and-heart-destroying sentiments, that he even treated with
distinguished favour any whom he believed to be peculiarly
devoted in their attentions to Joscphine She therefore
felt no hesitation in having recourse to him on the present
occasion.

Bonaparte made his appearance amongst the latest of
the guests, and greeted his hostess with such marked cold-
ness, that, with tears of indignation starting to her eyges,
she drew Barras aside, and said to him—

¢“ My friend, the only one of your guests who interests
me in the shightest degree treats me with marked neglect.
Covered with glory and remown, the only man worthy of
notice in the room, your young friend, seems nevertheless
to be destitute of a heart. He 15 a misanthrope; he avoids
me as well as the rest of the company; his manners are
unbearable, and he seeme quite indifferent to the society
of women. That 18 a great fault. Tell him that his con-
duct wounds me. I had expected great things from him;
but a man without a soul can never accomplish anythi
great At his age, one could forgive a dozen acts of folly
more readily than this gloomy temper, which is ever preg-
nant with mischief. He looks like one who would be ready
to deluge the land with blood

Barras with a smule listened to her complaint, and said
playfully, «You are mistaken, my dear friend. Bonaparte is
not so destitute of feeling as he appears. Learn to know him
better, and dyon will love him He 1s only a little shy with
women, and feels too deeply to be social and chatty hke
other men.”
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«“ He is a Corsican, and no Frenchman,” replied Jose-
phine: “one can see that directly He has a gloomy
spirit. I cannot endure him.”

Barras, seeing Bonaparte at a little distance, called to
him laughingly—

s« Here, general! here is a severe judge, who accuses you
of being a misanthrope and woman-hater. I will now hand
you over to her tender mercies, and recommend you to
prove the contrary by making yourself as agreeable as pos-
sible.”

Thus saying, he hastily left the embarrassed couple, who
looked at each other in silence for a moment; and then
Bonaparte, bowing somewhat stiffly, said—

* You now, then, have a bad opmion of me; and yet I
remember me of an hour when you made me proud of my-
self. You must now perceive how greatly you were mis-
taken.”

*“ Oh, no!” replied Josephine hastily: “I only see how
differently you and I are copstituted. You think only of
the graver affairs of life; whilst I, after I have devoted an
hour to graver thought, like to enjoy the pleasures which
beautify our existence.”

«“ And yet I would gladly resemble you in this also; as
nearly as, on a former occasion, our opinions seemed to as-
similate on more important points.”

*“ Well, then, general, let me have the pleasure of being
your instructress in the art of living joyously. In these
times we have more of the grave realities of life than human
nature can bear. Will you dance with me®”

I should be most happy to do so,” replied Bonaparte,
with a look of real regret, « were it niot that I have unhap-
pily altogether neglected that art, and do not know a single
step.”

w What!” exclaimed Josephine, clasping her hands; “you
do not know how to dance? What a shamoe for a general
of the Republic! for a Frenchman! You must take dancing
I ! s. uns"!

Bonaparte could not refrain from laughing. «I think,”
said he, * it would hardly be quite the thing for a general
of the Republic to place himself under the orders of a dan-
clpg-master.”

“You are right,” replied Josephine with a smile; “it
would be too ludicrous. But what say you to taking dan-
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cing lessons from me? If you please we'will begin at once.
Off with your hat, and I will give you a lesson of grace; for,
general,” she continued, more seriously, * there 18 no dignity
without grace It is a matter of some importance not to
look awkward when one 1s leading a body of men to almost
certamn death Have you never observed this yourself "

Bonaparte offered but a slight resistance to the self-willed
and handsome woman, who now fairly began her lesson,
and made him turn hither and thither a< she chose. A
group of lookers-on soon gathered around the dancing Bona-
parte, who now seemed merry almost for the first time in
his Iife. He allowed himself to be spun round and round
most 1ndefatigably by his mexorable instructiess. and re-
sponded to her criticisms and commendations by playful
salhes of wit and gallantry In truth, cold and mdifferent
as he had hitherto appeared, a shade of envy had often
crossed his mind when he saw Josephine whirling with
others through the giddy mazes of the dance He there-
fore proved to be no unapt scholar, and Madame Beauhar
nois did not allow him a single moment of repo<e, until at
length he sank breathless and exhausted into a fauteuil.
The groups of astonished gazers scattered themselves over
the ball-room, and resumed their share in the amusements
of the evening; but Bonaparte approached Josephine, and
thanked her with expressions of the deepest obligation for
the trouble she had taken.

‘“ For to-day, general,” she replied, “ I think you have
had enough of it; but remember, I expect you henceforth
to take a dancing lesson from me every day. Barras will
be delighted to see you a little less unbending; for he well
knows that, for 2 man of your importance, it is a matter of
no small moment to stand well with the female portion of
the nation. But in truth, general, you may boast, at all
events, of having thrown me into a perfect fever. It seems
to me as if you had cannon-balls fastened to your feet, and
bore the fate of the world on your head, so stiff and un-
yielding does it appear.”

* Gladly will it bend beneath your yoke, madame,” re-
plied Bonaparte.

“ It will then do well, my little general,” replied Jose-
phine, confidingly; * for never can it meet with a more
ardent admirer than in the heart of one who would rejoice
to be able to lay the world beneath its feet. But, general,
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it has oecurred to me that 1t is by no means enough for you
to dance: you must also play  Play and dancing are the
two axle-trees around which our whole social world re-
volves. How can vou ever hope to get on in the world, to
become great, without understanding anything either of the
one or the other? You are a man of great merit, general;
men prize your valour; they feel that they stand in need
of you; but,” added she in a more subdued tone, * do you
suppose that you will ever be able to exercise a decided
influence on society unless you understand how to make
yourself agreeable to 1t *”

“ You are right,” replied Bonaparte thoughtfully “I am
defictent 1n social qualities; but, above all, what I most
need is a channel through which to gain an ascendancy
over those in power ”

“ And why should you continue to be in want of either®
Simply because you do not choose to learn There, for
example, 1s Madame , the wife of one ‘of the Directors,
without whose aid even Barras himself can accomplish no-
thing for his best friends Her favour 1s only to be ac-
quired by understanding well how to whirl her unweldy
form through the mazes of the circling waltz And as for
the most influential of my friend Barras’s colleagnes, I can
vouch for the fact, that you will be more secure of makimng
rapid strides in his good graces by losing a few games of
ombre to him than if you were to defeat ten armies. Thus
it is that men are constituted ; and you may conquer armies,
but never can you make others different from what God
has formed them.”

Bonaparte yielded in this point also to the wishes of his
friend, who from this time forward exercised an almost
boundless influence over his mind. Although a declared
enemy to all play, he yet promsed Josephine not to absent
himself from her card parties. He could not, however, re-
frain from observing 0 her—

“ I mupt own that it surprises me not a little to see one
who thunks and feels so nobly as you do, thus anxious to
lead me to engage my mind ine these idle vanities, It al-
most seems to me as if two souls dwelt within you, the one
absorbed by frivolous trifles, the other devoted to the ear-
nest’:.!ediﬁee of this life. You are, in truth, an enigma to
me.

« Fs may be 80,” replied Josephine, with s sudden glow
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of enthusiasm, “ but you have the solution of the riddlc n
your own hands  You alone are capable of wholly under-
standing me With you I am incapable of dissembling tor
a moment mv real thoughts and teelings

Baras at this moment intertupted the comversation by
mnviting Josephine agam to bear her part in the testive
scene Bonaparte mingled amongst the lookers on, but
his eye never turned away tor a single moment fiom the
graceful form of Josephine, who had never before looked
so lovely or so captivating Her glance often encountered
his penctiating eye and she felt that the most earnest wish
of her mnmost soul was about to meet with 1t accomphish
ment 'Lhe hitheito cold and distant Bonapmite sccmed to
have become altogether another man  When he parcaved
that his friend Barras only became the more coidial and
friendly the mo1e opcnly he manitested his admnation of
Josephine, he yielded without fmther hesitation to the im
pulse of his feelings, and availed himself of the fi st moment
of repose amongst the dancers to approach the being who
had so mesistibly captivated his heart

“ When I see you dance, sad he, as he seated hrmself
by her side, ““ I am almost disposed to envy the happy man
who 18 permitted to watch your every movement 1 fear,
he added with a smile, ¢ you friend will become jealous
when he remarks the alteration which has taken place 1n
me You have effected that which none of my schoolmas-
ters ever could you have made me a lover of dancing!'
But your task 1s still incomplete, for 1t 18 your dancing only
that I love, that of all others remains as indifferent to me
as ever, and this 18 & point which might justly awaken
some httle disqmetude 1n the mind of Barras.”

“ This anses from your wilfulness and obstimacy Barras,
however, will not feel the shghtest disturbance on the sub-
ject, for he 15 quite different from most other men He s
always pleased at everything that makes me happy, snd I
own that I am quite proud of my triusfiph 1 having eon-
verted so inflexible & hero mnto a lover of the dance ”

Bonsparte made no reply but his speaking eye said more
than words could express Those of Josephme sank be
mtf_ltssearchmggnle After a momsnt's pause, she

“ Do you expeet. general, that the events of the day are
likely soom to put an end to ear dancmg lessens?’
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« I fear, very soon

« Then would you 1ather 1t were otherwise”’

“ Had I no country to fight for, the height of all my
ea‘;'t.hly desires would be, that I might see you ever by m)
side ’

Josephmme recerved this declaration with deep emotion
She knew well the full eignificance of such words fiom the
mouth of Bonaparte Her fate was decided

“ (renersl, ' she rephed, as she 1eturned the pressure of
Inis hand, and a tear started to her eye, * our wishes meet'

A TETE-A TETE

Soue days had elapsed since the dancing lesson The
general of the Republic was seated on a divan 1 a dimly-
lLighted apartment, with Josephine by his side Already
were they confidential friends, already had they emjoyed
Beveral long private interviews, and Barias had aheady
been 1nformed by Josephine that the young gemeiral and
herself were forming plans together 1n which then future
happiness was closely implicated She had succeeded in
persuading Barras that she was actuated in this matter by
her love for the mterests of ¥France, for who could answer
for this young general, 1dolized by the army, and conscious
of his own power, if he were not bound by the chain of an
all-powerful passion to the soil of France’ Barras was too
good. a patriot not to be willing to sacrifice, for the sake of
his country, that which was to him but the chance feeling
awakened for a passing hour Love was too often deemed
at that ttme a mere idle diversion, which men allowed
themselves to enjoy when they had nothing better to do,
and which was often, even then, made use of for polhitical
purposes

Before, however, Madame Beanharnois fully decided on
a union with Bonaparte, she squght to mvestigate his cha-
racter, in order to 6btain a full assurance that it was one
Iikely to secure her happinessa Although her charms were
now m therr full bloom, she yet remembered that the day
was not far distant when they mght begin to fade Her
daughter, Hortense, who was already surrounded by adm
rers, was a remembrancer to her of the dispanty of age
betwean Napoleon and herself, which maght be to her a
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source of much sorrow, if Bonaparte proved not to be the
kind of person whom she expected him to be. She felt
that if his attachment arose from a mere admiration of her
personal attractions, 1t would be but a passing pas<ion;
one which mught leave her, even 1n her husband’s hfetime,
widowed 1n heart Although her heart beat with deep and
passionate emotion whenever Bonaparte was near her, yet
was she too clear-sighted not to tremble when she reflected
that the heyday of youth with her was past and gone.

She therefore resolved to prove the very mnost teelings
and thoughts of his heart. Oft had she told lnm with
tears the story of her life, 1ts tragic occurrences, the faults
of her characterfand of her education. She had, 1n fact,
told him all those things wiich must ever interest a man
when he 1s about, for life, to link his destiny with that of
another. What she now 1equured on the part of Bona-
parte was an mterchange of equal frankness, i1n 1mparting
to her the events of his past Iife. She felt touched by the
gentleness and forbearance with which he seemed disposed
to view many things which might have moved the displea-
sure and chilled the affections of a man of less noble mind
She felt persuaded that lns understanding bore a yet lurger
share 1n his choice than his heart; and that the openness
and free expression of feeling, which might not have been
without its penl had he been a man of weaker nature, might
be sately indulged in towards him without the risk of there-
by lessening his affection. Bonaparte met her wishes with
the utmost frankness; and although his confession was not,
perhaps, quite as full as her own, yet it partook of the same
character.

“You ask me to tell you the history of my life, of my
childhood, of my heart; nor have I any wish to conceal
aught from you; but my tale must be a bref one. You
must not require me to deck out my recollections of the
past in that garb of gay enchantment which your own
bright fancy 18 so ready to supply. I will be candid with
you. You have deemed me to be a gloomy, morose, pas-
sionate man; but this is not the case. I really love cheer-
fulness. I am almost ever of a joyous spirit; but you, my
friend—you, who are endowed with so much: clear-sighted-
ness—must perceive that nothing so effectually imposes
upon the French people as a eertain staidness and habitual
gravity of demeanour. I will unfold to you my whole soul,



106 -EVENTS IN THE CAREER OF NAPOLEON.

my thoughts on love and life, my moral principles and
feelings I will impart all this to you, but to you alone: to
no other mortal can I tell the inmost thoughts and feelings
of my heart; for, madame, the larger proportion of man-
kind consists, one-half of men who cannot understand the
truth, the other half of men who cannot bear it. Now,
however, I must proceed with my history.

“ The land of my birth 13 already known to you. The
circumstance that I had a large family of brothers and
sisters tended much to the rapid development of my cha-
racter. 1 quickly became conscious of my own mental
superiority. The family 1s a state in miniature: the head
of the famuly 18 the monarch; and he who bore rule 1n our
family resembled 1n many points the rulers of more exten-
sive dominions. He allowed himself to be entirely governed
by my mother, who was a strong-minded woman, indifferent
to suffering, and holding in contempt all feminine weak-
nesses Qur hittle state was not without some attendant
circumstances which mught easily have led to the disturb-
ance of 1ts mnternal peace. The general in command of the
French troops in Corsica treated my mother with marked
attention, and many ill-natured stories were eirctilated on
the subject. Whether they had any foundation 1n truth I
know not; but one thing 18 certain, that our domestic
peace was in no degree disturbed by them. This has led
me to the conclusion that reason is a more seeure founda-
tion for domestic peace and happiness thanm feeling. I saw
how easily my more tender-hearted brothers and ssters
were worked upom through their feelmgs to become the
mere playthings of my caprice: hence I soon came to re-
gard feeng with coutempt. I plagued them; I managed
to maintain myself ever 1n the good graces of my parents,
whilst they were often punished. They loasnt.to fear me;
snd when I saw my own superiority firmly established, I
treated them with the utmost kindness and affectron, and
won theirs in retarn. At cellege I made the same obser-
vations. I came to the conclusion that the greater number
of men are 80 constitited as ever to be led by the strongest
spirits. I apphed myeelf with peculiar predilection to the

of mathematies, which I eoncerved to be the ground
of every other scisnce. Fhilosophy intevested me but
listle; poetry I omly looked upon as oceupatiom for an idle
hour; history chiefly aitracted my attenssan. KFrom its
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pages I learnt to look upon freedom as ever the privilege
of the strongest My father who was by no means a genius,
buat had a good, clear understanding once «aid a thing which
I have never since forgotten —

«“ < If, said he, 1n a consulta 1n which the question was
proposed, whether or no Corsica should submit to the
French domination’ ‘if in order to be free nothing more
were required than the will to be so, then would all nations
be so History, however teaches us that but few nations
attain the blessings of freedom, beeause few me possessed
ot the energy, the courage and the vutuc neccssary to
attain the end for which they stine’

«It was m accordance with such thoughts a4 the<e that
my political persuasions were moulded The occuntcnces
of the present time have only confirmed me 1n my opinions
Even whilst at the military school at Brienne, I could not
but see that France stood less 1n need of a delnerer than
of a ruler who should know how with a strong arm to go-
vern her destinies These convictions were the souice
whence flowed those sympathies which first procurcd me
the happmess of obtaining your approbation At the com
mencement of the Revolution, 1 should most probably have
devoted®myself with a more ardent seal to the cause of the
unhappy monarch and his family than to that of the revo
lutiomsts, had T not percerved that this family had as little
power or capacity for ruling as the other party had to attain
a sohd freedom

* The events which I witnessed 1n C'orsica, even 1n my
boyish days, awakened m me at an early age much thoucht
concerning those pecuhiarities 1n men, and 1n certain periods
of the world, which tend to bring about revolutions My
father was 1mplicated 1n Paoli s undertakmgs, and he spoke
of but little else than politics Thus were my whole
thoughts and feelings eoncentrated on affairs of state; and
I quiekly eame to the conclusion that they were to be set-
tled, not through the mediam of pmlosophical treatises, but
by the power of the swoid 1 did, indeed, make some at-
tempts 1n the art of eloquence, and received a prize from
the Academy of Lyons for the solution of the question,
“What are the Principles, and what 1s the Teachmg, whuch
should be eenveyed to Mam, 1n order to raise mm to the
Haghest Degree of Happiness? But I am fully persuaded
that I by no mesms deserved this prize, although I did my



108 EVENTS IN THE CAREER OF NAPOLEON.

best to reply to the question; for I felt, even at the time,
that I dare not express my entire convictions, and must
frame my answer in accordance with the general opinions
of the day When I had accomplished my task, and re-
ceived the prize, I felt more fully convinced than ever that
one has no business to entrust any larger portion of good
sense and enlightened reasoning to the most learned uni-
versities than to any other large body of men, inasmuch as
they contain in general quite as few men of real intellect
as any other society I commenced my reply by defining
wherein happiness consisted. even in enjoying life mn the
manner most accordant with our moral and physical na-
ture. This definition was considered a good one I con-
sider it to bec a most imperfect one; and if I can ever get
possession of that paper, I will burn it. No human reason
will ever be able to form a gystem which shall be produc-
tive of universal happiness; for each one bears within him-
self the sources of his happiness or his misery How often
is it affected by his nerves, his bodily health, the degree to
which his mind has been enlarged, and a thousand other
circumstances' I soon became fully convinced, moreover,
that the miseries of France by no means sprung from any
of the causes to which they had been attributed, bat arose
from certain natural causes, whose course no human power
could arrest or turn aside. I have been accused of lending
my aid to the Reign of Terror, but this was in no sense
true. I only allowed that course to proceed which I felt
it was vain to seek to hinder, persuaded that those wild
and reckless passions which then held the reins of power
must be suffered to exhaust themselves, inasmuch as they
were too universal and too impetuous for the hand of man
to arrest them in their course

** Inow approach a period of my history which is of much
importance in relation to our present friendship. I will
own to you that my heart has not been altogether insensi-
ble to the tender passion. I have loved with as 1deal an
affection as could ever have been expected from the most
sensitive-hearted youth. It was at Valence, where I was
q as a young officer, and made the acquaintance
of a Madame de Colombier. She was a sensible, intelli-
gent woman, about fifty-four years of age: she was the
leader of all social intercourse in the little town, and took
a deep interest in my happiness. It has ever been for me
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a good omen, that I rapidly acquired the good graces of
elderly ladies; for these alone know, mn general, how to
value in a young man higher qualities than the mero art of
making one’s self agreeable. an art which I, perhaps, oc-
cupied with innumerable plans and hopes for the future,
was rather too much disposed to neglect. This lady early
prophesied to me that I was destined to play an important
part in the Revolution. She mtroduced me to the best
society, and 1n every respect treated me like a mother. She
had one daughter, of considerable beauty, for whom I
quickly formed an attachment, and who responded to my
feelings With all the ardour of a first love, 1 assured her
of my entire devotion; and we were both fully resolved to
set all difficulties at defiance m order to accomphsh our
union. This, however, was more easily said than done.
I had no settled income which would enable me to set up
housekeeping, nor did I feel by any means disposed to
renounce all the plans I had formed for the future. Our
attachment, therefore, continued long to be of a very Pla.
tonic nature. Madlle. de Colombier sighed, I sighed; we
lamented over our heart-sorrows to the silent moon; we
ate cherries together, and played hke children. At last 1
began to ask myself how much longer this mnnocent love-
making was to go on, and what I meant to do with 1t; and
I could give no good answer to the question. Mdlle. de
Colombier was, moreover, rather an every-day kind of mor-
tal; and I soon discovered that it was in vain to attempt
to converse with her on any subjects beyond those of dan-
cing, of dress, and of our hopeless love ; which conversation
I soon began to find desperately ennuyant. The mother of
my beloved in the mean time began to perceive more
plainly what qualities my heart would require in a wife,
and spoke to me on the subject in a kind and tender man-
ner. I began accordingly to consider within myself what
happiness I could expect to find with Mdlle. de Colombier,
in whose society I often found that the hours, even now,
were wont to pass but heavily. I looked around me; Isaw
how large a proportion of men were made muserable for
life by hasty, ill-assorted marriages, formed under the in-
fluence of passions which they had never learnt to control

I began to feel convinced that connections for life ought to
be formed, not from ¢he passing impulse of the moment,

but from the abiding convictions of reason. I observed
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men in their domestic circles, and perceived that an en-
during love seldom arose out of those violent, passionate
attachments, which were too often quenched by the very
attainment of their object. I found that the love which
lasts for life must be nurtured by an everlasting exchange
of gaving and receiving ; & communion of thought and feel-
ing, which alone can preserve the just balance of happiness
in married hfe. But how can people be happy who stake
their whole happmess on mutable things, of which time in
1ts rapid course must soon deprive them? Beauty, grace,
health, the fire of youth—these are possessions which it
cannot be always ours to give, nor would one wish to re-
ceive them, when one has them not to bestow in return.
I asked myself, also, wherefore should I sacrifice my future
prospects for the sake of a youthful folly? Besides, I-de-
sired for the companion of my lhfe a woman so highly
cultivated, and of so sound a judgment, that she could ap-
preciate my worth, cheer and support me in the hour of
difficulty, and reward me for my exertions by her appreving
smile. I own, also, that, observing the inflsence which
women exercise not only on the happiness of indwiduals,
but also on the affuurs of states, I desired to be able to
form, at some future perod, a connection which might for-
ward my ambitious views and further my success in life.

“ All these considengtions, madame, these varied feelings,
it is which have brought me to your feet. In your person
I find united all that my most sanguine wishes can desire.
You see I speak openly, and in a manner I should not ven-
ture to do, did I not belhieve you to be no common woman,
but one endowed with a superier mind and a clear under-
standing, and therefore capable of distinguishing between
the self-mterested motives of an every-day man, who seeks to
carve out for himself an easy, commodions life by means of
a successful marriage, and the strivings and plans of one
who would only seek to increase his powers of being useful
to his native land by a union with an influential, spmritual,
and amiable wife. You were thrown across my path; my
character met with your approbation ; you expected great
things from me, and these great things captivated your
fancy. You, like myself, take delight only in what is great.
To you I may dare to say it, I feel within myselfthat throu
you and with you I shall become great. Condemn me for
it if you will; call me an egotist if you please; but never
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will you be able to declaie yourself free hom the guilt of
having forgotten, 1n yow strivings to wahen m me a lofty
ambition, the necessity of guairding me agamst its atten-
dant pennl—that of becommng <o absoibed mn the gigantic
schemes which present themselies to my mind as to be led
to view yon, madame, yourself your many bnlhant quali-
ties, your virtues, your wesalth, your intluence, as only a
pedestal on which to build up vow tortune and my own,
and as 50 many means of achieving a lot which may exalt
us both far above the rest ot humanity, whilst at the same
time we devote our lives to further the interests and pro-
mote the happimess of the human race Since | have
known you, madame, since I have been permtted to read
your noble heart and commune with your lofty spirit, my
ambition has become an almost ungovernable passion 1f
my life be devoted to a struggle after power and greatness,
if the consciousness of my worth and of my maght 15 so
strong within me as to lead me to aim at bemmg nothing
less than the good gemus of France, on yowr head must
he the blame.

“You have now heard my confessions T leave 1t to you
to {:,dge me Whatever your sentence may be, I am ready
to bow before 1t; but never forget that i1t was you who first
mspired me with a confidence 1n my star, with a behiet 1n
it future splendour, which has intoaicated my mnd, snd
has led me, beneath the heams of your sonl-mwgoratmg
favour, to look upon myselt already a4 a predestined hero

“You are all that I desired to find 1 you,” exclmamed
Josephine with fervour *“Yes, Bonaparte, you have un-
derstood me thoroughly, even as I understand you. You
would not be the man whom I could love had you not
formed hopes and expectations from me which at once
flatter and make me happy Yes, Napoleon, gladly will I
be the footstool of your greatness, and even should I be
crushed beneath 1ts weight, I should yet in death be happy,
for I should have died for you'”

Exhausted by the vehemence of her own emotions,
Josephine sank ‘powerlesa mnto the arms of her beloved ; a
deathlike paleness overspread her features; and-when she
once more recovered her consciousness, she sasd with a
{altering voree~—

“ Leave me, Bonaparte; leave me for the present Iam
too weak to bear my own happiness.”
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DBARRAS.

Banras was originally one of those upright and honourable-
minded republicans who not only embraced the primciples
of the new constitution as a theory. but who also, with an
honest will, sought to secure to all the rights of free citi-
zenship. This was not the case with the majority of
republicans. The one side doubted the possibility of re-
ducing their theory to practice, and of maintaining a state
of things in which civil freedom was carried to an extent
that allowed too great an influence to all parties in the
state; whilst the other side understood by freedom the des-
potic rule of the parrenus over old aristocratic castes; the
victory of the strong over the weak.

Barras alone had courage to struggle against this spirit
of party, and to strive to restore one strong, undivided re-
public in place of this many-headed hydra. But, surrounded
by enemies, he felt how dubious was any rule in which
every step must be contested, and whose e megsure
was opposed by the will of a coterie. He th songht
to extend his connections: he gathered around him the
strongest characters and the firmest spirits, and did all
that in him lay to render their talents serviceable to the
Republic.

Some days after the scene which we have related, Jose-
phine entered the apartment of Barras, with the announce-
ment that she had something important to communicate.

“Barras!” she exclaimed, as she grasped his hand in hers,
“the fate of France lies in your hands. You have it.in
iv:e)ur power to give a deliverer to your nativedand, who may

one also for the whole of Europe. 1 have learnt of late
to know this General Bonaparte better than I ever did be-
fore. He is a Jupiter: on him hang the destinies of Eu-
rope.”
l‘."eVoyom,” said Barras, with a smile. “Do you remember
what I said to you long ago? This ‘morose fellow,’ as you -
used to call him, is a genius. I know it, and therefore I
sought his friendship. He can do us good service; and,
what is best of all, my dear friend, I see that you have
completely bewitched him. Keep him fast, now that you
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have him: for we shall need -uch friends if the Directory
lasts much longer.”

«“Ah!" exclaimed Josephine, as a tear ghstened in her
eve, “the question now to be considered 1% not one merely
of retaining his tnendship  He 15 no common man, not
one who will do anything for the <ake of a woman’s praise
or blame Now that he really loves me, he will not be
satisfied merely by my distingmishing him from other men,
and seeking to flutter his vamty and <elf-love

¢ But what then s the question to be consaidered ™ asked
Barras. “Speak openly, jou know that T am your true
friend. T desire your happiness, and watch over 1t, a4
though it were the apple of my cye ”

Josephinc was silent; her emotion was too great for
words; but the earnestness with which she grasped the
hand of Barras, and pressed it within her own, prepared
him for sorme confession of an nnexpected nature. He did
not thoroughly know Josephine; he was incapable of un-
derstanding the innermost depths of her bemg, and of
reading what was passing mn her soul He had unot, con-

ntly, the most remoto 1dea of the real nature of her

i with regard to Bonaparte Surprised, therefore,

at her unusual emotion, he took her hand, and snid in a

sympathising tone, “ What 1s the matter with you, my dear

friend? You seem much disturbed hay anything madce
you unhappy >

Josephine at length somewhat recovered her composure,
and said—

“Barras, you are a true friend; you have been to me a
kind protector, and one well deserving of my esteem. 1

ar you in grateful remembrance, and never will I
have any concealment from you. I ——"

“What is the meaning of all this ®” interrupted Barras:
“have not 1 long known that you were a pearl amongst
wemen ?”

* “You do not yet know me thoroughly,” said Josephine;
“our hearts are very dissimilar in their natures. You
know nothing of the strength of that passion which I am
capable of feeling. Hear me, Barras. I love Bonaparte!”

“That is very fortunate, my dear; he will be so much
the more our friend. But what is there in this to agitate
you so much?”

“When I say that I love Bonaparte,” replied Josephine,

H
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in n tome of resolute earnestness, “1 mean to say that I
will be his, body and soul, that I will be hus wife; that I
intend to marry lnm!”

This declaration, expressed with all the force of concen-
trated passion, was heard by Barras with evident surprise.
A slight shade of displeasure clouded his countenance for
a moment; but quickly recovering himself, and assuming
a more cheerful expression, he said—

“Bah' I thought the age of romance was over long ago.
So you are disposed to cling to those old-fashioned customs
and prejudices? Youn want to be a wife like other women,
and are getting tired of your freedom?®”

“You judge me in a measure nghtly,” said Josephine.
“I do feel that those laws and customs which bind soeiety
together have a holy right; but look at the matter now in
guestlou from a more extended point of view. I will not

isguise from you my consciousness that, . some respects,
I am superior to my sex. In my first marriage I for a time
enjoyed much happiness But notwithstandmg this, Beau-
harnois was not the man calculated to satwsfy my heart. It
is formed to enjoy what is great beyond all else. You are
as fully convin: as I am that the general reformation of
manners and re-establishment of domestic ties is of the
utmost importance to ¥France. You know what a Titan
spirit is that of Bonaparte. 1 feel that I am especiall
destined to perfect this gigantic character. He 1s cold,
abrupt; there 1s an mncompleteness in his being whach re-
quires a second being united to his own to mellow and. to
perfect it I look upon it as no common triumph to have
warmed this cold heart; that it has been permitted to me
to do so is a wonder, which has doubtless been granted as
a blessing to France. I have observed Bonaparte closely.
The youngest and fairest women allow 1t to be easily per-
osived how gladly they would win his regard; but the
test personal charms have no attraction for him. He
could only be moved through his understanding, his intel-
lfct. he feels with the head as others think with the
mt "

“That is all very true,” replied Barras; *“but I am as-
tonished, Josephine, to find that you are so willing to give
up your freedom. You are accustomed to rule over our
sex: do you not shrink back from the thought of the obe-
dienoe which will be required from you as a wife? I own



NAPOLI 0% BONVAPARTEL 113

his genrus, but I confess that, in vour place T should not
willingly become his bnde  \ man ot hiy deseription 18
not hikely to allow himselt to be governed by a woman ™

«“Ah, mv tnend' rephed Josephine ‘what vou now
~ay of humn exalts him <till more In my eve: Do you think
I would love lum it T did not tecl that he was supcno to

« me® Hc 1 a Jupter, theretore it 15 that I will be his
Semele

“You are using an unfortunate compumon  Know jou
not that Scmele fell a sacrifice to her godhike lover ?

“ Because she loved him as a god, winlst I give myv heart
to the man and leave the thunder bearing haro to the
worship of the world, to which Ae belongs, even as I do to
to ham

“You arc an enthusiast, replhied Barras, “but ennn,
what 1s 1t vou would have me do i order to favour your
caprice’ Weie 1t not better for jou, at all ¢vents, to wait
a httle’ Perhaps it may vanish moie quckly than you
now expect ”

* Oh, my friend'” rephied Josephine, 1n her most winning
manneér, *““what I would ask at vour hands 15 a saunfice,
of which I know a great heart could alone be capable ¥
know that my happmess 1> dear to your heart T rely
upon finding 1n you a greatness of soul which [ should
not feel securc¢ of finding 1n any other save in Bonaparte
I will open to you my whole heut 1 love Bonaparte for
his own sake, but a union with him ¢wnnot render me
perfectly happy  He will as hittle satusfy my hemt as did
Beauharnois, if he be not enabled to fill the positign
for which he was born You must raise mm to his fitting
place, through your means must he attain a position mm
which he may share your power, aid you by hiy counsels,
ay, and even share with you your fame I know how much
I am asking, but I know also that I am asking 1t lcss for
my own sake than for the sake of ¥France In order to
guide the helm of this distracted state, a strong will, such
as you possess, 18 not enough there must also be a strong
arm, an unbending power, to crush paity spirit and party
Jealousies  You will mdeed find you have served yoursel,
if you raise Bonaparte to a position 1 which he will shaie
with you your power "

With an anxious eye did Josephme watch the impression
which these words made on Barras She quickly perceived
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it was anything but a favourable one. His eyebrows were
knit, his cheeks glowed, fire flashed from his eye, and with
a calm tone of bitter irony he exclaimed—

8o I have reared a viper n my bosom in this Bona-
parte! I see he knows well how to avail himself of a
woman s weakness.”

Josephme turned pale She feared Barras, and knew
well hus extreme jealousy with regard to power His
remark wounded her deeply, but she thought it best to
make no reply Barras paced the room with hasty and
agitated strides, now and then casting an angry glance
towards Josephine, and then hastily turning away from
her as if in displeasure

“Tlas is, I fear. n plot against the government Your
wishes know neither measure nor bounds, and you seem
to have altogether misunderstood me. If in the privacy of
the domestic circle 1 mourned over the sufferings and
misery of the present day, and took pleasure in listening
to your enthusiastic reminiscences of the past; if I ventured
at such times to censure the vehemence of party spirit, and
to condemn those who were employing 1t for the accom-
plishment of unjust ends; this was no reason that you
should expect me to sacrifice to the ambition of a soldier
those advantages which the Republic, at the price of her
blood, had purchased for the human race. I value Bona-
parte’s talents; but he is only our sword, and never shall
be our sceptre You do not know these soldiers You
read in history of the heroes of antiquity. In those days
no state existed but by the power of the sword. We live
in a different age. Philosophy dictates our laws Men
are to be ruled in the present day, not by the rough hand
of power, but by the force of reason What you have now
told me makes me, I must own, rather distrustful of Bona-
parte. He rendered me most important services at the
time of the outbreak of the sections; but I remarked that it
was but unwillingly he saw himself forced to share with
me the glory of tga day I remember well his whole
demeanour. And now, this attempt to win the affections

& woman, in order through her influence to rise more
rapidly to power, has a]togiether opened my eyes 'This
also was his motive in so coldly receiving the poet Lebrun,
when he came to present him with some verses on the
oceasion of his victory. He enacted a comedy. Wherefore
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did he not receive this trifling act of homage less haughtily
Never shall I forget his manner: it struck me direetly
When the poor siumpleton pressed through the crowd with
his poem m his hand, the general of the Republie coldly
1eplied 1n the toue of a Cawsar— Citezen!’ (he lmid a certuin
theatrical emphasis on this word) ‘I cannot ecall a success
obtained over my misguded tellow-citizens, and in which
the bloud of Frenchmen alone has been eaused to How, n
rictory. The~e triumphal songs, founded on our nternal
dissensions, can never, therefore, meet with my approba-
tion Iatriotic verses should only sing of the defeat of the
strange) , but men should rather mourn when the necessity
of the case compels us to draw our swords agnnst our own
countrymen  Let future generations rather be told that
General Bonaparte would accept of no other laurels smve
those which he gathered on the field of honour * The fools!
they shouted applause, and knew not that he was but acting
the pait of a hypocerite, 1 order to acquire popularity with
the mulutude. With what ostentation did he declaim
thesc words' Obh! now 1 know Jum' What need had he
to defend humself when no one was complanmg of him” It
was of very little consequence whether a song were written
about him or not. He was only our sword, but from his
bearing on that occasion he led men to believe that he alone
had aclueved the victory. Omne must be on one’s gumd
agamnst hun  lle 1s ainung at notlung less than a dictator-
slnp, and you, madame, are the means by which he hopes
to attain his end. But a Barras 18 not to be so ecasily
deceived 1 now know him. Soon shall he return once
more to his original nothingness.”

Josephine quietly allowed Barras to speak out his whole
mind. She knew that his fits of passion were always soon
over, and were quickly succeeded by reflection. However,
the reception her words had met with so far influenced her
that she curbed her feelings and followed the suggestions
of her reason. All the resources of her fertile nund were
brought into full action. Accustomed to persuade, and
conscious of her own superiority, she well knew how to
play upon the weakness and upon the natural character of
those whom she desired to influence. She looked calmly
for a few moments at the perturbed countenance of Barras;
and then said, with that air of playful wilfulness which the
persuasiveness of a woman can render so influential—
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“You are jealous, my good friend! This passion, which
is common to all amitious people, blinds you, and makes
you misunderstand your best friends. You must consider
me to be a very ordinary woman 1f you suppose that I am
to be so easily deceived. Do you.imagine, then, that I
would patiently suffer any man to use me as a mere tool,
to satisfy his ambition or his self-love® Do jou
beheve that I could ever love such a man? Oh no, never!
I should hate him, warn you against hum, render all his
calculations vain, and revenge myself on him! Are you
not my friend?® Have I not given you a hundred proofs of
my devotion to your interests? Do you think that I am
likely to betray you” You speak of lLebrun, and of Bona-
parte s demeanour towards him  With my simple under-
standing 1 can see 1n his conduct on that occasion a motive
entirely opposite to that which you, biinded by nustrust,
have assigned to him  May not the haste with which you
sought to impress the representative body with a sense of
your own unquestionable services have led him to the com-
clusion that yolu already began to mistrust him?® Was it
not noble 1n him to seek to tranguillize your mind by that
very ostentatious rejection of the homage of the maultitade,
which I heard you, but a few days smmce, commend and
speak of with admiration? Are you also influenced in
your judgment by the caprice of the hour—to-day viewing
an action in one light, to-morrow in another? Look bgck
to the events of the last five years, and ask yourself whether
I am not in the right. The same mistrust, the same jea-
lousy, which is now misleading you, led your predeeessors
to the scaffold. They sacnficed thewr fnends; they would
not suffer near them any whose character or abilities were
in any respect superior or even equal to their own Thus
it was that they delivered themselves up into the hands of
their enemies. Where then is your guarantee that the
same lot may not be in store for you if you pursue the
same ill-judging course? Have you not to thank Bounaparte
for the salvation, for the very exisisnes, of the government?
‘What would have become ou had there been a general
in command oithstroopswgo was not possessed of the
courage and the spirit necessary to resist the passions of
the populace? You say that he was aimming at popularity.
Did he not, on the ocontrary, provoke public clamour
against bimself by the zeal with which he served your
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cause? Twas he not named by the people the Cartridye
General, and calumniated in lampoons and pasquinades®
How will the Directory be able to maintun themselves
without a general such as he, who knows how to bndle
the factions with hus powerful hand”? o on, if you will,
in your mad eareer: you are unjust, unthankful, blinded'.
If I do love Bonaparte, T love hun chiefly because he has
sacrificed himself for you, and because he has proved him-
self ever ready to draw Ins sword m your behalf.”

“You mictake me greatly, madame,” protested Barras,
“1f you suppose that I am jealous of Napoleon. You
appear to view all his merits through the magnifying glass
of lme  He 15 by no means dangerous to me  He 18 a
good soldrer, but nothing more.’

“You are not jealous?’ said Jusephine with a snule, as,
nsmg hastily trom her seat, she approached a file of news-
papers “ It is well that I have my proofs at hand Here
stands printed your paltry, useless jealousy, and were [
m Bonaparte's place, I should before this have had my
revenge. Listen whilst I read your own speech in the
Convention.”

Thus saying, she preparcd herself to read aloud the
speech in question

“Bah' bah'!' you may spare yourself the trouble,” said
Barras, shghtly embmrassed ‘I remember my own
speech well enough.”

“No, no!” exclaimed Josephine: ‘ Bonaparte may re-
mam what he is, as fur as I am concerned; but what I
want to prove to you at present is, that youn are jealous of
his influence. Listen to your own words this shall be
the only punishment I will inflict for the pain you have
caused me I will never see this Bonaparte agan if he
be indeed your enemy. I had formed great plans for you
both, but I am content to let them fall to the ground;
only I must be allowed to have my own way in this
matter.”

Josephine was one of those who seldom fail in accom-
plishing their objects. Barras was silent, and Josephine,
with & certain mr of comic humour, read as follows:—

Citizen Representatives!—The late attempt at civil war has been
quenched in the blood of those who instigated #. It is sorrowful for
you to hear, as it is for me to relate, the particulars of a victory which
has ocost the lives of 80 many of our countrymen. Dué we were coM-
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elled to put forth an unusual degrce of power, or we should have

een altogegher annilulated.  You aie all aware that the intention
was to massacre the Convention and proclaim a king But the cou-
m%{:;ur brethren in arms frustrated the odious and bloody tsxht

o fore, then” (asked Joscphine), ‘ did von not here name these
brave brethren in arms, or atleast zzm who was 11 command of them £’}
+The rebels are subdued No king has been proclaimed, for there
exists 1n Pans a large Lody of republicans who never will be disposed
to temporize with the royahsts 1 have in all directions :gpoeed
force by force Danigeaux and Montchoisy sct forward immediately
with two cannons, Berruyer moved on the Place Vehdéme, Bruné,
sallying forth from the Defilée de Saint Nicaise, swept the streets of
the enemy, and finally, Cartaux marched to the Place Egahité The
conflict having now ceased to be doubtful, orders were given that
powder only should be employed in firing on the mob.

Here, then, is thus good Bonaparte, who decided the
fatc of the day, designated simply as powder his name
not once mentioned in your whole speech. Confess, now,
was that jealousy, or was it not® The whole of Paris
knows that it was Bonaparte who gained the day and
saved the Republic: only Barras knows 1t not! It really
is too marked the first general, the greatest gemius, the
bravest warrior, only named as pouwder’' This is your
gratitude, you Messieurs Citoyens' Fie! you ought to
blush to think of the manner in which you have treated
your best friend ”

“Well'"” replied Barras impatiently, ¢« and what does it
prove after all, supposing that I did intentionally omit the
name of Bonaparte? It is contrary to the principles of
the Republic to flatter ambition, or to do aught which
might awaken it. Have you not read Montesquieu? Is
not virtue the very principle from which freedom springs?
Would it be well for us to teach our generals arrogance?
Does not public opinion already flatter them more than
enough? Are not attempts enough made already by
foreign powers to irritate them against the thankless Re-
public® Whenever a general of the Republic begins to
crave a higher reward than the testimony of his own con-
-acience, and the silent esteem and approbation of his
country, then is France lost for ever. 8hall we give occa-
sion to a military revolution? As concerns Bonaparte, 1
esteem and value him for his virtue and ability; but I
¢ertainly have at times had strange thoughts *

» Might one be permitted to know what were these
thoughts ?” asked Josephine, who remarked with satisfac-
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tion, that the anger of her filiend had gradually moderated.
and that, thanks to the tranqullizing mfluence which she
had exercised over the mustrustful feclings awakened in
his mind, he no longer scemed nritated agmunst her, but
even accompanied his closing words with some fant ap-
proach to a smtle

* These thoughts,” rephed Baras, « turned on the ques-
tion, what the Convention should do if 1t should ever oceur
to this general, who knows so well how to dispense his
cartindges, and who 13 already the 1dol of the soldiers, to
march stimight up to the palace of the Comvention, and
request the government to march out of 1t™"

*Without doubt, they must obey,” rephied Jdosephine
quietly

* Do jou not seec, therefore, that there 18 a good 1ea-
son for not fostermmg feehngs wlich mught awahen such
thoughts 1 his mmnd ™" .

“ No " 1ephied Josephine

“Did you not jourself say, that he was 1 a position n
which he mmght easily have overthrown us””

I that a reason why you should overthrow hum *”

“No, but a reason not to rase um lugher thun he has
already 1aised himsclf.”

* It 15 pitaful'” exclammed Josephine, m a tone of vexa-
tion “What a set of men jou are! Do jou not then
understund that only those can serve you awell who are
also capable of mjuring you”® Why do you not spike your
own cannon” ‘They too mmay be turmed aganst you.
The power and the influence which undoubtedly are lus
should only afford to rational men an additional reason
for seeking to secure his friendship. My opinion is, that,
unless the Convention be protected by & Bonaparte, it will
soon, very soon, fall before its enemies. You yourself,
Bairas, are w1 the greatest peril, for you would be the
first vietim.”

“ What then would you have me do?” asked Barras,
more tranqully. ‘Have we not, as a reward for his
bravery, given him the rank of general of division?”

“What is that for such a man as he?” exclaimed Jose-
phine with a kindling eye. “ A secondary post is to him
but as none. He wi]f always be dependent on the will of
the commander-in-chief, and never have the power to act
with vigour and decision. Would you know my thoughts,
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Barras® I can estimate, as none other can, what you are
both worth, and deelare that I believe you to be destined
to rule the fute of ¥rance. The government ought to be
divided between yow both. 'This end can only be attained
by your raising Bonaparte to the position he ought to fill:
the rest he will accomplish hamself ”

Barras wus a good republhican; tut notwithstanding
this, he often found his colleagues burdensome to him.
Ambitious, fond of rule, and resolute 1n will, the thought
of such a division of power as that suggested by Josephine
was not a little flattering to s feehings. Josephine had
touched the right chord'

“You are a lhittle mtriguante,” sail Barras after a few
moments’ reflection ¢‘one can never manage to be angry
with you. You are an enthusiast as concerns your friends;
and this 1t 158 which 1n some degree tranquilhizes my mind,
as I flatter myself that I am included amongst that privi-
leged number For this reason I should mnot willingly
cause you pamn; and besides, 1t was I myself who com-
mended the hittle corporal to your notice. I will see what
I can do for him. But of this you may be fully assured,
that were he ever to dare to attempt anything against the
Republic, I should be the first to sign his death-warrant.”

“ And I would be the first to deliver hm up to you,”
rephed Josephine playfully <But in order that your
mind may he quite at rest upon the subject, I promise
you that 1 will exert my powers of fascination in order to
charm forth the most secret thoughts and wishes which
now lie buried within the heart of Napoleon.”

“I would advise you to do that for your own sake,”
rephed Barras; “for of this you may be well assured, that
the man who has once made your heart the pedestal of his
greatness, will not besitate to crush that heart, if by so
doing he ean mount another step on the giddy wheel of
fortune.”

A short time after this conversation, Bonaparte was
eppointed second in command of the Army of the Interior.
The honour of a seat in the Convention was also conceded
to him. Weanied out, however, by the frivolous discus-
sions which he was there compelled to hear, he quickly
zoan to take his departure. Omne of the members of the
Convention, seeing this, haughtily observed, *“ What you
ave .mow doing is & breach of the respect.due o the Con-
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vention. When the honour of a seat m this assembly has
been conferred upon oune, one ought not to leave before
the sitting 1s concluded ~ ‘

Bonaparte replied, *The C(‘onvention has its sitting
here, because here also 15 1ts work: I go elsewhere, be-
cause I too have a work to accomphish'™

The first foundation-stune of the empire was already lawd.

THEL CONBCIENCE OF A REPUBLI¢ AN WOMAN.

WHo can fathom the secrets of a human conscience,
especially when that silent momtor 1s lodged within a
woman's breast! Josephme Beauharnois, educated in
prineiples very dissimilar to those then pievalent in
France, deprived, by the sterm hand of the Republic, of &
husband whom she loved; disgusted by the cruclties of the
Reign of Terror; devoted to all that was chivalrous and
romantic, and admiring the manners and customs of *la
viaille France,” had yet a conscience for the Republie,
whose tdeal was dear to ber. The noble examples of
heroic courage and of civic virtue which had attracted her
notice 1n the mudst of all the excesses committed by &
degenerate humamty, inspired her with admiration for a
form of government which she, in common with the greater
number of her mare mntelligent contemporaries then dwell-
ing on the French soil, looked upon as the ounly one calcu-
lated to satisfy the “nghts of man” What Barrs, there-
fore, imparted "to her concerning his fears by no means
fell on an unfruitful soil: his warnings sank deeply into
her soul; she weighed earnestly and thoughtfully the
penls which might a1ise to endanger her domestic happi-
ness, in consequence of an unmeasured ambition on the
part of her betrothed bhusband. It accordingly became
with her almost a matter of conscience, to seek to acquire
over him a power which she had, in. truth, no right to
exercise; and those dreams of fancy in which she de-
lighted to indulge were often severely judged by the
better portion of her nature. She made it almost the
chief condition of her decision, before she finally united
her fate to that of Napoleon, to be alile to probe kis heart,
and to dscover what were those plans for the fture which
occupied his sonl. Xt was, truly, not witheut s struggie in
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her own mind that she resolved upon pursuing this course.
but, although at times her wishes might waver and her
resolutions fail her, yet on one point her mind was always
consistent with itself: she felt that if, instead of seeking
the freedom and prosperity of France, her husband sought
to make 1t fall a prey to his own ambition, then would ker
peace too be wrecked, and her domestic happiness de-
stroyed. She therefore resolved to dissuade him from
every ambitious project of this nature, and flattered her-
self with the hope, that even 1f such thoughts as Barras
supposed had ever existed in the mind of Bonaparte, she
should easily succeed by her influence in moderating
wishes whose accomplishment might indeed be flattering
to her vanity, but offered to her more sober judgment an
endless maze of difficulty and of well-founded anxiety.
She therefore took advantage of her first intexrview with
Bonaparte, after his appointiment as commander of the
forces, to sound his thoughts and feelings on the matter
in question. The plans which they were already forming
for the future, the uncertamty attending the actual posi-
tion of France, the faults and nustakes of the Directory,
afforded an easy opportumty for introducing the conver-
sation; and the inventive genius of Josephine hit on a
ready means of coming directly to the point.

“Do you know, general,” said she playfully, “ that not-
withstanding all that has passed, I much doubt whether 1
shall be able to marty you, gladly as I would do so were
it in my power.”

* And wherein lies the difficulty? What is the impedi-
ment to our happiness?” asked Bonaparte.

“You will laugh at me if I tell it to you,” said Josephine,
hesitatingly. 3

“Laugh at you!” exclaimed Bonaparte: ‘how many
follies you must be guilty of before 1 could bring myself
to do that!"

“ Well, then, I will tell'you: it is because I am destined
to be the Queen of France, or of some other land!”

* How so?"

* Know, then, unhappy man, that an old negress in Mar-
sinique, the land of my birth, prophesied that such was to
Yo my fate. I was then but a child, yet my dreams were
ever of crowns; in our childish games I ever played the
queon; and perhaps it may have been this whieh induced
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the old woman thus to flatter me. Bat, be that as it may.
she read my fate 1n my httle hand, and told me that I
should have a monarch for my spouse. Now, you must
yourself see how impossible 1t would be for me to attain
this end if I were to marry a republican general, who has
sworn war to the death acainst all kings "

#* You forget, my dear.” replied Bonaparte, * that France
may conquer many kingdoms, and has already as good as
conquered some What more natural than that a general
of the Repubhie should settle down at last as king of Nyria
or of Palestine, and rest upon lus laurels” Who knows,
moreover, whether you might not transfer to y our husband
your destined lot, and raise him to a throne*"

“And are you, then.” said Josephine, * »o bad a repub-
lican as not to despisc all thrones”—not to be 1eady to
give the blessings of freedom to every enslaved nation ””

Bonaparte's only reply was to stroke Josephine playfully
on the cheek, whilst he hummed to himself some old nur-
sery rhyme.

“ Answer me,” said Josephine, eagerly: “i1f I am not
much deceived, I do not fancy that you are so very much
shocked at the thought of your exalted destination ”

‘¢ Shall I speak the simple truth®” asked Bonaparte.

It 18 the truth which I am longing to hear.”

¢« Are you so wild a republican that you would not allow
a crown even to your husband””

«“Oh! for that matter, I would allow him three if he
chose, so that it did not turn him into a pope.”

“ Now, then, I will answer your question by asking you
another If I were to give you a diamond parure for your
wedding present, would you keep it, or would you hand 1t
over to the custody of the authorities?”

“ What a question! Of course I would keep it. But
what has that to say to the matter in hand” You arc
speaking merely of property in a thing!”

“ But who bestows property in a croun?”

*“The will of the people.”

“ And who can guide the will of a people?”

Josephine was silent. This short and pointed logic
filled her with surprise and with admiration. She found
no difficulty in following the chain of ideas just suggested
by Bonaparte, and answered with beaming eyes—

«“ A great mind may do it.”
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“You jump quickly to a conclusion, my little philoso-
pher; but these matters are not so entirely in our hands
as you seem to suppose. Unless the aid of circumsthnces,
unless the leadings of God, are 1n their favour, the greatest
minds may fail to exercise the shghtest influence on the
will of the people. All one can do 13 to be ready to seize
the opportunities as they offer themselves; and to you I
may fearlessly avow it—if an opportumity should occur of
seizing a crown, I will not be slow in gracping 1t ”

“ Even if it were the crown of France®”

« Fven though it were the croun of France

Once more a pause ensued Josephine felt bewildered,
taken by surprise, her republican conscience proved too
weak when brought mmto 1mmediate conflict with her vanity
and her excited fancy. Bonaparte seized a shawl which
lay by her side, wound 1t laughingly as a turban round her
head, and said—

“ With this I crown you as my queen!”

“ What is the meanming of that?” said Josephine, as with
an air of comic contempt she flung the turban om the
ground. ‘I hope you do not intend to make me a Turkish
empress? In that case, I should rather continue to be the
wife of a little corporal.”

“Well, well! time will show what Fate has in store for
you, and for us all.”

Josephine was not, however, disposed to let the subject
drop so quickly. She suddenly became more serious, and
resuming her seat upon the sofa, whilst she carelessly
turned over the leaves of a book which lay before her, she
said gravely—

“ Are you aware that Barras is jealous of you?”

“Yes,” replied Bonaparte.

# Jealous—1I1 mean of your, fame?”

«“ T know it.”

« That he does not entirely confide in you®”

 As little as I do 1n him ” 4

“ That he looks upon you as an ambitious man ?”

“ He is mn the nght.”

m he eveg fe:;rs that, should circumstances prove
to such a design, you might possibly be disposed
te &hase the Directory from its place of powez‘?" -

Bonaparte rose hastily from his seat on the sofa, stepped

«4n front of Josephine, and fixed his scrutinising glance on

"i
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her open, trauthful countenance Her eve fiarlesdly en-
countered lus, he read in its admirng gase <o much con
fiding love, and such entne devotion, that he telt he need
fem1 no betrayal, and, folding his aims across his hicast,
he said, 1 & tone of calm but firm rcsolve—

« I would do 1t to morron if I could ’

Thas 1mposing, umeserved frankness, this sentence of
condemnation, thus 1esolutely pronounced the internal
conviction of her own mind that all thes¢ Duectors, her
twend Baiias inclusive, were meapable ot long retuning
the remns of power i their hands, all cuddenly cominned
to cast to the ground m a single moment Jos¢ phine s pre
concerved opinions, to destroy her conscientious allegiance
to the Repubhe, and to leave fiee scope to her umesened
and entire devotion to Bonaparte and to his canse With
deep emotion she rose hastily fiom her seat, laid her hand
mt(lll an almost passionate earnestness on his mim, and
said—

* And m so domng jou would do right'”

The confessions which Josephine and Bonaparte had
now mutually made to each other were ot no hght mo-
ment they weire the magic 1mng which bound their fates
irrevocably together, after the expression of such thoughts,
no retreat was possible on either side Josephme began
to feel that in the presence of this man she was no longel
the ruler of her own destinv, but was forced, as 1t were, to
abandon herselt blhindly to his gumdance After a mo
ments pause, however, she said, in a half repentant tone—

«Ah' but if these things come to pass, what 18 to be
done with our friend—with Barras?> Him we must never
betray, he was and 1s my friend, my protector He may
be weak, he may be frivolous, but yet he has been my
friend, and that thought must ever render him saercd m
my eyes

“No one 1s thinking of betraymg him, madame,” saad
Bonaparte, 1n a severe tone, whilst he cast a searching
glance on Josephine “ I'his 15 mot the point at present
for your consideration that which you would do well to
consider 18, whether you are satisfied to belong altogether
to the man whom you have chosen as your husband, and
whether you are prepaied i all things to adapt yqur views
to his? I do not condemn your inendship for Banas 1t
does honour to yom gateful heart, but I, madame, am



128 FVENTIS IV THE CARBER OF WAPOLEON

fully persuaded that he 13 by no means worthy of your
friendship, and if T am ever m a position which enables
me to remove him fiom his present responsible post, and
free France from the evils pioduced by his influence, no
private considaiation shall ever prevent my executing my
purpose It 15 well that you have led me to speak on
this subject 1t 15 necessaiy for us hoth that we should
understand one anothe: Who then 1s ¢us Banas, who
libels me 1 pivate, whilst mm public he assumes to
wards me the garb of a filendship which perhaps he evan
feels 1n some superficial degiee, so uncertamn and so hollow
are all his feellmgs® And what do his actions bespeak?
He was one of those who sat mn judgment on the king 1Is
this a deed for him to boast of> He was the mstigator of
the massacres 1n Toulon—massacies so unexampled and
so bloody that for centuries to come their 1emembrance
will not be obliterated fiom the minds of men He 1t 1s
who has thoughtlessly squandered away the eneigies of the
people and the funds of the nation, he it 1s who has been
the means of the humihation of Fiance, and, to fill up the
measure of his unworthiness, he 1t 15 who was 1eady to sell
his country to the old dynasty' *

Shoeked beyond measure, and almost breathless with

rise, Josephme exclaimed—

¢ What 1s that you egay?’

« It es the truth,” replied Bonaparte, drily

“JIt 13 not possible I knew nothing of it, he could
hardly have concealed 1t so entnely from me

“ Nevertheless it 1s the truth Do you think me capable
of calummating hyim® Was he not hnown to be 1n tieaty
with the Comte de Lisle®> Fouche, Borel, La Maisonfort,
De Fleury, were the chief agents m the matter, but theire
were subordinate nstruments, and of these he was one of
the most active I know everything about 1t I am better
acquainted with Barras than he i1s with me The day will
yet come when we shall settle our accounts together, for
he 1s false to his friends, double dealing and uncertain
all is actions, caring only to make a noise m the woild,
and to gratify his own vanity and selflove He 1s as un-
worthy of your friendship as he 1s to rule the kingdom of
France.” * '

* Xors BY Avraor —This ‘,l;;?mt 18 Mustorteal, but whether 1t be
umywet or not remains a disp point
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Josephine felt deeply wounded, teais staited to her cyes,
and she said—

“ Bonparte' remember what he has done tor you and
that he did 1t at my r1cquest

“\Vhat he has donc for me thit vou know, but do youn

slso know what he has done agawnst me® He emploved
me on the 13th Vendemime fiom sheer necessity  he felt
his own weahness, he had no wish to 1ender me any <ex
vice, but made use of me as a cat~ pww to draw the r10asted
chgsndis out of the fire for him  He did not hesitate to
say to Ozun thit, 1n or1der not to emntter the aity of Pars
agamst himsclf, he had c¢mploved a ( ors1can adventmer ’
who boic the brunt of the affwn, and was thus intcrposed
between lnmself and the citizens  lhus providcut has he
been from the very beginnmg' In this manna, sad he,
‘I hept myself clear of the whole affan, all the hatied of
the people fell on Bonapaite who cxcuted my commands,
whilst I was hardly thought ot  But enough of thas  Lhe
Convention has rewaided my services and in this has only
done 1its duty To Barras no thanks are due from me,

Josephine was beside heiself She had tluttered heiself
with being the mstrument of 1a151ng Bonapaite to lus high
dignity, but now he had depined ha for ever of this mert
He would owe nothing to Zer and this grieved her deeply
She could however, subdu¢ ha feelings of vexation on
this head, but that wlnch she could not overcome was her
distress at the severe judgment passed by her lover on
Barnas She could not help contesamng to herselt that the
latter had not been mustahcn 1n the judgment which he
had formed of Bonaparte Although 1endered somewhat
ttmid by the demeanowm: of the latter, jet she could not
resist saying—

«Bonapa1te, leave to France the 11ght of yudging Barras
with all lus faults and his weahnesses he was, and he 1y yet,
your friend, he admnes you, he has dealt justly towards
you do you deal gently with him

«“ My friend, do you say’ exclmimed Bonaparte “Ide-
sire us frendship no longe: , T despise 1t am conscirous
of my own value It 1s not enough for men to profess to
be my filends they must also prove themselves worthy of
m)y friendship He 18 an obstacle to the well being of
France, and, were 1t 1n my pow¢r, I would sacrmfice him
to moriow, even though he were my own biothe:

1
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Josephine felt a6 if breathed uphn by au icy blast.  She
shuddered before a greatness which she could neither un-
derstand nor love. .

* You may be mn the might, gencral,” said she: my jndg-
ment tells me that you are, but,’ added she,with a sigh.
“1 could wish that you thought and felt a little more
humandly *

“You wust forginve me, Joscphine, said Bonapart more
geutly. You are now standing on a height where haman
feelmgs must, alas! too often be wacrificed. or at least ge-
strauned, but would you therefore wish to desec nd into the
sultry fens and marshes of common humanity, which sur-
round 1ts base” Your fiiend 15 one of the Duectors of
¥rance. he must not therefore cither dare to spare his
friends, or expect to be spmed by them ™

“ But, my dear fniend, if you set so hitde valiue on the
best, or, at all events, the meatest men of the Republie,
how will you deal with the Republie atself”  How will you
be able conscientiously to sermve a form of government
which, as I can percene, 1» o entirely opposed to your
mode of thinking and feelimg! Are j»ou a royalist or a
republican”  You bhave altogether disturbed my whole
course of thought and feelmnyg, and must therefore forgive
thie question, whiuch may perhaps be a very foolish one

“T will have no concealmment from you, Joseplune I
belong to no party 1 belong only to myself I have
studied lustory much, and hwinan nature yet more, and
have come to the conclusion that it is by the strong hand
of power alone that men can bhe rfiled. Dynasties and
republics are mere aecidents, no formn of government is
made to endure for ever, ull are changeable. But it is an
unchangimg law of nature, that only one widl must rule
Whareser, therefore, the helm of any state 18 commutted
to the guidance of many hunds, that state must be <hip-
wrecked, and never will 1 be an advoeate for a government
so constituted  In well-orgamsed republics there was ever
one powerful man. who ruled over the spirits of men mn the
g:blw assemblics of the state. eather by the clearness of

understanding or the force of lus persuasinve eloquence ;
in monarchies also 1t was the same. and were it other-
wise either 1 a republic or a monarchy, both must equally
fall to the ground. And thi~ will be the fate of France if
it be not quuckly freed from the many-headed tyrant under
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whose rule it is now groaning  The greater the talents of
those who now rule, so much the worse 15 1t for the coun-
try, masmuch &3 it increases the ditheulty of som iy above
them. In the present state of things, France cannot mamn-
tamn herselfaagainst her enennes for a swgle year, hecause
they hgow well how to corrupt these virtuous republicans,
and either win them to themselves, o1 at least, render them
unable to oppose them You may say what you will, but
to every man~ hemt nothing s <o near as Ius own 7 to
it hie is roaly to saentice Ins duty, ns countay, has all, of
only be can do 1t without penl o1 disgrace  The few great
character- whom Natwe has produced weare only great for
this reacon  that they knew how to dentity then own [
with that of their fellow-countrymen or of humanty i ge-
neral 1 therefore tell 3ou candadly, that weire Fortune to
continue to fnvowr me as she has ntherto done, t a fow
anccessful campaigns were to add to my deserts, then
should I gladiy do all that in me lay to place the power of
the Republic 1 a single hand, even though that hand should
be my own °’ .

*“ Then was Barras m the night, then 1s he, after all, no
such weuk-head as you take him to be, for he has judged
of your chameter altogether justly

“ He formed no judgment concermmmg e, ' smad Bona-
parte, * only hin enstinct told him that 1 was the stiongest.
He felt in my presence the trembhing of the lamnb which
see~ that the liou 15 at hand

“ You are very sevele s yow judgments,’ 1ephied Jose-
plune * never havd® | hemd you speak thus bafme, it
seems as though you desproed all men

¢ I despise them not I only estmate them according
to thenn worth It s & wise ordinance of Nuture, that the
largar proportion of the human 1ace are defiesent an those
superior abilitics which m all ages have distinguished but
a few solitury indin iduals, scattered here and there through-
out the world. There can be but ene ruler, whilst all would
desire to rule

** And would you therctore say that the 1kt to rule only
belongs to them who huve the power and the rapacity to
rulc °  Thas theory would ¢ncounter much opposition
the world o the present day. What, then, would bccome
of those ‘ Rights of Mun' which have been so pompously
set forth? And so far as you are concerned, were 1t to fall
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to your lot to assume the reins of government, would you
be the benefactor, or the scourge, of the human race?”

“ T understand nothing of these theories of the ¢ Rights
of Man,' " said Bonaparte contemptuously. I only know
that the majonity of men care nothing about freedom, else
were they not so willing, without a moments hesitation,
to saciifice 1t, and to subject it to the will of others in a
thousand every-day relationships in life I know that men
can ensily be ruled, if one only looks well after prosperity
and well-being, and takes care duly to regulate their reli-
gous feelings and devotional tendencies. One must not
requre from them either gratitude or affection, only obe-
dience; one must treat them as children, and never suffer
them to be out of ones sight.  All those deductions and
theories of the learned, by which men have attempted to
regulate the laws of government, are utterly useless Here
you have a fall confession of my faith*”

“You are, then, an ambitious man, striving after power
and fume "

* An ambitious man'” replied Napoleon in a tone of the
deepest contempt ¢ No; never will that man who cares
either for human praise or human blame produce aught
that 15 great. DBut sught is something real; might alone
has power to accomplish what 15 good, to make others pros-
perous and happy, to crush vice, and to render stumdity
harmless It 1s, therefore, the duty of every man, who
foels himsclf called to exercise dominion over the minds
of men, to strive to attain to power. But let us leave this
subject,” said Napoleon suddenly ¢ No man can foresee
what may occur in the lapse of time: we are masters only
of the present. My hour of action 1s not yet come; per-
haps it may rever come Shall we go to the theatre
this evening®”

Josephine felt completely bewildered and exhausted by
this agitating conversation. It seemed to her as if this
mau had assumed an absolute domimon over her mind, and
robbed her of all self command over her reason and over
Ler heart.

h“ What is the piece to be performed to-might®” asked
she.

* <« Human Hate and Human Repentance,’ by a German
named Kotzebue.”

“ Ah! well, then, let us go,"” said Josephine. *After all
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that has passed L feel as if I really wanted to be able to
ery hike n chld.”

An hour after this sat Jo~cphine, Bonaparte, and Barras
in the same loge. When vhe saw Barras so cheetful and
in such good humour, and Bonaparte so unembarrassed in
the presence of the man whose power he was secking to
undermine, her heart felt ready to huist  In truth, duimng
the whole evenmg her eyes swam with tears, and her heat
was burthened with anvious thought-

As Bonaparte bade her farewell, he could not avoid
joking with his betrothed on her over-sensibnhity  Her
heart was deeply wounded: but so powerful was the fasci-
nation which this commanding man exercised on all who
came withun his wfluence, that she continued to love him
as ardently as <he had ever done  Thoughts ot lum tilled
her mind duiing every waking hour of her existence, and n
few weeks more saw the attached and confiding Josephine
the wife of hun who was destined to raise her to the hnghest
pinnacle of earthly fame, and then to crush her wounded
spirit to the very dust
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BOOK 1IL

MADAME DE STAEL AND BONAPARTE
THE TOILLT OF % VAIN AND TGLY WOMAN

A youxg woman, wrapped m a morning negligyee, was seated
before her lookmg-glass, and contemplated with evudent
dissatisfaction a countenance which was strikingly deficient
in any pretensions to beauty  Use what cosmetics <he
would, she never could nnpart to her complexion that
transparent brilhaney of colouring, which lends a charm
even to ordinary features: no roses nor hhies were forth-
coming

“ How happy '’ «he exclumed. *how happy are those
simiple ereatures on whom nature has bestowed n beautiful
mask' They are run after, worslupped by all. men of
talent and of merit hie humbly at their feet, whilst they do
not even hnow how to mahe a rational use of their power
What accomphishments of mind and spmt do I need m
order to attract the shightest attention, or to stithe a smgle
spark of admuration from the bosom of these dull cold-
hearted men, who are all tire and flame m the presence of
these lovely but soulless dolls!'  But let it be so' T will
yet prove to these cold-hearted monsters that the qualities
of the mind ean evercice a more powerful influence than
uny mere persenal charms ™

uring this mental soliloquy, another lady, ret more

unattractive in appearance than the former, entered the
room. She was Madame Joubry, the waiting-woman of
the renowned Madame de Stael a being whom the talented
authoress seemed to have selected as her constant compa-
nion, with the special intention of keeping v 1dly 1impressed
upon her own mmd, that within the ranks of beauty might
be included several degrees of ughness

In Madame Joubry’s eyes, Madame de Stael ever passed
current as a really handsome woman She admared her
fall and well-developed form, for she was herself tall and

®
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spare  She praised her thnch erop of harr, for she herself
wore awig. Madame de Stael was aware that the extreme
ugliness of her attendant was well caleulnted to <t oft her
own person to advantage  In the presence of thas hady
she telt a conscious <uperionity, which mparted to her a
certamn ease and contidence of manner that mmposed on
weak minds, and placed m the most tavourable hight ha
own ver) meonsidarable attr wnons

Madame Jonbry brought with her o «upply of rouge.
pommude, combs and books, and began the important
operations ot the toulet

“Really. madame, <she exelaimed, as she commeneed her
avocations, **1t 18 quite wondertul how much sou have
gamed 1 embonpornt of late  your figure 15 quite another
thine trom what it used to be

I am disposed to thank you ure mn the nght, © phed
Madame de Stael, laughingly . * tor 1t was only yesterday
that I everheard a comphiment which was paid me on this
subjeet by a waggoner not expressed, it 19 true, o the
most polished terms, but yet, I must own, more aceeptable
to me than the cimvilities ot those diplomatists, de who only
compliment me on my leniming, and never consuder what
a breach of good manners they are comnmutting

*What hind of comphiment was 1t which he paid you™
asked Madame Joubry,

“Oh' 1t was notlung but a prece of folly,” 1ejomned
Madame de Stael - however, as 1 know that disappointed
cunousity 15 ¢apable of maling a warting-woman 1l with
venation., and 1 should not know what to do without you,
I suppose 1 must satisfy you I was walking yesterday on
the boulevards, when 1 encountered a waggoner, a tall,
well-built wan of Herculean proportions, who attracted my
atteution  He scemed at the smine moment to be struck
by my appearsnce, for he stopped his horeey, took Iny
pipe out of his mouth, and lovking round after me as 1
passed, exclaimed, * Sacristie' that 18 what I call a splendid
well-grown woman!’

* Impertinent!” exclaimed Madame de Joubry.

“ Impertment? I do not sce that,” said Madame de
Stael, nanvely.

“1 thmnk,” retorted Madame Joubry, * that it is almost
an iusult to the dignity of Nweden for an homme du pruple
to pass his vemaris in that way on the lady-smbassadress.”
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“ Nonsense'" said Madame de Stael, “ confess, now. you
little hypoerite, that you would be by no means displeased
to meet with a stilar insult yourself.”

“ You seem to be 1n a somewhat malicious mood to-day,’
said Madame Joubry “I think i1t would be rather a good
time to tell you a httle disagreeable news. You deserve
to suffer a hittle mortification. I have had news from
Ozun "

“From Ozun”" exclaimed Madame de Stael. springing
from her seat * of (ieneral Bonaparte, my hero' myidol?
Speak quickly, ma bonne; I burn to hear what you have to
sa . 1

% I am sorry to sav, madame,” replied Madame Joubry,
with affected sympathy, “that the intelhgence I have to
communicate, and which, at your desire, I must communi-
cate, is anything rather than agreeable. 1 have known it
for three days past, but I wished to spare you.”

“To spare me”" smd Madame de Stael, turming pale.
“Does Bonaparte then refuse to declare himself”  That,
however, signifies nothing- he 1= a great pohtician; he
admires my talents, but he will not own it until I compel
him to do 80.”

*“He does not admire you, though, madame,” smd the
waiting-woman in a determined tone.

Madame de Stacl seemed petrified. After a few mo-
ments' silence, during which she dehberated within herself
whether it were best still to cherish an illusive hope, or to
hear all that her attendant had to impart, and thus suffer
it to be dispelled, she exclaimed, impetuously—

*“ How do you know that?”

“From the hips of the secretary of Ozun. You charged
me to bribe him in order to procure Bonaparte’s reply to
his questions regarding you."”

“Yes, so 1 did; and for the last fourteen days, during
which I have been continually pressing Ozun to show me
this answer, he has always assured me that he had as yet
received no reply to his letter, and excused Bonaparte on
the plea of his innumerable engagements. Truly, if he
knew how duly to estimate my power, he would feel he
oould hardly have anything more important to do than to
seek my friendship. Ozun appeared a good deal embar-
rassed of late when I pressed him for an explanation. I am
of the same opinion as Bonaparte. Let people be friends
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or focs; but, in either case, let them be so openly: I hate
neutrahity  But this Ozun always answers me esasively.”
It 13 natural he should do so,” rephed Madume Joubry,
“because, without wounding your feelings, he could not re-
peat to you what Bonaparte wrote to him concernmg vou.”
“And you have read the letter ™ asked Madame de Stael,
in an anxious tone
“Not only have I read it, but T possess a copy of it.”
Madame de Stacl’s heart sunk within her at these words.
Shame at her own humtliation in the ey es of her companion,
feverish expectation, restless fear before that renowned name
of Bonaparte, before which the whole world was at that mo-
ment trembhing. and i whose glory she had hoped in <ome
degree to share, all cotnbimed to seal her hps, and for a
moment she stood speechless  Bat curiosity quuekly tri-
umphed over all other fechings, and she said in a2 hurmed
and agitated tone— ’
+(ive me the letter. whatever may be its contents,
whether life or death, T am now ready to bear 1t ™
Madame Joubry drew a paper from her bosom, and
handed it in silence to her impatient mistress, whose de-
meanour she closely watched Madame de Stael devoured
the contents of this anxiously-expected letter; her eyes
flashed with rage as they wandered over the page; her
hands trembled with the violenee of her emotions; and
her lips moved, although she did not audibly pronounce
the words which met her angry gaze. Madame Joubry
observed her emotion with an ill-suppressed smils of scorn;
for, much as she admired Madame de Stael's talents, and
vet more, perhaps, her embonpoint, yet she was not free
from that weakness of little minds, which ever feels an in-
describable satisfaction in the humiliation of another.
Madame de Stael, in the mean time, read as follows —

Do you know, my dear Ozun, that vou are sometimes really tor-
menting? For some months past you have premed me to tell yon
what I think of the SBwedish ambamadress. I made you no reply,
because I thought it a ];i‘t!y to disturb yon in your l)l{dul fllusion
with n-g:l to your friend, because I cannot express my real m.
nion of without a breach of conrtesy; because I view in a diffe-
rent light from you Madame de Stadl's merit, as the restorer to
France of the services of Talleyrand Perigord; and, lastly, becouse
1 never can feel any friendship for women who meddle political
intrigues, and mix up all their petty weaknesses with important
affairs of state. But as you are 50 childish as t0 inslst upon knowing



1388 EVENTS IX THE CAREER OF YAPOLEOMN

my opinion of thm lady, I will tell you candidls that I always mis-
trust thc nature of that genius which 18 cngagcd from moruing till
night 1In manufacturing nuschicf and weaving intngues Madame
dr Stael s admiration of md 18 by no me ans a sufficunt brnbe to me
to give her mne 1n return  for 1t 1 4 matter ot bt vorv small mo-
ment to me what 1 thought of mec by any ot her «x  From all that
1 hear of tins lady, flic secms to me to e a good deal of a gad-about,
onc nho . s and comes Imnuate s heradlf mto houses mrxes herself
up wath «v rnvthing somcwhat mmmanatine «och to wt v part,
and as her petircrats provent her from openly sharing in the govern-
ment xhe tnes by cnnning to acquire somd dogree of consiuderation

People sav she has ¢ de Tesprit 1t mav be g0 but not to any «xtra

ordinary (degrce, and who 1 1rance has 1t not? I think that <he

hike her father s deficaent o lement and sconnd sonve She planes
the schoolmn wter chattars and pro wches all dav and that g not atter
my taste All T require from women 1= that thoy should hnow how
to sew well and to give good atizens to the Republie  In nesther
respect has Madami de Sta]l weomplishad wvthung vary 1anark

able Novarthobens ol «lhged t har f rthe cood opmiton «he ¢n

tertalng of me You may te1l har this Yut onhy m A preuangewn <o
that she may not fan v from 1t th ot she has the shightest chauee of
ever making ma ondc of har pupprts whom she can dircct and move
hitha and thaitlcr according, s her uclinwtion o1 ainterest may die

tate 1 do not wish to quars 1with and o iy 1ot of dl wath Lalloy

rand, who 1t 1» sard amoengst many othors s ome ot her dovoted
daven Tius dots not rarprise me  for th Froneh are more casihy
dassled than amy other men in the world  Badiey me ¢ven woman
of this stamp 18 1moi¢ 01 loss dangerous to the state Thoy atha sedh
1o rule 1t themm hes o1 through the hands of thanr sdmners JThey
a1c anomalous sorts of banas those haromes ndf mon halt women

a kind of Jusus natura ar the learned sav I do not hthe monstc rs ot
thax description, and thank Goil when 1 can avoid having anvthing
to say to them

‘When Madame de Stael had perused this anmhilating
Judgment troin the pen ot one whose praise «he would have
gren worlds to obtain, she rose hke a fury trom her seat,
tore mto iragments the unwelecome letter, and paced the
room in a state of the deepest agitation, without once con
sidering that she had intennupted poor Madame Joubiv in
the very act of plaiting, amost artaistically, her long trcses
As the latter was by no menns disposed to lose the labour
of a weary half hour, she walked perseveringly with the
tresses in her hand, up and down the room, following the
irvegular and uncertain movements of hel mustress, who
seemed quite insensible to evervthing that was pasemng
around her, while she muttered mmpatiently to herself—

“Inmtment! shameful! contemptible: This little cor

cartredgeshero, this brigand, tins strolling player
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who 18 worshipped by the blinded populace—he dares to
speak of me in this way' Wheremn, then. does ne great-
ness he, that he dares thus to despise me’  What, after
all, 18 this man but a Robespicrre on horseback, & sans-cu-
lotte, a foreigm charlatan ' I- it not because he 14 conscrious
that T alone have penctrated his motives and seen through
the game he 15 playing’  Is it not beeause he feels that he
cannot dazsle me as he does others ' Is 1t not beeause he
thinhs, and nghtly, that 1 onlv admire him 1in order to
make use of him*  He wishes to play Ins part alone: he
stinves after n erven ' He hates me because he knows that
1 many pomts our characters are sinlar  for a woman,
somethmg extraordinaiy: for a man, m-igmfieant enough.
Were 7 a man, I should not feel satistied with bemes o Ju-
lins (‘wsar or an Alewander I would bhe a Marens Aurching,
a Titus, a Solon  But /., 2 man, 1» nothing moe than
what | am already as & wonman  a man of poliey, ot ealeu-
lation, of cunning and mtrigne  He designates me a4 a
mar-uoman, but thas 1s not the case 1t 1~ he who s & wo-
man-man. His greatness only consists m possessing, 1in a
Jugh degree that which 19 ordimarily the peculiar charaeter-
istic of women, tact He ean wee through-the character of
others, he 15 well acquainted with human wenknesses ; he
knows how to deal with all according to their natural dis-
posttion and capucities  ‘That 1 understand and can do,
as well as, if not better than he  But T possess talents 1n
which he 1 deficient the ¢ift of eloquence, for instance
Kmgs and poets histen to my words, whilst he only knows
how to addreas the common soldiers and the easily-excited
populace T inspire nohle hearts, win over to my cause
the most cultivated mmds, and unite together intellect and
poetry. What 18 he 1n comparison with me*? 1 will let
him feel that 1t is 0. I will make him tremble before a
woman' Since he dimpiutes with me every other fame, I will,
at least, have that of constraining him to own, that [ have
given him more to do than any of those armies of soulless
puppets with whom he fights. My puppets, it is true, will
not be 5o easy to set in motion as his; but they will effect
more. 1 will cast him down from the height of his power,
and, in falling, he shall own, ‘The Stacl was greater than
I.' He will enter into no agreement with me. Well, then,
I will unite myself with the whole world agmnst him! Not
only with his enemies, but with his friends; with those on
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whom his very power has been founded; with his own wife
herself. Tremble, Bonaparte! you have conjured up against
yourself an evil spirit!”

Madame de Stael sank exhausted on a seat. Madame
Joubry, despairing of being able to rescue her beautiful
plaiting, let the tresses fall from her hands The hair
streamed loosely over Madame de Stael's shoulders, and
her whole aspect was wild and haggard : she looked like a
Medusa. After a few moments’ rest, she resumed anew
her agitated walk and angry soliloquy; her breast heaved
with the violence of her emotions, and the authoress of
«Corinne,” with her disordered dress and dishevelled hair,
looked more like an angry ‘“poissarde” than like the Sappho
of the eighteenth century

“Yes, I must accomplish the ruin of this miniature hero'
How can I do otherwise than attempt 1t? Does he not
compel me to it in self-defence? Will not this accursed
letter of his be handed down in history? Will not Europe
laugh at the idea of great women, when they read that wo-
men were only created to make shirts and give citizens to
the state® Yes, and I will be the mother of children, but
they shall be a race of giants, who shall cast you down,
Bonaparte, from the proud height of your power! My
thoughts shall ever be as standing armies, ready to fight
against you, whether in prosperity or in adversity! How
will you conquer them, arrogant spirit? Your armies, even
in the very career of victory, must gradually melt away;
your means will become exhausted ; every battle, every vic-
tory, must be won at a costly price; but my thoughts no
conquest will ever weaken or exhaust; out of every fight
will they come forth strengthened and with invigorated
powers. In the day of your success they will turn your
triumphs into ridicule, and make you a laughing-stock to
the people; in the day of your defeat they will make you a
subject of scorn and of derision. Never will they rest
until your fate is fulfilled, and you have been forced to own
that the spirit of De Stael was mightier than your own!”

Madame Joubry skilfully availed herself of a momen-
tary pause in the impassioned tirade of the offended poetess,
to m;ggest an idea which quickly pacified her rage.

“ Madame,” said the waiting-woman, * the precious mo-
ments are passing swiftly away. How the malicious mockers
@ la Bonaparte will triumph when they see the *blue-stock-
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ing,’ as they venture to call you, appear in society with un-
dressed hair and in slovenly attire! Your beautiful hair
will not be seen to advantage, the new coiffure a la Chinorse
—my invention—you ought to have it on, when you are
going to an assembly where Madame Bonaparte, or the
Mesdames Montalembert, Tallien, Hamelin, and many
others, will display all their diamonds and set off their
charms to the utmost advantage These ladies have no-
thing in their favour except their personal attractions, but
these they know how to make the most of.”

“You are 1n the night, my fiiend,” said Madame de Stael,
resuming her seat. ‘“Complete your coiffure T will tell
everybody that 1t 1s you who have dressed my hair so beau-
tifully, and, en attendant, I will complete 1n my own mind
my plan of revenge against Bonaparte ”

“This letter was not the only subject of interest I had
to impart to you,” said Madame Joubry. ‘“Madame Bona-
parte has talked of nothing for some days past but her 1n-
tention of efre long rejoining her husband mm Italy This
lady 1s quite rndiculously in love with her husband, and she
writes to lim, I hear, daily, to ask him why he married her
if he did not wish to have her always near him, that, for
her part, when she united her lot with has, it was her desire
never to be parted from him, either 1n weal or woe.”

Madame de Stael laughed with malicious joy.

«“I am glad that you have reminded me of this, Madame
Joubry. it is most opportune I shall always feel grateful
to you for this good turn.”

After a few moment’s silence, during which she repeat-
edly passed her hand across her forehead, as if she would
chase away all unpleasant thoughts, Madame de Stael said
to her attendant—

“I have a bad habit, my friend, of uttering my thoughts
aloud. I would, however, watch over it more carefully, if
I did not feel well assured of your sentiments Mark well
what I am about to say to you. Of your silence, with
regard to the expressions which have now escaped my lips,
I have not the slightest doubt; your character s
it to me, no less than your hatred against these republicans.
But it is not enough to be silent you must never betray,
in any possible way, that my feelings towards General
Bonaparte have undergone a change. Even to the secre-
tary of Ozun you must say, that you did not dare to show
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me this letter. You may return him the copy; every word
is indelibly engraved in my memory. It is absolutely
necessary to pursue this course in order to attain the end
I have in view.”

Madame Joubry promised implicit obedience, and pro-
ceeded in her task of decking out her beau-rdeal of beauty
and embonpount to the best advantage As she did so, she
thought within herself somewhat as follows ‘—

« It 18 strange that great women think and feel so exactly
like one of us. With my weak heart and narrow under-
standimg, I should have come to just the same conclusion
as Madame de Stael has done with her great intellect and
strong mind, as 1t is called I wonder what there is about
her #o remarkable that everybody admires her”? Her
verses>—But 1t 1s said that many French poets have made
mach better ones, and nobody has thought anything about
them. I have often heard it said that she never would
have attamed so much celebrity had 1t not been for her
intriguing spirit, or for her birth in a certain class of society
in which hterary attainments are more thought of tham
elsewhere. Perhaps, after all, Bonaparte may have formed
a correct estimate of her talents and of her character.”

The coiffure was by this time completed, and Madame
de Stael set out to present herself at the salon of Madame
Bonaparte.

THE CONGRESS OF FABHION

MapanE BoNAPARTE had summoned to her salon the élite
of the Parisian female world, in order to have the benefit
of their counsel and advice on a most important subjeet.
No less a matter was under consideration than the nfomen-
tous question of completing the revolution of all ancient
manners and customs, by a total transformation in the
costumes of the fashionable European world. Madame
Bonaparte, who delighted in rich and tasteful toilets, and
devoted one-half of her thoughts to the subject of dress,
had first conceived this genial idea, which was eagerly
welcomed by the Pansian ladies in general, who became
quite wild on the subject Whilst her husband was labour-
ing, amidst incessant hardships and torrents of blood, to
subdue one kingdom after another beneath the dominion
of France, his wife formed the gigantic project of seizing,
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for Zer share the hingdom of Fashion, which evercises its
sway with 1nvieible, but not less absolute power, over the
whole civilized woild Saians were sumimoned to bring
then learning to bear on the weighty matter, aitists were
1equned to devise new and becoming ideals of htiman
attue, tailois and modistes were hept 1n constant 1equisi-
tion, and the most renowned jfrwcws must give thewr
opmions also on the subject

The members of thus congiess weie now assembled wn
pleno 1n the salon of Madame Bonapaite XEach was attuned
1 the most costly and 2¢cherche manner Hatms and silks,
laces, gauzes, gold and precious stones, costly shawls and
splendid coiffuaes, all were displayed 1n such gorge ous pro
tusion that the eye was almost weaiied by the bulhancy of
the scene It would occupy too much time to dcscribe
particulaily the dress even of the most 1emarhable actors
mn this gay scene we must therefore content ouiselves
with simply saying a few words respecting the toilet of the
lady of the house herself, the graceful Josephine, who ex-
ceeded all the 1est in the splendour of her attne

Madame Bonaparte had a heen sense of the beautiful,
and of what was comsonant to good taste, but the tyiant
Fashion 1egulated so axbitrarily even the most minute de-
tails of the toilet, that but little scope was left for the exer
cise of individual taste Every article was cut according to
a piesciibed foim, which 1n most cases was anything but
tasteful Josephine had, moreover, a decided preference
for bulhant colours, which made the grotesque appearance
of the gaib, then in fashion, yet more remarkable She
wore a robe of purple satin, entnely ecovered with trans-
parent Linon, her dress was trimmed with the richest pomt
lace, the waist, according to the fashion of the day, ex-
tremely short, and the neck covered with an embroidered
chemisette, over which hung a large string of coral Her
beautiful hair was mterwoven with rich pearls, a sort of
diadem of brilliants rested on her brow, whilst above it,
upright as an arrow, rose a laage tuft of feathers, which im-
parted a comedy queen kind of aspect to her appearance
The rest of the ladies were all dressed, more or less, 1n a
somewhat similar style, and these large tufts of herons’
%nathers made them look very much like a party of wild

dians

Amongst all these ladies, however, Madame de Stael's
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appearance displayed the most total absence of taste and
elegance. The ladies took their seats in a semicircular
divan, before which stood a table covered with sketches,
models, “ Journals de Modes,” and divers other appurte-
nances of fashion, more frequently to be seen in a milliner’s
shop than in a lady’s drawing-room.

When the fair citoyennes were assembled in full force,
and had embraced each other with many demonstrations
of affection, Madame de Stael drew from her pocket-book
a written speech, with which she opened the congress.
This speech contained a witty description of the influence
exercised by fashion on the manners and habits of nations;
but, clever as was the disquisition, it was hstened to with
visible ennui by the fair hearers Politeness, however,
caused it to be patiently endured imn breathless silence.
The investigations of the learned lady extended over every
article of clothing, whether male or female, from the gown
to the stockings, and from the great-coafgto the shoes and
trousers

After this piece of elocution had oceupied the congress
for a full hour, the ladies began to reflect that the question
under consideration embraced too wide a scope, and came
to the conclusion that, for the present, it would be best to
limit themselves to some few particulars. The question
chosen for 1immediate debate was that of kair-powder.

Trifling as were the subjects with which they concerned
themselves, yet not unimportant was the influence which
these assemblies silently exercised on the manners and
customs of the Republic. People ceased to tutoyer one
another, they called each other ‘“Madame,” ‘Mademoi-
selle,” &c and treated each other with the same courtesy
as was 1n use before the Revolution broke out. Etiquette
was, in fact, silently resuming her sovereign sway over the
intercourse of society, and wealth and luxury were making
rapid inroads on the simplicity of republican habits.

Madame Bonaparte rose to express her opinion on the
subject of hair-powder

“ What a horrid invention it was,” she exclaimed, ¢ to
emfloy art in order to impart to the hair a hue which makes
us look gray before our time! Is it not sad enough for us,
when Nature, at the appointed seasons, robs us of an orna-
ment which imparts to us our most attractive graces?
What barbarism it is to veil locks of a raven hue, or of
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still more beautiful chesnut and golden colours, beneath
an ashy covering, and to twist men’s hair into those fright-
ful queues?®”

* You are right, my dear friend,” said Madame de Stael;
“but where do these barbaric fashions find proteotion
against the present efforts of good taste® Whose fault 1s 1t
that men still wear their queues, and will not part with
them® Whose but that of their leader, the hero Bona-
parte? Yes, my dear, I must opegly tell you that 1t is your
husband who most strenuously opposes the abolition of
hair-powder and of queues What an unreasonable demand
1t will be on the brains of the poor poets of the next gene-
ration' They will have to describe the hero of Ttaly with
his white-powdered hair, his queue twelve inches 1n length,
to say nothing of those monstrous cravats which make the
heroes of the present century look like so many Cretins ™

«“ It is quite true,” smad Madame Tallien- ‘ your hus-
band, Madame Bemaparte, 1s a decided enemy to good
taste. The unfortunate Murat, his adjutant, is in utter
despair at bemng oblhiged to disfigure in such a way his
beautiful curly hair He would be the first to discard the
powder and the queue, were it not for his fear of exciting
the anger of his chief And this chief, madame, is your
husband.”

“ It seems to me,” said Madame de Stael, sneeringly,
¢ that Madame Bonaparte exercises too little influence over
her husband Of what use will be all our reforms, if the
army does not set a good example®? It really would almost
‘look as though General Bonaparte sought to put his ene-
mies to fight by making all his soldiers look like so many
scarecrows.”

“ You must make some representations to your husband
on the subject,” said Madame Montalembert: ¢ the world
will never believe that the French have cast off all their
ridiculous prejudices until this inconvenient and ugly
fashion has been given up.”

*“ Ah!” said Madame Bonaparte, “ I have already written
to him five times on the subject, but he has made me no
reply of late. I know he used to say it was dangerous, in
the present temper of the army, to put down a custom,
however disfiguring, which the common soldiers appear to

hke. They call all those royalists whom they see with un-
powdered hair.”
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« Even for that very reason," said Madame de Stael,
“ should you do all that lies in your power to effect the
change, in order that it may not be said that the royahsts
excel the republwans in good taste. You have not energy
enough, ma chere.”

“ You are much too diffident,” saic Madame Tallien:
<« your husband acts too independently; Ire does not con-
sult your wishes enong

“ But, seriously,” said Madame de Stael, as she preased
Josephine’s hand, “I admire your husband the whole
world knows how truly I do so; but I must say that this
perverse opposition on his part to your wishes grieves me
exceedingly. A wife should, under all circumstances, know
how to induce her husband to respect her legitimate and
reasonable wishes You take these things too easy, Ma-
dame la Génerale ”

* ¢ 'What would you have me do®” replhied Josephine,
laughing. * After all, the happiness of my married life 1s
is no degree dimnished by such trifles as these. Bona-
parte 18 not & whit less dear to me because he wears a

ueue.”

e But his portrait' his portrait!” exclaimed Madame de
Montalembert.

« Indeed, yes,” said Madame de Stael; ¢ the portrait of
the great man with a queue' Only fancy it' Have you
got one of your husband in this sort of costume ?”

“ T have never yet been able to persuade Bonaparte to
sat for his picture at all

“ Well, I must say that it 15 a hard case for & woman
who can so seldom enjoy the society of the

¢“ Much as I admire your obedience,” said Madame de
Stael, “ yet I must own that in this case I would ecarry my
point, and insist mpon getting a portrait of my husband
without this ugly queue and hair-powder, He cannot help
m himself how much better he looks in his own matu-

1ir. ”

“ How could I manage to get him to do as I wish?”
asked Josephine.

“ By a httle display of self-will, ma chére,” replied Ma-
dame de Stael: “ his fame, and, what 1s more, your happi-
nesn, are at stake in this matter "

“You are joking, my friend,” said Josephine, laugh-

ingly.
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“ By no means,” replied Madame de Stael, in a very
serious mamner. “ I will prove it to you as clearly as the
noonday.”

“Oh! let us hear what you have to say about it, witty
Pythia,” said Madame Tallien ‘you are our oracle. Itis
such a pleasure to me to histen to your paradoxes!”

* Thas proposition 18 by no means a paradox,” rephed
the poetess. ‘I see that I am amongst friends who may
be trusted, and that our wishes and thoughts harmonise.
I may therefore venture freely to express my feelings. My
opmions and sentiments with regard to the great man of
whom we have just been speaking are well known. Not
one amongst you can for a moment entertain the shightest
doubt that the earnest desire of my heart 1s, ever to see
him great and proesperous, and his amiable wife as happy
as this world can make her. But even the very sincenty
of my affection gives me a right to warn you of the dangers
which threaten the fame of Bonaparte and the happiness
amd peace of his wife.”

“ Good heavens!” said Josephine, as she pressed her
hand to her heart; “you make me now really anxious.
‘What connection can there be between your awful tone of
warning and foreboding of evil and our playful debate con-
cerning hair-powder and queues ?”

“ The connection between the two 1s self-evident,” re-
plied Madame de Stael. The obstinacy with which Bona-
parte opposes your wishes, ;I an affair apparently of so
trivial a nature, shows the existence of a fault in his cha-"
racter which may eventually cast hrm down from the lofty
eminence he now occupies, and altogether annihilate the
bhappmess which you, madame, at present emjoy. This
cold, calculating spirit, at whose shrine he 18 ready to
saerifice good taste, betrays an ambitsous struggle on the
part of your husband to attain to a height at which he ean
never hope to maintain himself. I know that I am daring
muﬁz when I venture to say this, but nevertheless it is the
truth.”

“Ah! madame, you are always seeing speetires,” said
Josephine, irritated. “ You are a poetess, and consequently
a ghost-seer. Youw like to rule men, and fortunasely you
manage to do 80. " As for me, I own that I feel my own
weakness t00o much, to attempt to manage the affairs of a
husband whom I know to be far superior to me in every
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respect. I have therefore altogether given up the attempt
to dictate to him. He always knows best how to find the
right path; and many a time, when I have trembled for
him, have I seen him come forth victorious, and with a
smile of triumph, from the midst of perils which caused
me mortal terror. ‘Believe me, a manly spirit, lofty and
heroic as his, can never be rightly judged by a woman’s
weaker understanding. But let us quit this subject, and
resume that of hair-powder ”

«“ No,"” said Madame Cambacéres, * let the ambassadress

She has often already been our good genius She
knows the state of affairs in Europe, the political conjunc-
tions: she is a Semiranus ”

“Yes, yes!” cried with one voice the greater number of
the ladies present, who wished to curry favour with the

s, hoping that her influence might some day or other

lp to advance them in the world Some there were

amongst them who had begun their career in the kitchen,

and to whom time seemed to creep with a snail’s pace

until they found themselves ladies-in-waiting at the court
of an empress.

‘“Were I not your friend,” said Madame de Stael, “ I
would not urge the point any further, but I cannot conceal
from you that the present state of France is pregnant with
danger. In spite of Bonaparte’s victories, it may happen
to-morrow that all the notabulities of the Republic may be
thrown back into their original nothingness. Bonaparte
holds their fate in his hands- he may set it, if he pleases,
on a single die; and he is the man to do it ”

Josephine resigned herself to her lot, and patiently en-
dured mmnumerable representations on the part of her
friends, all of whom aimed at bringing about a compro-
mise between Bonaparte and the Count de Lisle The
majority of the Directors were already implicated in this
intrigue, and had been won over to the royal cause by
brilliant promises. Bonaparte alone acted an independent
part; and as hig wife, she would not do well altogether to
shut her ears to communications of so much importance
as those at which Madame de Stael hinted.

¢ Let us then hear,” said she, « whatsyou have to adduce
in proof of the connection between queues and hair-pow-
der and the fate of France and Bonaparte.”

«I can easily convince you that they are more closely
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connected than you suppose,” said Madame e Stael. *“The
queue 18 at this moment the symbol of the Repubkc: your
husband knows this right well In protecting this gsymbol
he is protecting his own popularity with the whole army.
But cast a glance upon our Parisians, who represcent the
whole of France All our élégants are beginning to appear
in unpowdered hair, because all those of distinguished
birth have adopted this mode, in order to separatc them-
selves more visibly from the multitnde Look around you
where you will, you see on all sides a return to the cus-
toms of the ancient monarchy The French are vain: they
love titles, dignities, show, decorations, lmxury In all
these things a republic is defictent Whilst the republican
armies are gaining victory after victory, Fashion 15 subdumng
the nation  All who are possessed of talent and ment n
France 1n the present day are greedy of distinction The
conscilousness of their virtne as citizens no longer satisfies
their minds Do you believe that Bonaparte alone—he
who, amongst all others, possesses the keenest and most
observant eye, and most quickly penetrates all human
weaknesses—do you think that he does not perceive that
which is patent to the whole world” Ne,no! Buthe has
a2 covert motive for what he 1s doong He only continues
a republican in order to snatch the wictory out of the
hands of the royalists, and to raise himself to the throne
of France.”

“That 13 not true'” exclaimed Josephine, cagerly.

‘ Can you yourself lay your hand upon your heart,” re-
plied Madame de Stael, ‘“and affirm the contrary? How
can it be otherwise? Do you think that a man of his
gemus can long endure the supremacy of those whom he
feels to be inferior to him” The Directors are at variance
with one another. They all see that they cannot maintain
themselves, that the factions are too powerful for them,
and that France needs to be ruled with an iron sceptre.
They feel severely the weight of a military despotism.
They have no choice save between the restoration of the
legitimate king and a general of the Republic. The only
one capable of sejzing the remns of power is Bonaparte
The army yields to him a blind obedience; the Directors
know well that they cannot dare to dictate to him Bona-
parte, moreover, feels himself already independent; and a
great mind, such as his, no sooner perceives that the op-
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portunity of ruling alone offers itself to his grasp, than he
considers at once how best to seize it. Bonaparte would
not be the great man that he is if he were not to do so.
Has he not a kind of nght to seize the reins of power? Is
he not everywhere victorious?” Has he not humbled the
enemies of France and compelled them to treat with her?
He, or none else, 18 called to rule over the destimes of
France ”

«It is true,” replied Josephme, whose vanity was flat-
tered; “but I can assure you he does not think of assuming
the reins of government I know hmm well, and am ac-
quainted with his opinions on the subject of monarchy ”

“ Do not calummate your husband,” continued Madame
de Stael- <“he cannot but think of 1t; he cannot help seeing
in himself the deliverer of France He alone is capable of
preserving it, and he only can preserve it, when the power
rests with him alone ”

No one dared either to dissent from or to agree with
these opinions. Never before had such sentiments been
openly expressed in this cirele Although every one felt
their truth, yet none ventured to own it, even to themselves.
It belo to the rash and darng spirit of a De Stael
alone to give utterance to such truths, in the presence of
ladies whose husbands, with their whole fate, were deeply
implicated in them. Josephine felt with trembling that
the plot must indeed be far advanced, when Madame de
Stael was emboldened thus openly to express her thoughts.
She rejoiced secretly over her husband’s proud, imposing
might; but her gentle spirit quailed before #he thought
how his very success would excite envy and jemlousy, and
unite against him the men of chief influence in the state.

« It really appears,” continued Madame de Stael, « as if
Providence had raised up General Bonaparte for the pur-
pose of founding in him a new dynasty in ¥France.”

The impression which these words made upon all pre-
sent was as if they had been uttered by am oracle. A
breathless silence ensued, and the tears rolled down Jo-
sephine’s cheeks. Te be Queem of France! What a

!

Madameo de Stael observed the emotion of the agitated
lady, on whom looks of unwonted revevemce were already
best by ber ssssmbled friends.

“ werthier tham you to be a2 queen?” said Madame
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de Stael, as she pressed the hand of Josephine within her
own; “and who more rejoiced than I to offer you the
homage which 18 your due’ Yes; so exalted and yet so
feeling a heart as yours 1s well deserving of such a glorious
lot. Aund what could the most captious reasoner find to
say agamst such a king as Bonaparte? How will s
gemus, hus heroic might, eclipse the glory of all those
weak and ordinary bemngs who have preceded him on the
throne of Z!i'mnce" Alexander the Great even, and Julius
Ceesar, may hide before him their diminished heads. A
new age will dawn upon France, kings will draw the tri-
umphal car of the wogld’s conqueror, and the admiration
of posterity must be his to the end of time!”

Josephine felt almost overwhelmed by the cxcess of her
emotions. Words such as these from the lips of a woman
like Madame de Stael, who was histened to with attention
by the most distinguished men in France, and flattered
alike by statesmen, satans, and artists, mtoxicated her mind.
Her heart, ever disposed towards enthusiasm, quickly re-
called the prophecy which had been uttered in her child-
hood by the old negress of Martimmique A thrll of plea-
sure ran through her veins; her fancy revelled mn the en-
Joyment of those intoxicating thoughts of greatness which
the words of her friend had suggested to her mind. Madame
de Stael rejoiced at the effect which she perceived her elo-
quence had produced, and eontinued after a moment’s
pause—

“But let us descend from the ethereal regions of fancy
into the sober realities of life. Your happiness lies very
near my heart, and the first question which suggested itself
to my V;’];xmd’ wlrf%n st.:&;s;‘ thoughts were presenteddlto me,
was, ¢ at will Jo ine gainm personall such an ex-
altation? And sorrowful indeed, my frigng,y were the re-
flections whach the question awakered 1 my mmd; for a
very brief train of thought sufficed to shew me, that the
change must be one full of unspeakable misery to you.
Even those very dispositions in you which are so noble, so
amiable, which render you so worthy of a crown, must
prove to you in that case a spring of endless misery. How
you tremble even mow when you receive a letter from
Bonaparte! How unhappy you are during his absence!
You would die of anxiety to see hum once more, were not
your spirits buoyed up with the hope of clasping him ere
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long to your breast, covered with laurels and with fame.
Do you not daily mourn over this arduous profession of
war, which must so fill your husband’s thoughts as to pre-
vent their resting each hour upon his Josephine® Are you
not already jealous of his love for fame® What then will
become of you when he feels a crown upon his head? How
few will be the thoughts which he can dedicate to you,
when 1t becomes his duty to devote himself incessantly to
supply the wants, and to attend to the wishes and the
grievances, of thirty millions of Frenchmen! All this,
even m the most peaceful times, would mar your domestic
happmmess. The undisturbed possgssion, the daily affairs
of a tranquil state, would engage each hour of your hus-
band’s time, and leave you solitary and desolate. But can
Bonaparte hope for undisturbed possession of the throne
of France? Would not the Jacobins arm themselves
against him”® ‘Would he not have to pay for the pleasures
of his absolute dommion, and you for the rich ornament
of the queenly ciown, by the blood of mnumerable victims
shed upon the scaffold? Would not all the monarchs of
Europe perseveringly oppose his rule? What a life of
conflict against the whole world, of continual anxiety fox
the Life of one so justly dear to you'”

Josephine, deeply moved, seized the hand of the poetess.

“You are right'” she passionately exclaimed; I should
indeed be unutterably miserable ™

«Ah!”exclaimed Madame de Stael,”you are evennowready
to own that I have yjudged you rightly; and yet my picture
is still mcomplete. Such an unheard-of vicissitude of for-
tune cannot fail to work some change i the human mnd.
‘What assurance can you have that, engrossed by the cares
and pleasures of sovereignty, Bonaparte may not cease to
love you: at least with the same entire devotion he does
now? One thing above all others will weigh grievously in
the scale against you: you have no children. A dynasty
calls for direct heirs. Will it not be the first duty of the
monarch to guard the nation from the perils and perplexi-
ties which the death of a childless sovereign ever entails
upon it? Would not your husband feel it right to sacrifice
the feelings of his heart to the interests of the state? Might
not his ambition even tempt him to seek a second spouse
of royal blood ?”

Josephine now sprang indignantly from her seat—
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“Enough!” she exclaimed: “you pamt so vividly that
you make the very blood freeze in my veins Thank heaven!
your apprehensions are founded on nothing moze than idle
fancies. But wherefore should yjou dream of things that
can never come to pass” 1 repeat to you once more,
Bonaparte has no such thoughts as you suppose. As far
as I am eoncerned, I call heaven to witness, rather would
I be the wife of a private soldier than beconie the Queen ot
France at such a pice! Oh, you have termfied me! 1
shall dream of nothing to-mght but the tears which I
should weep were it possible for your dream ever to be
vealised.”

“J knew that I judged you nghtly,” rejomed Madame de
Stael, “but do not forget my words, for you may rest
assured that I have judged your husband as coirectly as
yourself. If you let him pursue his present course, my
dream will meet with 1ts accomplishment ”

“What can I do to hmder him * asked Josephine,
anxiously.

«Alas!” my friend,” replied Madame de Stacl, shrugging
her shoulders, ‘1t 1s, unhappily, out of my power to tell
you ‘What 1s there which may not now 1n ¥rgnce be pro-
nounced to be high treason® Who can venture here to
express their opimons, especially (she added with a smile)
in the presence of ladies, who may be said, so to speak, to
hold the executive power 1 their hands® Who will stand
security to me that to-morrow the right of the ambassador
may not cease to be respected, and I dealt with as a French-
woman who was acting the part of a traitor to the glornous
Republie?”

“Bah!” said Madame Tallien; “we are, heaven be
praised! so far advanced, at all events, that 1t 18 permitted
to us women, at least, to chatter as much as we choose.
Yesterday they were going at first to put up three fish-
women who were drunk, and who screamed Ve le Rui!”
but the guard allowed them to make their escape, and
everybody laughed at them "

“Well, then, smce the fishwomen are allowed to take
such lhiberties as that,” rephed Madame de Stael, not with-
out casting a malicious glance at Madame Tallien, “I sup-
pose 1 may venture to say what I would do were I mn
Bonaparte’s place. In the first place, I should order the
whole army to cut off their queues and give up wearing
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hair-powder In the second place, I would take Venice,
and have myself elected Doge without delay; perhaps also
Duke of Milan And, mn the third place, if I happened on
my return to find the legitimate King of France on his
way to Paris, I would throw no obstacles 1n his way. These
would be three good things, which, I doubt not, wounld be
far from displeasing to the Comte de Lisle. And should
Madame Bonaparte be disposed to remain in Pans, I know
not who 1n the whole world could prevent the Marshal
Bonaparte from becomimng Duke—Mimister of War—a
second Condé, if he chose 1t.”

The ladies prescnt, with the exception of Josephine,
seemed but little surprised at this speech They only
looked straight before them, without daring to cast a glance
on Madame Bonaparte, and observed the most profound
silence She, however, directed towards them many an
inquiring look, and felt fully persuaded in her own mind,
that, if the husbands of these ladies had not been already
in treaty with the exiled family, Madame de Stael would
never have spoken thus boldly. At the first moment, she
only saw in the proposition one of those wild, clumerical
plans whieh the émigrés were 1ncessantly labouring to ac-
complish; but the next, she began to believe in its feasi-
bility, and, before five minutes had elapsed, had resolved
to write to Bonaparte on the subjeet without delay. Just
as she had come to this comeclusion, a servant entered with
the ‘anmouncement thet Colonel Murat was in the ante-
chamber, and requested permission to present himself to
the assembled ladies. The permission was readily granted,
and a young and handsome officer, dressed m a style of the
most studied elegance, entered the apartment. No sooner,
however, diid he make his appearance than he was sur-
reunded by the fair reformers, who, without giving him
time for parley or objections, cut off the deemed queue,
brushed away the hair-powder which comcealed his jet black
glossy hair, and worked away for a quarter of an hour so
indefatigably, that at the end of that time the crisp, canly
locks of the gallant colomel came to light 1n all thesr native
brilliancy The poor man in the mean time had been
hardly allowed to recover his breath sufficiently to protest
against this attaek upon his queue, whilst Madame de Stael
stood by, enjoying with imperturbable gravity the geod
suecess of her tactics.
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“ Murat,” said Madame Bonaparte at length to her hus-
band’s adjutant, *I command you, under pamn of my high
displeasure, to proceed to head-quarters, and present your-
self before your commander under your present aspeet;
at the same time presenting to him letters which T will
delwver to your care to-morrow evening *

The following day Murat set out for Italy, charged with
Josephine’s commussion to her husband According to
her command, he appeared 1n the presence of Bonaparte
with unpowdered hair, and presented to him the following
letter from Josephine —

TO THE CITIZEN-GENERAL BONAPARTE

On that very day on which a festival is here celebrated in younr
honour, and in that of vour victorious army, do I, citizen-general, feel
myself compelled openly to express to you the disturbance of mind
which your public career has lately caused me I have hitherto bowed
submissively before your cold logic  You did once promise me to
listen to the dictater of my sgenuitive heart TInstead of thir, you
have only tyrannised over it, with sorrow I must confess 1t 1 have
no longer any will of my own, even my verv thoughts are 1n subjec-
tion to you I have hitherto borne all patiently. Your fame, your
heroic deeds, dazzled me, I looked upon your every action with won-
dering admiration, and obeyed your slightest nod I even reconciled
myself to being obliged to live far from your side, I submitted to the

inful necessity of parting from you three days after our marriage;

r three days—three brief days, and they, too, partly engrossed by
the cares of business—were all you could devote to your bride;
whilst, even for that short time, I felt that I possessed only half your
heart the other half was with the army The remainder of the year,
has not your whole tenderness been ded on cannons and on
muskets? And yet I have borne it 1 have never murmured
against my fate, although I well knew that sixty thousand armed
bullies ever shared with me the affections of your heart But new,
Bonaparte~~now, I own, my spirit rebels against you! Wherefore,
my friend, oh! wherefore have you become a friend to etiquette ?
‘Wherefore will you no longer suffer your generals to address you with
that simple thou which you would fain even from your do-
mesh;‘{:ei&rtg:ﬁ Romans and Greeka,d the ancient mittionl of whonl;
we I n pture, Ottomans, and Chinese—all in their speec
made no difference between man and man §t seems to me treason
asgainst the enlightenment of the age to abandon once more this
gsimple form of speech, which we had r nedunﬁduthest::gsh
for freedom—that struggle which such torrewts of bl ‘o
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flow You consider this matter m the light of a meie ummmpo:

tant concession to the customs of the old world, you are desirous
of 1egaining the sympathy of the prvileged classes, 1t wounds yom
pride to be addicsscd by men of humble rink as a brother, as 1
father Look wcll to 1t that vou are not sacrificing too much toyom
self-wall Y or my part, I will opcnly confess to you, that I could
not love vou 80 much as hcretofor(, were I no longer to call you
thou 1f thc Bourbons havc lost for ever their people & love—if pa-
ternal powel has departed fiom the sovere gns of kuropc—who knows
what share thc abandonment of this ancient custom may have had
mn the change ?  Bce called, of yvou will hike the sultan him<elf Lord
of the¢ Sun Moon and Stais only be not called elZe 1o vour ear
thou sounds foolish, to mine confiding But are you already 1nca

pable of fcehng a confidiny trustfulness ? Oh! if I thought 1t were
50, thun would my heairt mdced mourn for you, for your star would
be darkened, the glory would be departed fiom you Often have
I told you, Bonaparte pride contemmpt of human nature, these aic
the mortal discases to which you will ful & prey  Oh! wast not my
forehodings to the winds I fecl that 1 those things the heart 18 a
truct and surcr guade than the undcrstanding lhe victories you
have gan d 1 ltaly possess no v ddue m my oyes, if they are not to
purchase for mc the happincss of finding myvself once more by vour
side Yow plans appear to me to be too widely extended, too
pertlous Wiulst I admne you vet my heart condemns you, be

causc your will 18 so unbending, 50 hke iron  1he most legitimate,
harmless, rcason wble proposals ind 1n you a bitter opponent 1if they
do not happer to enic1 mto your plans I should love you, were 1t
possible, yct more ardently than I do 1f you weie not at all times
80 entiicly gmded by the cold laws of 1cascn You are only twenty-
ught yeals of age, not yct so old th t the heart of a loving woman
might not expcct you now and then to be ready to commat a hittle
folly tor her sahe Now I am about to requirc you to be guilty of o
very great one All the world says that things cannot long go oun
as they are now 1n France, and thit the choice will ie between you
ind the Bourbons If tlus be tru¢, then would I rather pay my
bhomage {o the Bourbons than ascend the throne with you If you
will not prevent the Bourbons fiom entcring once morc mto posses

sion of their ancient r_hts, they will leave you fiee to becomc
Duk¢ of Venice, or Milap, if you will If all this be eally true
which 15 told me by these ladies (whose society 18 a daily martyrdom
and ennus to me); then I cannot sce what should hindcr you from
malking your Josephine a Duchess of Milan Duke of Milan jou
might be without injustice, but not King of France If the wishes of
jour Josephine can weigh aught with you, then strive after a posees-
s10n wlncg you will not be called upon to defend against half the
world Would that my wall mught be of some wught with you! It
18 saxd that you are axming at the crown of France May God pre

gerve you from ever placing upon your head so unjust a possession,
and me from the nfshould feel when I saw it encircling your
brows! Gladly will I be a gueen, but only of your heart! And m
order to g'n%ou a proof of my royal favouy, I herewith send you
one of your officers, whose hair has been dresaed according to the
fashion mm which I should henceforth wish yours to be arranged
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when you enter my queenly presence And now, farcwell! Free me
quickly from my Parisian prison, and send me at the carliest oppor-
tunity the Iron Crown.

JuserHINE

« Colonel,” said Bonaparte, when he had hastily perused
this letter, ‘“you will please to consider yourself as under
arrest when you leave this room T will have no petticoat
government m my army I will reprimand Josephine
severely for the impropnety she has been guilty of.”

« General,” said Murat in a tone of vexation, * put me
under arrest as much as you please, but spare your wife.
$She said it would break her heart if you weie to send her
a refusal "

«T will not send her any answer at all,” saixd Bonaparte

The same evening he despatched a courier to Jusephine,
with the following verbal message .—

General Bonaparte will comply with the wishes of his wife, and
invites her to join him 1n Italy without delay, but desires that she
;nay not bring with her either Madame de Stael or any of her other

riends
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BOOK 1IV.

JOSEPHINE IN ITALY.
FORTUNE.

THERE is nothing more inaccessible to the influence of
reason than the heart of a woman, when once the passion
of jealousy has been awakened in her soul, and she fears
to lose an object in which her whole affections have been
centred. Josephine, urged forward by the cunningly-
devised suggestions of Madame de Stael, hastened to
Italy It almost seemed as though she feared the victo-
rious advance of the French arms News from the army,
which she had been wont so eagerly to welcome, now only
seemed to disturb her mind, or was received with cold
indifferenge. She thought only of the heart of the victor,
which was dearer to her than all the crowns he could
bestow. She found Bonaparte in a cold and morose tone
of mind He bad prepared a brilhant ceremony for the
occasion of her armval i Milan, which at the moment was
an attention that was far from pleasing to her, much as
she generally delighted in splendour, luxury, and show.
The general embraced his wife in the presemce of his
whole staff, and then, with an air of stiff formality, led her
into the interior of the palace. The general officers fol-
lowed with uncovered heads, and not very far behind, a
chattering retinue of waiting-women, laden with a thou-
sand bandboxes and an endless train of equally useless
articles. The ceremonial of the entry of Josephine bore
a mingled impress of old French etiquette and republicag
sans-fagon. ere was a wild, chaotic pell-mell of noisy
cries, united with an affectation of Spanish grandeur and

’
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ceremony. It seemed like a first attempt at train-bearing
amongst the new courtiers, accompanied by a scene of
boisterous uproar, to which the cold, grave dignity of the
hero of the dry offered a strange contrast It was no easy
task for poor Josephine, 1n the midst of all this heartless
splendour, to control her overpowering emotions, and
await the moment when, alone with Bonaparte, she might
yield to the natural impulse of her tender heart, and sound
that of her loved though somewhat anstere spouse. It was
not till a late hour of the evening that this longed-for mo-
ment arrived, when, i the still retirement of the nuptial
chamber, the long-parted pair first found themselves alone.
The first feeling on both sides, when thus separated from
the turmoil of the external world, was one of embarrass-
ment. Both had something upon their minds, and neither
seemed to have courage first to break the 1ce. Each loved
the other too well not to feel a great hesitation 1 uttering
a word of reproach. Napoleon, however, did not, as was
his wont, draw Josephine to his side, and begin to chat
with her 1n a tone of confidential affection instead of this,
he approached the fireplace, although no fire burned on
the hearth, and, leaning his arm upon the mantel-piece,
seemed patiently to wait for Josephine to begin the con-
versation. She, however, vexed by her husband’s appa-
rent coldness, seated herself before her looking-glass m
gullen silence, and, turning her head in a direction oppo-
site to that in which he stood, began to lay aside her
ornaments. But her heart could not long endure this
state of pamnful constramt: she rose hesitatingly from her
seat, and gently gliding to Napoleon’s side, she laid her
hand timidly on his folded arms, and said, with a be-
seeching look and a tremulous voice—

« Napoleon, are you angry with me?”

Bonaparte did not answer directly, but continued to look
straight before him- his aspect was grave, and almost
stern At length he replied, 1n his usual hasty and almost
abrupt tone—

“And have you not given me cause to be so®” Have
you not committed more follies in Parms than you have
lived there days? Have you mnot written me letters which
were full of absolute nonsense? Have you not carried on
a confidential inmtercourse with my enemies? Have you
not, I might almost say, intrigued against me?”
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Josephine, terrified at this unwonted outbreak of dis-
pleasure on the part of her husband, burst into tears, and
could not utter a word

Bonaparte continued :—* I must speak my mind plainly,
Josephine You have shown a want of common sense,
and suffered yourself to be made the instrument of pitiful
intrigues People have abused your ‘enderness of heart,
which 1s apt to degenerate into a false susceptibihity they
seek to lay traps for me through you Barras and his
colleagues have betrayed the Republic They allow them-
selves to be led by women and by intriguers. This De
Stael is always at the bottom of some plot or other ”

“Why did you leave me behind in Paris®” rephed
Josephine. “I do not understand all these matters all
that I know is, that your position is one of great peril
They begin to mistrust you, and would rather deliver up
the kingdom to the Bourbons than let it fall into your
hands. Men are everywhere saying that you aim at
the highest power in the state, and I own that appearances
favour the supposition. I know that you are the only one
amongst all these men who 1s worthy to bear the rule.
But then I tremble for both your fate and my own Will
you not cease to love me when you have attained the
summt of your wishes? All these successes, for which
you have so earnestly striven, have they not kept you at
a distance from me® Have I not cause to be a lhittle jea-
lous of your fame, when I see that 1t 1s dearer to your heart
than I? You hold our fate in your own hands; you
are in a position to treat on vantage-ground. You can
secure for yourself a splendid lot, which your enemies will
not seek to dispute with you. *They wish to be free from
you at any price Is it not better to comply with their
wishes, 1n consideration of large concessions on their part,
rather than to live in a state of warfare with the whole
world®? What can you do alone agamnst a world which
hates ,you? Those whom you have conquered detest
you; France 1s suspicious of you. If you do not now
seize this propitious moment, the fate of Coriolanus or of
Belisarius may be yours. Oh! what would become of’
me were you to be subdued before your enemies? I
could not survive your fall! Oh, Napoleon! it is becatx;’
I love you so well that I long to see you renounce
inordinate ambition. You would win more glory by re-
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jecting a crown which lies within your grasp than by
stretching out your hand to seize it.”

“You are a child!” rephed Bonaparte *“ You see not
the trap which they are seeking to lay for me You speak
of a crown; but France 1s not jet ripe for monarchy I
will maintain the Republic  What would become of
France were I to forsake 1t Thimk you that this duke-
dom in Milan, or in Venice, offered to me by people who
do not possess n single stone in ltaly, would be very
secure to me, if cival war were agan to break out mm France?
I should, very probably, fiud nothing to object against the
restoration of the Bourbons, were there a single man
amongst them who knew how to reign DBut thus is im-
possible. They would bring back everythmmg to 1t« former
state, and foreign powers would make them an mnstrument
of their intrigues I should myself be the first victim of
my disgraceful treachery Shall all the blood which has
been shed have flowed in vain, and France have gained
nothing by all her sufferings? Believe me, Josephine, your
mind 1s not sufficiently powerful to grasp the complicated
web of political affairs. These Bourbons, who would stoop
to beg from me a crown, -would be yet worse tyrants than
their predecessors I must fiee France from them for ever.
They have appealed to the whole world for help agamst
thewr native land. Such good-for-nothing selfishness as
this must not be allowed to rule I am ambitious Yes,
because I know my own worth I would never keep France
in check by the arms of strangers. I strive after power
because I see that those who have hitherto possessed it
have sold France to her enemies. Whatever may be my
fate, I will do my duty. Po you wish to unman me by
thy tears? What is become of all your exalted thoughts and
lofty feehngs® What is this happiness after which you
are striving® My heart was never formed to enjoy a soli-
tary idyll in a shepherd’s cot And you, too, Josephine,
you know but little of your own heart, if you deem that
you would be less wearied than myself of enacting such a
part. Who is to govern the world, if those whose powers
fit them for the task shrink back in indolence, and take
refuge in the peaceful retirement of domestic life? No,
m! that would be contrary to our agreement. I have now

d you what I will do—what I must do. It remains for
you to accommodate yourself to the unavoidable. If Fate
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should throw a crown at my feet, it will, I doubt not, befit
your brows ” .

This explanation was by no means fitted to tranquillize
the mind of Josephine. Although she had rnothing to
reply to what Bonaparte said, yet she could not but feel
many an anxious foreboding with regard to the irrevocable
determunation he had come to Her Leart told her that a
erown would bring no happiness to her. She resigned
herself, however, to her lot

“ Whatever may be your path, Bonaparte,” she replied,
“never will I throw any difficulties in your way. Only
promise me one thing: let me be your companion for the
future, wherever that path may lead you Whilst I am by
your side my troubles seem lhight; but when I am far from
you I know not how to bear up under the burden of

i and care which four career lays upon my spirit.
Something within tells me that I am your good genius.
Your nature is too hard; you stand in need of me to soften
your sprrit and awaken your heart to gentler emotions.”

Bonaparte coutinued for some time longer to explain to
his wife the real position of affairs, and to develope to her
his future plans; but his mind took too high a flight for
that of Josephine, she felt herself incapable of following
its lofty aspirations Whilst the reconciled pair thus sat
together, confidentially chatting over past occurrences and
future hopes, a companion had silently joined Josephine,
unobserved by Napoleon, and seemed as though 1t were
listening attentively to every word which Bonaparte uttered.
This was Fortuné, Josephine’s lapdog: a little English
sfa.niel, which had sprung into her lap, and there esta-
blished itself most comfortably. When 'Bonaparte be-
snn to speak more earnestly and gesticulate with some

egree of vehemence, Fortune now and/ then assumed a
threatening posture, as if he would defend his mistress,
and barked loudly at Benaparte The little animal, alto-
gether, did not seem to have any special leaning towards
the conqueror of Italy. He cast upon him many a jealous
and angry glance, snarled whenéver he gpproached him,
sauffed at hie boots with suspicious dissatisfaction, and
oould only be pacificd a gentle stroke from the soft
band of Josephme At first all these demonstrations
oaped the notice of Bonaparte; but when he perceived th
Jeaophine was no longer bestowing upon Awnm her undi-
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vided attention, he observed with evident annoyance the
ill-bred behaviour of hus little enemy, and, suddenly break-
ing off the converaation, said abruptly—

“Ah, my nival! T had almost forgotten him ”

“The poor httle creature sees that you do not trouble
yourself about lum. He jumped on you when I fist ar
rived, as though he would greet you, but you did not
deign to bestow on hum a single glance He 1s quite mor-
tified and offended by your neglect You must make 1t up
with ham.”

Bonaparte was on the point of making an irritated re-
Ply, but he remembered the weakness of his wife with re-
gard to this spoiled pet, and checked lumself m time.
Feigning comphiance with the wishes of Joseplune, he ap-
proached the dog, and, patting 1t on the head, said—truly
not, however, in the gentlest tone of voice—

“Come, Fortuné! give me your paw, and let ms be
friends.”

But Fortuné's friendship was not to be so easily pur-
chased Scarcely had Bonaparte’s hand touched him than
be started up angrily from his mistress’s lap, and the con-
queror of Italy was obliged to retreat from his anger. Bo-

contented hunself with saying—

“The beast is ¥ery mahcions.”

“You are quite mistaken,” said Josephime; ‘“he is the
gentlest creature possible; but in one respect he resembles
a man of generous nature. he 18 thankful for the smallest
kindness, but he despises caresses which are not sincere.”

“So I must woo patiently, I suppose, for as favour, be-
fore he will believe 1n my sincerity.”

“Yes, certainly; but them you will wonder when you see
how grateful he ean be.”

“You know, my dear ohild, that the dog is no favourite
of mune.”

*«Then, 1if 80, it is impossible for you to love men as
much as you should love them,” said Josephine with a Flgy.
fal smile, which somewhat mtigated the seventy of her
observation. .

“You are a foal'” replied Bonaparte: ¢ this is always
the way with your eccentric brain. You said, just now,
that my stubborn being needed to be softened by your gen-
tler mature. This may be all very true; but with still
greater truth may I assert, that your sentimentality needs
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the support of a strong understanding to act as its prop
and stay. Your heart is divided between me and a thou
sand trifles. This dog, for instance, seems to me to pos-
sess no small portion of your love.”

«“ And well does he deserve it,” rephied Josephine, in a
somewhat petulant tone; ‘for what can be more unselfish
than Fortuné's devotion to me? He doesn’t care either to
eat or drink when he can hie 1n my lap; he gets sick when
he 1s away from me I am fully convinced that he would
dic were he to be parted from me It is wortk something
to be loved thus—even by a dog ™

Bonaparte made no reply, but bit his lips, crossed his,
hands behind his back, and began to pace backwards and
forwards through the room Josephine, who was con-
scious that she had spoken inconsiderately, now tried to
assume & playful tone, ard continued—-

“ Yes, my dear husband, this dog may well serve as an
example to those husbands who love a certain goddess Bel-
lona better than their wives; who can only spare three
days to their brides, and devote months and years to the
rude art of war What would you have? This little
creature has been my only consolation during your ab-
sence He was a much more acceptable companion to me
than those cringing sycophants who thronged around me
in order to win your favour through me And your indif-
ference for the most faithful, loving, and attractive animal
in the whole brute creation, 18 a great defect in your cha-
racter, which I should like to correct.”

“ And suppose I were to require you, instead, to re-
nounce this foolish passion for lapdogs ®” said Bonaparte

«T would for once resist your will,” said Josephine, “and
truly, not without a good reason; for when God has en-
dowed a man with such distinguished genius and power
as he has bestowed on you, one cannot desire better for
him than that his heart should be as tender as lus under-
standing is keen, 80 that he may be capable of appreciating
the good qualities of an animal which in 80 many points
resembles man, inasmuch as, hke man, he seems possessed
of heart and understanding. Oh, my dear friend, when a
man holds the destinies of so many of his fellow-creatures
in his hand, as you do at this moment, haw important is
it that he should have a kindly heart, and not be indifferent
to their sorrows or their joys !”
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Bonaparte, who seemed to feel the truth of Ins wife’s
words, and was perhaps a little ashamed at his own need-
less severity, began playfully to stroke her little favourite,
offerted him biscuits, and called him by divers pet names.
Josephine, dehghbed at this rapprochement, did all m he:
power to reconcile the two enemies. By degrees, peace
was 1 some measure established between them. Fortune
became more friendly, but at the same time seemed every
now and then to shrink instinctively from the deceptive
caresses of Bonaparte, who, in his turm, was obliged to
muster all his good-humour, m order not to be tempted to
free himself by a kick from his troublesome and dangerous
rival. Fortuné, after he had passed a few moments near
Bonaparte, would always slink back fearfully, and erouch
at the feet of Josephune

“Behold 1” she exclaimed, “he fears you! Do you not
think, Bonaparte, that 1t would be a good school for those
who desire to win the affections of their fellow-creatures, if
they were to seek to gan that of a mistrustful and stubborn
dog? What mstructive lessons might they not learn from
it!' Look you, my love, this 15 my state-policy kindness
This it 13 which will attach both dog and man a sincerc,
undissembled good-will towards them Am not I i1n the
right>”

& Yes, if only there were no such things as unthankful
dogs,” said Napoleon

“T deny that there are any such beings m existence
Even men, who are less disposed to gratitude than dogs,
may be made thankful, if only we do not grow weary ot
showing them kindness.”

¢ And 1n the mean time, one may ruin one’s self.”

*“That may possibly be the case, now and then; but
even so, better to die unthanked than thankless.”

“ That 18 a matter of taste,” replied Bonaparte, shruggmg
his shoulders. *For my part, I feel no analogy between
my character and that of the dog. The feeling of thank-
fulness which belongs to 1t I know nothing about; but
I do know that feeling wh;ch 18 the peculiar property of the
lion: that of m 1

. %ou would then place yourself above men m general *’

¢ Yes.”

‘“ But are you not in danger of losing by this means the
standard of what is purely human *”
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“Let us quit this subject: it s one on which we ¢an
never hope to come to an understanding.”

The conversation thus terminated, they prepared, in to-
lerably good humour, to retire to rest. Fortunc had already,
however, established himself on the bed, and, on seemng
the great man approach, flew at him in a rage and bit his
hand. Bonaparte angrily seized the animal, and flung it
to the ground Most probably it was hurt m the fall; for,
howling most pitifully, it sought refuge near Josephine,
who, angry with Bonaparte for his ill-treatment of her pet.
overwhelmed it with caresses and expressions of compas-
siom. KFortuné only continued his elegy so much the more
lustily. Without even saving *“Good mght,” Bonaparte
buried his head i his pillow, and Josephmme eried herself
to sleep

The first discordant chord had been struck mn the general’s
married Ihfe. Josephine thought anxiously of the future.
Bonaparte understood not that the sorrow which over-
whelmed this sensitive spirit was not so much caused by
Fortuné's misfortune as by painful forebodings concerning
the heart of him whom she so tenderly loved

THE DREAM.

JosePHIRE at length fell asleep, bt it was with = heavy
heart The sorrowful images and painful assoeiation of
ideas whieh had occupied her mind, ere sleep had closed
her eyes, still presented themselves before heg in her
dreams Im order fully to comprehend the excitememt
which a few random words had produced im her mind, it
is necessary to remember thmt Bonaparte was now only
twenty-cighs years of age, whilst Josephine had already a
grown-up danghter, whese blooming cherms were already

i to echipse those of her mother. It was this dis-
parity of age between Josephine and her husband which
was in a great degree the eause of her after misery. The
calculating self-will of Napoleon annoyed her doubly, be-
caase she fancied to herself that, were she still in the prime
of youthful beauty, he would not thus resist her will. This
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rendered her at times stilkymore capricious, and disturbed
their domestic peace. The disparity of age, which at first
was comparatively umimportant, made 1tself increasingly
felt as Josephine advanced 1n years, whilst Bonaparte was
yet m the pnme of youthful vigour. The consciousness
of this unsmtabihty it was which haunted Josephine like an
evil genius, marred her happiness, and cast a gloom across
her fancy. She wought to compensate for her fading
charms by external <plendour, and affected a coquetry
which was not natural to her. This did not escape Bona-
parte’s obserant cye It annoyed him, without at the
same time producing any particular disturbance in his
usually imperturbable mind. The heart of a woman was
to him a matter of far too secondary importance for him to
waste on 1t any unnecessary thoughts Indeed, the younger
and more hight-minded amongst his companions in arms
harboured some suspicioms that s absence from Jose-
phine was a part of his victorious career which was not
unwelcome to him But this malicious msinuation was
entirely refuted by his after conduct; and nothing more
plainly proved that Bonaparte loved Josephine with a ten-
derness which he felt for no other human being in the
world, than that very separation from her. He always
showed the greatest anxiety to alleviate her distress at
parting from hun; and 1f his attempts at comfort did not
prove very successful, the fault was not in his want of will,
but 1n the unconquerable coldmness of his nature, whose
whole eleetncity was concentrated on the one point—that
of attaining to the summit of earthly power and fame. It
was, therefore, by no means with an indifferent or careless
eye that he observed the restlessmess and apparent dis-
torbance of mind of Josephine. Whilst she slept he
watched her antiously. She seemed agitated by feverish
dreams, such as might have been expected to emsue from
the state of nervous excitement which the events of the
::s;hday had produced in her minl;l. Eh%tm md ‘g:o?éh Jo-

ime had expressed occupied her hus '8 ts;
he felt only too deeply the truth of many of her observa
tions. Her deliricus dream recalled to kis mimd the pro-
phetic inepirations of the Pythoness of olden times; and,
though in general of a sober and unimaginative maind, yet
he was by no means inaccessible to that superstition whrch.
has been shared by many of the greatest and most power-
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ful minds, and which has ever been wont to exercise the
greatest influence on those who feel that, whilst holding in
their hands the fate of millions, they are powerless as
‘econcerns their own When Bonaparte saw his wife’s coun-
tenance become gradually clouded, and bitter tears coursing
each otl.er down her cheeks, his first 1mpulse was to wake
her, but he was prevented from doing so by a very childish
reason. He remembered having heard in his youth, that,
if one lays his hand upon the breast of a sleeper, the
latter 1s compelled to prophesy the fate of the bold prier
into the secrets of the future. He could not resist making
the attempt to lift the foibidden veil which mercifully con-
ceals our future lot from our sight. No sooner did the
dreaming Josephine feel the touch of his well-known hand
than she seized 1t and clasped it, tightly within her own
She did not, however, awake; but 1t seemed as if a fresh
set of images presented themselves to her fancy. A night-
lamp which cast its rays upon her countenance permitted
Bonaparte to watch every variation of expression which
passed across 1t It seemed to him as though she were
about to pronounce his fate. Oh! there was one ques-
tion which he would have given worlds to hear answered'
Should the fairest crown of Europe, that of France—*la
belle France—ever rest upon his brow? Oh' how his
heart beat at that thought! How every lesser considera-
tion, how all human feelings, vanished before it! What
was even this woman, whom he i reality loved, in com-
parison with the possession of a power by means of which
he might subdue the world to his sway® He felt that he
could sacrifice even her, without a pang! What would it
import to break a single human heart, if by so doing he
could more surely win the dominion over millions? How
many hearts should he not then be able to comfor} and to
rejoice! how many corrupt ones render powerless to do
evil! how many virtues might he reward! how many vices
ﬁunish and extirpate! Not for the value of his life would
e have awakened his wife from her restless dream! She
at first smiled as if a friendly vision passed before her.
Her countenance brightened, her cheeks glowed, her lips
moved gently, and, although her eyes were closed, yet her
glny:‘i:)gnomy expressed an emotion of joyous pride. Then
ed the expression of listening, and what she heard
seemed to fill her heart with joy. But her bliss was of
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brief duration Suddenly a change seemed to come over
the spirit of her dream. Gloom overshadowed her coun-
tenance, and sobs burst from her heaving breast; a sigh
so deep escaped her hps, that 1t seemed as though she
were breathing out her very soul Then followed a few
moments of tranqul sleep, but it was not long before a
new vision seemed to engage her attention Terror and
dismay were depicted in her countenance, she started
wildly from her pillow, and castmmg from her Bonaparte’s
hand, which had t1ll now been clasped within her own, she
uttered a loud and agomzing shrick

Fortune bounded forward, barking furiously, and Bona-
parte, who was seeking to support and re-nssme his wife,
was so severely bitten by the little animal that he was
obliged to desist

The waiting-woman, who had heard Joscphine’s ery for
help, rushed immto the room, and a scene of confusion en-
sued, during which Bonaparte found 1t no easy task to
persuade Josephine that she had only been frightened by
a dream. Comical as was the conclusion of the scene, it
was long before she could recover from her agitation. At
length, after some hesitation, iIn answer to her husband’s
anxious 1nquiries, she related to him, as follows, the sub-
ject of her dream:—

‘At first, I dreamt of Fortuné. We had quarrelled; you
were upbraiding me most bitterly I wept, then you were
still more enraged, and sought to plunge a dagger into
my bosom, but Fortuné defended me and received in my
place the death-blow. Then suddenly I found myself re-
conciled with you, and in your company, following through
paradise the steps of a seraph, who with a sword of sun-
beams was drniving forth the evil spinits who thronged
around. We climbed a sunny height, on whose summit
stood a golden temple. The angel led us within the sane-
tuarys we knelt upon the steps of the altar; and the seraph
placed crowns upon our heads. The temple disappeared,;
joyful acclamations burst from a thousand lips. We were
mm the midst of Paris; the people thronged around us;
they kissed our hands, our feet, the very hem of our gar-
ments. A splendid cavalcade approached and greeted us
with reverence. I saw your friends, Berthier and Murat, in
brilhant costumes; the latter with a crown upon his head;
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but he dismounted and bent his knee before us. I was
intoxicated with delight, but you were gloomy and silent
Scarcely did you vouchsafe to your friends a single glance,
but spoke to them 1n the accents of command. And now
there once more gathered thuick around us those evil spirits
whom the scraph had before driven away, and, in place of
the smiling face of the seraph, the hated countenance of
Fouché seemned to grin upon me as 1f m mockery The evil
spirits began to attack and to persecute you, your friends
forsook you. Suddenly a thick darkness came on, a fear-
ful storm arose, and swept away the splendid pageantry.
‘We were parted, and 1n the darkness I could not find you
again. I ran weeping through the streets 1n my queenly
mantle, with the crown upon my head, and the people
me. They called me a fool, and threw mud and
stortes &t me. I ran to the Tuileries to seek you, but the
sentinels repelled me with theiwr bayonets 1 called your
name aloud, and 'at last you appeared before me on a bal-
cony, with a young and handsome woman leaning on your
arm. She wore on her head a triple crown, but' you were
uncrowned. When you observed me you turned pale with
rage, and cried, “Take away that madwoman!” and the
goldiers seized me and cast me into a dungeon Here
it seemed to me as if I were dying. all around me was
dark, I neither heard nor saw anything, I felt as if a cen-
tury had passed over my head. At last a funeral chant fell
upon my ear. I looked, and saw you living, yet borne upon
& bier, and that beautiful woman by your side. They car-
ried you te the burial vaults of St. Cloud. The people
mourned; many blessed, and rany cursed you. Cossacks
galloped about the streets, and I went weeping through the
g&t city. Ah! wjmst a sight presented 1itself to my view!
ousands of men sank dying to the ground; all the peo-
ple were covered with rags; every one cried for bread, but
a number of mrmed men paraded the streets, and struck to
the ground every one who dared to-stir. On the Place de
Gréve ten scaffolds were erected, and there fell hundreds
of heads—of men, women, and children! Over all waved
sn enormous standard with a blood-red crescent and a
borse’s tail. Termfied, I fled through another street to-
words the Boulevards. On my way I encountered a party
of horsemen armed with lances, and on the point of every
lanos there was stuck a severed head. I turmed away in
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horror and hastened towards the Place de la Concorde

Here I found a beggar who woie fragments ot the French
umform I asked him *Where 19 Bonapartc> He an-
swered, ‘There 13 no Bonaparte! I asked him <Who
then bore rule over the ¥rench® He rephed, ¢ There are
no Fienchmen moie I ashed hun, ‘whether the hings
had conquered l1i1ance® He replicd Theie are no kings
any moie' I ashed him, ‘what then theie was yet re

maining”? and he rephed, ‘Nothing but muidercis and the
muidered! I asked him then what «ge 1t was® and he
1eplhied, lhe age ot the woilds dcstiuction' ™My knees
smote together, my reason seemed to toisike me But
quickly another vision floated before my spmit I was
carmed by two men m black gaiments mto a large hall,
which was hung with black cloth A 10und table in
the middle, and several men sat aaound 1t in scarlet robes

I asked tiemblingly upon whom they weic about here to
pronounce judgmient They answered® ‘On the proud’
And soon there entered one 1 a purple mantle and with a
kingly ciown, and they pronounced over him the fatal sen

tence, ¢ Guilty,’ and he was handed over to the armed men,
and they took from him his crown and behcaded him And
then followed many others, diverse were their garbs and
various was then appearance, but all alihe were slaian  But
at last there appeared a man 1n a green uniform wrth white
facing dHe wore upon his head a small cocked b:::m Ibre-
cogmzed you 1 so to cast if on your , but
they held nve ba.ck.ng'.l['lie Judgemgwrononoed over you the
woird ‘Guilty'! they led you away, they kmocked your hat
from off your head, they thiew you to the ground Already
was the sword suspended over your head I eried for help,
and 1n my angush I awoke.

Bonaparte had histened to the relation of this dream in
silence, with his head resting upon his hand Its horrors
had made quite a different impression apon him from what
Josephine had expected He did not seem erther
or alarmed, and the only thought which oecupred him at the
close of the recital was, *“And for all these horrd fances 1
have to thank that spiteful little beast Fortune ” He how-
ever satisfied hamself with saying to Josephane, as he re-
turned to his comeh—

«“Well, thank God, 1t 1s all over now your blood must
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have been heated by the journey; you should take a glass
of cream-of-tartar water. I hope your flattering fancies
will not pay you a second visit.”

Josephine smled, drank the glass of water, and fell asleep.
She did not awaken until the morning was already far ad-
vanced

Two hours before her lever, Bonaparte repaiwred to the
gardens of the palace to take an early walk He there met
Le Gros, his cook, who was amusing himself with a large
English bloodhound Bonaparte looked at the dog with
evident satisfaction, and said to himself, «“ That 1s the man
for me'”

He directly call®éd Le Gros to his side.

“ Your dog 1s well trained?”

*“Yes, general.”

“ He will run down man or beast?”

“ Yes, general that is to say, at the word of command ”

“ Well, then, do you choose to gain twenty louis-d’ors by
his means®”

“ Very gladly would I do so, if I wére not required to do
anything against my honour or my conscience.”

* I have a mortal enemy, who persecutes me, annoys me,
causes disputes between my wife and myself, and may very
likely kill me some of these days ”

“ And why do you not bring him to trial, general? He
ought to be shot.”

* That would mo#¥ do, for he happens to be a favourite of
my wife's.” .

“ So much the*worse; so much the worse,” said Le Gros,
thoughtfully; “ but, gengral, I would advise you to be on
your guard. Your wife is, as it seems to me, a very honour-
able lady Perhaps your suspicions of her may be unjust:
it is the devil's dehight when he can make people jealous.”

“ You are mistaken: this enemy of mine is no lover,”
said Bonaparte, smiling: ‘“he is a snappish little lapdog be-
longing to Madame la Générale, and his name is Fortuné.”

« Ah! that pretty little creature Fortuné!” said Le Gros,
compassionately.
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‘ Are you also, then, in ¢onspiracy with himn against me?’
 Heaven forbid, general! I own that I am fond of the
dog; but my general is dearer to me than any one in the
world
q *“ Were Josephine of the same opinion, the dog need not
1e '

“Die® But would 1t not do to give hum a few kicks when
he 1s troublesome®”

« My wife will not suffer it You caunot tell what an
annoyance that beast1s to me See here how he has bitten
me' What shall T do to get rd of ham*’

“I understand you, general your commands shall be
obeyed.’

“ But, remember you must be as silent as the grave.”

*You need have no fears on that head ”

An hour after this conversation, the little Fortune was
courging merrily upon the grass The wmuting-woman
had taken him out for the benefit of air and evercise. The
large bulldog rose to play with him, whilst Lie Gros stood
by looking on Fortune, yelping, disengaged himself from
this rough bear’s play, and the bulldog was about, as usual,
magnanmumously to retreat, and leave the ficld to his dimi-
nutive opponent

« Call away your dog, Le Gros!” cried the waiting-woman.

“Directly, madame,” he replied, at the same moment
making a sign to the animal The next instant, a faint,
shrill cry was heard' Fortuné had ceased to exist Jose-
phine rushed out, accompanied by Hortense and Eugeéne.
She burst into tears. The little €avourite was wrapped in
a cambric pocket-handkerchief, sprinkled with eau-de-Co-
logne, but all in vain: the dog was dead.
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THE PLOT.

A cuamBrr council was directly summoned to investigate
this terrible mshap according to all the rules of justice
It consisted of the weeping mistress of Fortuné, of Hor-
tense, who appeared to be almest equally distressed, and
of Eugene Beauharnois, who affected much concern on the
occasion, although, at the bottom of his heart, he was de-
lighted beyond measure at the eatastrophe. There were
also present two wating-women of Josephine'’s, who were
all the tume secretly blessing their stars that they were at
last delivered from a plague which had often placed them
in a ndiculous point of view; for they had been compelled
to pay continual attention to every caprice of the spoiled
favourite, and never to allow him out of theiwr sight. The
witnesses were examined, the corpus delict: was 1nvestigated
by an army surgeon, and the whole case duly inquired nto.
As accused, appeared the dog named Le Cogq, the property
of the cook Le Gros: an animal which was 1n general well
known for his perfect good-nature. It was an acknowledged
fact, that L.e Coq had never been known to hurt even a fowl;
that he had often allowed Fortuné to tease and to bite him,
without chastising him for his temernty; that all the chul-
dren were suffered with impunity to pull hum by the ear,
and that even the cats had been seen mounted on his back.
How, notwithstanding all this, I.e Coq should suddenly
have taken 1t into his head to turn 4 bloodthirsty tyrant,
and murder the little Fortuné so relentlessly—this was a
psychological mystery which the regimental surgeon was
called on to explain. He declared Josephine's suggestion,
that Le Ceq had .perhaps suddenly been seized with a fit
of madness, as quite untenable, and pronounced that he
was in full possession of his senses at the time when he
eommitted so heinous an act ;. so that he could not be excul-
pated on the ground of an absentia mentis. This, however,
only increased the probability that he had been instigated
to act the part of #n assassin, and was only an instrumengt
to execute the commands of a higher will. The waiting-
woman, however, took Le Gros under her protection,
defended him against such injurious suspicions, assur
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her mistress that slve had herself heard him call off the dog.
Still 1t was certainly remarkable that Le Coq had been seen
at first sporting good-naturedly*with Fortune; and there
was also the strong presumptive evidence that Le Gros had
often been known to dismiss Fortuné with a kick, when the
little intruder had invaded the kitchen and attempted to
pilfer some savoury tartlet or fricassee, but, on the other
hand, he had been frequently seen to caress and to feed
him, and had only puiushed hun for his misdemeanours.
All inquiries ended, the court, which was composed of
none but lenment and kimnd-hearted judges, pronounced a
sentence of ‘ not guilty” on all the accused parties. Bat,
although Josephine fully signified her assent to this judg-
ment, yet it was with a degree of vexation at bemmg com-
pelled to do so, which made her quickly look about for a
scapegoat on whom she mught vent her displeasure She
was not long at a loss as to whom she should select as a vie-
tim. She had a husband, and was enough of a daughter of
Eve to be quite ready to lay upon him the blame of all the
vexations which other people caused her The conqueror
of Italy was not one whit better off mn this respect than any
other husband in the world, for Josephine, hke a good
Frenchwoman, seemed fully resolved to make him suffer
for every offence of which there was the most distant pos-
sibdity that he might be guity. She accordingly seemed
determined to revenge on him the death of Fortuné; and
began her work by turning the whole house upside down,
and altering all its internal arrangements, although there
was every reason to suppose that they wonld not long con-
tinue to inhabit it. She changed, without more ado, her
husband’s apartments; and he was not a lhttle surprised,
one day, when he returned from a tour of inspection and
entered his bureau, to find his sentinels replaced by a
waiting-woman, who was seated amidst a shoal of band
boxes, &c. and who announced to him, with a curtsey, that
the office of the commander-in-chéef had been transferred
to the other side of the palace, in the left-hamd court, door
No. 7, which had formerly been the servants’ waiting-room.

The second project of Josephine, having in view the
annoyance of her husband, was to send out invitations for
balls and soirées to all the most distmguished ladies
Milan, whilst the commander-in-chief had not hunsetf 4
most distant 1dea of what was goingron
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The third was, that she put in sequisition all the mil-
liners, frissurs, &c. in Milan, and gave them orders on the
military chest in paymentof theirelaims. And, as though
all this were not sufficient to arouse the phlegmatic nature
of her husband and throw him off his equilibrium, she re-
solved on a still more desperate step, and one which di-
rectly invaded his oun province  She laid strict mnjunctions
on her attendants to admit no officer to her apartments,
with the exception of her husband, who had not, contrary
to all the rules and regulations of the army, divested him-
self of the republican queue and hair-powder. This com-
mand produced a decided split mm the army, for all the
young officers, who well knew Bonaparte's affection for s
wife, now rebelled openly against his commands in this
matter, cut off their queues, and ingroduced so much con-
fusion into the costume of the army, that the matter be-
came one of serious consideration The old ‘“moustaches”
grumbled at the mntroduction of royalist habits in the army;
some young hot-brains quarrelled with the older officers on
the subject; and Josephine’s thoughtlessness was on the
verge of causing very serious disturbances in the army.

Bowaparte was so angry at the whole affair, that for two
whole days he altogether avoided seeing Josephine He
retired late to rest and rose with the lark; thus giving s
wife no time to enter into explanations. She, on her part,
feeling that she must abandon the hope of ever being able
to rule her husband or to influence his career, fell into that
disposition of mind which 18 frequent with ladies whose
plans are crossed, and who therefore take refuge in amuse-
ment and dissipation to indemmify themselves for their dis-
appointment. She gave herself up to the most extravagant
habits; devoted herself to dress with the same earnestness
as though it had been a matter of state importance; and
did everything that pleased her in the household which she
ruled over with an absolute sway. She received the Italian
ladies in queenly state, sought to excel them all in splen-
dour, and thus excited the jea}ousy of the Italian aristo-
cracy, behaving towardg them with the most insufferable
hauteur. Complaint upon complaint reached the ears of
Bonaparte. The general shrugged his shoulders, and said
he would not long answer for the favourable dispasitions
of the Milanese, if Josephine continued much longer thus
to wound the vanity of the women and the pride of the

LY
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men. He resolved at length to make serious representa-
tions to her on the subject. But he found the entrance to
her saloon barricaded by a mseless bevy of waiting-women,
who bore some resemblance to a little court. He was
obliged to have his visit announced in due form; was kept
waiting for some time, because Josephine had visitors; and,
moreover, she declined receiving him alone. This excited
his impatience to the highest degree. At length, however,
the doors were thrown open; Josephine hastened with open
arms to receive her husband, appeared in the most perfect
good-humour, and overwhelmed him with marks of her
affection and tenderness.

*“Ah! my httle tyrant!” she exclaimed; “how have I
longed for you! These ladies can bear me witness that I
have been talking of you continually; but we were delibe-
rating whether I ought to receive you or not. My heart,
however, would not suffer me to refuse you admittance,
only you must be taught, mon ange, that I am ruler here,
and that my household laws cannot be broken with impu-
nity: all rebels must meet with their merited chastisement.
AlUons, mesdames! you must do your duty.”

In a moment the general found himself surrounded by
a group of laughing ladies; Madame Bonaparte seized his
queue without ceremony; he felt a huge pair of scissors
pass through his hair; the queue fell to the ground. They
treated him as they had done Murat; brushed the powder
from his hair, which was duly combed and frizzed; and
laughed so unmerecifully at his enraged aspect, that they
did not leave him time to say a word, and he was finally
¢ompelled to join in the laugh against himself. Josephine
had at last gained her point: the queue was vanquished !
The scene ended good-humouredly. Bonaparte forgot his
vexation, and only punished his self-willed wife by bestow-
ing upon her a double portion of kisses. She, however,
would not let him have any peace until he had signed an
order of the day, in which he solemnly decreed the total
abolition of the objectionable queues. The order ran as
followl;, and was written under the direction of Josephine

SoLpizrs |—Being ever careful to promote your well-being and
comfort, I desire to free you from every burden which 18 not indis-
pensable to the fulfilment of your duties. Amongst the number of
these useless burdens, which have been productive of much needless

N
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trouble, may be reckoned the cushews wshels has hitherto prevailed
of powdering the bair and plaiting & into a quene. Often you have
barely an hour left you for repose, and many nights has this short
slumber been curtailed by the necessity of arranging this inconve-
nient and tasteless head-dress I therefore hereby issue my com-
mands, that for the future every soldier, whether officer or private,
shall wear his hair in 18 natural state, and expect that this arrange-
ment, of which I myself shall set the example, will meet with your
prompt obedience.
BornaranTE

‘When Josephine had received this long-desired signa-
ture, she hastened to send the order to Murat, who quickly
made 1t known throughout the army. After she had thus
accompligshed her object, she readily accorded her husband
a téte-a-téte. She was once more all humility and submis-
sion, and Bonaparte could no longer find it in his heart to
speak to her 1n the severe tone of reproof and admonition.
dosephine sought, by her winning and playful caresses, to
turn away the storm which she had seen gathering in the
distance; and the followang brief colloguy ensued between
her and the vanquished general .—

“J am much dissatisfied with you, Josephine.”

“Ah! I am yet more 80 with myself.’

‘“You have turned the whole house upside down.”

¢ But you know, Bonaparte, what a misfortune befel me.
I was obhged to seek some diversion for my thoughts.”

“ You are a fool; your profusion 1s ndiculous.”

“ Apropos—are you aware that Fortuné ——"

“You have in forty-eight hours expended six thousand
francs in hats and caps, laces and veils.”

“Is it not right that I should make an appearance wor-
thy of your position? But histen now: Fortuné——"

“ A single dress of yours cost & hundred dueats. You
have excited the jealousy of all the ladies in Milan.” .

“ Ah! this envious aristocracy! Will yom not humble
their pride?”

f“ Yes, but not in a manner which would be unworthy
of me ”

* But, listen to me fora moment: my good, darling little
Fortuné ?

“You have made arrangements for festivities which are

to my wishes.”

“Yes; but I forgot to tell you I had issued invitations.
I was s0 lonely and unhappy. The poor little Fortuné o
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“He is dead, I hear,”ssld Bonsparte, hastily, as if he
were anxious not to betray by his manner that he knew
anything about the murder of the favoumte.

*Yes, he is dead,” replied Josephine, as the tears started
to her eyes; “and in what a cruel way he was killed !—ac-
tually torn to preces'”

“ A melancholy thing; the poer little creature!” said
Bonaparte, with affected sympathy.

«“Ah' I knew you would be sorry for him, in spite of
all his misdemeanours,” said dosephme

«“He was a pretty lhittle creature. we must have him
stuffed,” said Bonaparte.

¢« No, no,” said Josephine; “the remembrance of his
termble end would distress me too much, if I saw him
always before my eyes I must rather try te forget him,
and I think I have found .out the means of doing 8o ”

“ How 80°” said Bomnaparte: ‘the loss is, I fear, 1rre-
parable.”

« Irreparable? yes, that is very true; but, if you will
only promise to be kind to mry dogs, I thimk the loss might
perhaps be repaired ” .

« I doubt that 1t would be possible to find in this coun-
try an animal of the same breed,” said Bonaparte, in a
somewhat anxious tone

‘“ Would you then grant me the imdulgence of keeping
one?” asked Josephine

“ Why should 1 not, 1f only you can find one of the same
race?”’ replied Bonaparte, breathing more freely, for he re-
membered that he had not, 1n all Milan, seen a single ani-
mal of the same breed.

* Now, then—rejoice at my good fortune!” cried Jose-
phine; “come here and only look!” Thus saying, she
drew the unfortunate dog-hater towards a small cabinet in-
side her room, and opened the door. A low yelping was
heard; Bonaparte shuddered. In an elegant little basket
lay two very small dogs, of the same specigs as Fortuné, sur-
rounded by a litter of about half-a-dozen little pups, which
were uttering the most discordant and plantive ecries.
Bonaparte seemed petrified with dismay

*“ See here! the lovely lhittle creatures!” said Josephine,
as she handed three of the hittle pups to her husband.

“ Yes, indeed!” faltered out Bonaparte

« Are you not rejoiced at my good fortune?”
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« Most assuredly,” replied Bonaparte; “ I think we had
better establish a traffic in dogs.”

* No, no,” said Josephine, laughing: “I would not give
up one of the darling little creatures.”

4 Are they all to sleep in your bed?” asked Bomnaparte,
with a sigh.

“ When they are bigger, they shall, of course ”

« Eight dogs!” exclaimed Bonaparte, casting up his eyes
in unutterable despair.

« I will make you a present of three of them.”

«“ Oh! I would not rob you of them for the world.”

* But you have not yet seen all, my friend: I have re-
ceived another valuable present.”

As Josephine smd this, she opened another cabinet, and
cried, “Diana! Diana! Diana!” An enormous Angorra cat,
of a bright golden hue, now made its appearance. When
Bonaparte saw this new addition to his wife's menagerie,
his first impression was one of dismay; but the next mo-
ment a ray of hope shot across his mind, for he perceived
that she gazed at the little brood of dogs with sparkling
and eager eyes.

“ What a splendid animal! is it not?” cried Josephine;
“and the most wonderful thing of all is, that she is so fond
of the dogs, and plays with the little ones, caressing them
just as if they were her own.”
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BOOK V.

THE EGYPTIAN CAMPAIGN
THE SHEIKH.

Tree French army had commenced its march towards
Cairo. Bonaparte, seated upon the back of a dromedary,
rode atits head, surrounded by several generals, who were
similarly mounted. Behind him followed a cavalry reg-
ment, also on dromedaries, and who looked not a httle
singular, mounted on these ‘ ships of the desert,” in their
French uniforms, which, moreover, bemg in many cases
formed of oriental materials, presented rather a grotesque
appearance.

This scene has been a thousand times represented in
paintings and described in books; every one knows how
the army lived in Egypt; what part was played in this
eventful expedition by the savans with their patient asses;
and how glad many of the infantry were that there were so
many asses in the country, mnasmuch as, though they
laughed at them at first, they were not sorry to get a hft
on them afterwards. We will not enter into all these de-
tails, which would be well entitled to a whole book to
themselves.

It was a cool evening. The march had been a severe
one; and after the scorching heat of the day, all seemed
disposed to indulge in that quiet, loitering pace which de-
notes rather a pleasure-ride than a warlike march. The
wearied army drank in the refreshing breeze, and gazed
with delight on the splendour of the evening sky, of whose.
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gorgeous hues and burning glow a European cannot form
the most remote conception The men refreshed them-
selves, as they passed along, with the sweet fruit of the
palm-tree, and with the cooling oranges and citrons which
abounded on every side, whilst they chatted together over
the events of the day, and the habits and manners of the
people by Whom they were surrounded By the side of
Napoleon rode a young sheikh, who had been sent by his
tribe to offer the olive-branch of peace to the Sultan Kebir
—s0 was Napoleon named amongst the Turks—in token
of their allegiance Napoleon was 1n a cheerful mood, and
treated the young sheikh, whose downy beard barely shaded
his upper hp, with an air of patronising kindness, whilst the
latter seemed to consider Napoleon as a well-known friend.
The lively imaginations of these children of the East had
been inflamed more than those of any other people by all
they had heard of the conquering hero of Marengo and of
Austerhtz.

¢« Sultan Kebir,” said the sheikh, mm broken French,
which he had learnt in his intercourse with foreign mer-
chants, “I will give you a piece of advice, which you would
do well to follow when you arrive in Cairo ”

“ Let me hear 1t, my son,” replied Bonaparte: «if your
eounsel be good, I will gladly follow 1t ”

“Well, this is what I would do, were I in your place-
as soon as I entered the town I would send for the most
wealthy slave-merchants 1n the place.”

“ For what purpose, my son?”’

“ For what purpose! By the beard of the Prophet' I
sheuld have thought that was simple enough. Do you not
lmow that the slave-merchants are always in possession of
the faivest Circaseian slaves® I would buy twenty of them
at omce, if I were you ”

“ But what should I do with them®” replied Bonaparte,
amused at this newe suggestion. I am already provided
with a wife.”

*“ And where is she, then?”

“In Franve.”

. “In France!” rejoined the sheikh, langhing- « then, if
56, gu might as well be witheut one.”

*But our eustoms do not permit of our having more
thanr one wile:”

*Mast is stonge,” replied the sheikh. « Buat you, who
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can do everything you please, why should you not' have
more than one, if you like 1t? ‘What can you find so at-
tractive In our country, if you are a despiser ofybeautiful
women?”

« I am not come here to rob you of your houris; I have
nobler motives than that, my son But 1s this all the ad-
vice you have to give?”

¢« No, Sultan Kebir there is yet another thing I would
do in your place ”

< And what 1s that®’

«“I would send for the richest jeweller, and take his
finest jewels for myself.”

“ But, my friend, were 1t not more noble to leave every
one in possession of his own?”

‘ Wherefore, then, have you come amongst us”’

¢ Not for purposes of plunder, my son.”

“ But you must have some end 1n view; and if you have
1]:; objection to tell me what 1t is, I should much like to

ow

Bonaparte could not forbear from smling at so indis-
creet a question; and yet i1t was asked in so nawe and
innocent a manner, that he could not avoid making some
reply. He therefore said—

“ The whole question is a very complicated one, my son
‘Who knows whether, if 1 were to give you an answer, you
would be able to understand me?’

“ Why should I not understand you®” replied the young
man, with a look of surpnse.

“ Because an important point of state pelicy is involved
in my reply.”

« And wherefore shounld I not be capable of understanding
politics? Do you imagine our understanding to be so
limited that we cannot tell what is for our own advantage?”

“ That is not quite what I mean by policy.”

“ Perhaps you are obliged to consider what is for the
advantage of some one yet greater than yourself?”

** Not exactly that either. It 18 a great cause for which 1

“And what is this cause?” .

 That of Freedom, my son.”

“Freedom?” replied the sheikh: “you are doubtless
speaking but en badinage.”

“ By no means.”
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“ What then do you mean?” exclaimed the young man,
astonished beyond measure. ‘You are fighting in the
cause of , and yet you are seeking to bring us
under subjection to your yoke.”

*“ Are you not the slaves of tyrants and of Mamelukes?”

* That is true; but—you will not think me impertinent
—it is mere curiosity which makes e ask the question:
how does that happen to concern you?”

It concerns us much, my son The strong should ever
interest themselves in the weak.”

“ But shall we then be free, when we must obey you?
Shall we not merely change masters? and what advantage
will that be to us®”

“A very great one, my son. You will be free: that is,
you will be protected in your properties and in your per-
sons, and allowed to do everything which the law of God

its to be done "

“But tell me, Sultan Kebir,” replied the youth, with
ever-increasing surprise, ‘“how is 1t possible to be free,
when one 18 not the stronger®”

«“It is very possible, when those who are the stronger
are magnammous; but this your tyrants are not.”

*“ Well,” replied the sheikh, with some energy of manner,
“ 1 must own that I understand nothing of this freedom
which you speak of. You might be a better master than
those we have, but yet you would still be our master.”

« Not your master,” replied Bonaparte, * but your father.’

“ That comes to the same point,” rephied the Turk: “a
father 1s lord over his children.”

* Tt is quite another thing, nevertheless,” said Bonaparte,
somewhat 1mpatiently. The sheikh, remarking his dis-
satisfaction, bowed 1n reverential silence, as if in token of
submission to his superior wisdom. But his curiosity
quickly got the better of his reverence, and with some
degree of timidity he resumed the conversation, saying—

“ If you will forgive my temerity, Sultan Kebir, there is.
nothing which I so much desire as to receive instruction
from your lips. Tell me, then, for what purpose are you

ing on this war against us?”’
eu‘-‘r{ have told you alreadagmny,” replied Bonaparte.
- The young man shook his head doubtfully, and said,
giter a moment’s silence—
x*Ah! I can well see, Sultan Kebir, that you consider
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me too much of a boy to deign to giwve me an answer.
You are concealing your intentions from me °’

Napoleon smiled, but was by no means i1} ed at the
contmuance of a conversation which might e to spread
amongst the people some clearer views as to the object of
his expedition, and might also 1n some degree further the
end he had mn view He therefore replied—

“ By no means I will fully declare to you my intentions,
and you shall see how upright they are You may tell
your tribe all that I say, and you and everybedy else shall
know what has brought me hither I will not enter upon
the discussion of wheiein fieedom chiefly consists. that
1s & matter of opmon Perhaps, however, you will not
quite understand what I mean when I speak of a whole
people being altogether free and 1ndependent of every other
nation ’

“Yes, I do perfectly, replhed the sheihkh ¢ Freedom
consists 1n this that a free people are not bound to follow
the laws of other nations, or to act in obedience to their
commands '

* That 18 true, my son, but in Europe there are many
nations who will not permit this Such a people aie the
Epghsh

“ That may be, Sultan Kebir, but wherefore do you
earry on a war agamnst this nation on our soil® This much
I know, that the English say the very same of you that
you have just saxd of them. Forgive the boldness of my
speech I am only seeking for mstruction ”

« I am fighting against the English here, because I desire
by this means to strke at the very i1oot of theirr power
For know, my son, that these Enghsh rule by gold, even as
I rule by arms And who can hope to have more gold at
thewr command than they, who have the commerce of the
whole world 1n their hands?’

« Truly, sultan, there 18 a deep wisdom 1n your words,
‘but—forgnve me—if you were to say, ‘I will become richer
and mmghtier than the English, I will stop up the foun-
tamns of their wealth, and dash them to the grouud by the
power of my sword,” then would I own your mght, and
say you were i the nght He to whom strength 18 given
by God, %e shall be our lord This 18 my faith, whach has
been handed down to us from our fathers ”
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* But why will mot you agree with me that my rule is the
best you can desire®”

“ Beca tan,” replied the sheikh, “ you teil us that
it is the How can I be expected to understand that
you wish to free us from English rule, when I see that the
English leave us in peace, and that you seek to subjugate
us? If I may honestly speak my mind, I would ask your
forgiveness, and say to you—If you are indeed a prophet,
and wish only to accomphish the will of God, then you
should first go and conquer the English 1n their own land.
We would wish to obey you rather than others, because
you are a great man, a hero; but if the question be one of
Justice and of equity, then 1t seems to me that it 1s not with
arms in their hands that men come to offer freedom to
their neighbours’

Napoleon was silent In truth, he knew not what to
say Fortunately for him, however, an accident relieved
him from his embarrassment. A troop of French horsemen
rode up at this moment, and mformed him that a body of
Arabians, who made common cause with the Freneh, had
forced their way into a neighbouring village, killed a fellah,
and plundered the inhabitants. Napoleon, with marks of
extreme displeasure, commanded that these Arabians should
be driven into the desert, and 1f possible extirpated. One
of the sheikhs, who had accompanied the squadron, smiled
scornfully when he hesrd the order. Napoleon commanded
him to approach, whiolk e did with an air of deep respect,
and thus addressed ¥se general :—

“J think, my lowd sultan, you do not well in thus seeking
to destroy these Arabs. They are your friends now; but
if you injure them, they may do you a thousand-fold more
harm than you ean ever do them. And wherefore should
you make so much ado sbout the life of a fellah? Was he
your cousin or your brother?”

“ He was yet more to me than that,” replied Napoleon:
“ all those over whom I am called to rule are my children.
Power is only committed to me for this end; namely, that
I may inevense their happiness and their security.”

When the aged sheikh heard these words, he bowed his
ead in lowly reverence, and said, “ Sultan Kebir, forgive:
yon spoak even as the Prophet.”

The younger sheikk had been 2 silent spectator of this
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scene. When the cavalcade was once more in motion,
Napoleon himself turned towards his youthful companion,
and resumed the interrupted conversation, by #aying—

“ Now, my son, need I reply any further to your ques-
tions?”

“ No,” replied the young sheihh, reverentially. 1 see,
Sultan Kebir, that you are a great man: you are wiser than
wisdom itself ”

Napoleon made no reply, but his manner proved that
the boldness of the young man had not been displeasing to
hmm. He looked with interest at the mtelligent counte-
nance of his companion, and after a long pause sard—

* Although I cannot follow your good counsels, my son,
perhaps I might be able in some way to forward your
mterests. Have you no wishes®”

*“ Oh, yes, mndeed I have,” rephed the young sheikh,
sorrowfully

“Can I do anything to help you towards their attain-
ment?” inquired Napoleon.

This question appeared suddenly to electrify the young
man

“Ah!” he exclaimed with a sigh, *“were I only ten
minutes in your place, I might be happy indeed ”

“You would send for the jeweller and the slave-mer-
chant?” asked Napoleon

* No, for neither: I have no wish to have twenty wives,
and should not know how to provide for them; but there
is one with whom I would gladly share my home.”

As the sheikh said this, he sighed, and tears started to
his eyes

“ Do you love a maiden in Cairo?” asked Bon: .

“Yes, my lord sultan; and truly I know not how it is,
but she has bewitched me by her charms. None other
could ever compensate me for the loss of her to whom my
whole heart belongs. I think that, were she mine, I never
should wish to possess another.”

“And since you love her so well, how comes she to be
in any other hands than yours? Are you not rich enough
to obtain her from her father?”

“Ah!” replied the sheikh, with a sigh, “she is a slave!”

“So much the better for you; you can the mare easily
purchase her according to the customs of this land.”

“That is not to be done so easily, Sultan Kebir; but
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you have only to wink with your eyelid, and my wish

will be mplished. If I may dare to own to the truth,

it was thisghope alone which led me to your feet. I will

relate to you my history, if you will deign to listen to it;

and ¥ou shall be the judge between me and your own
eo e.ii

P Have my soldiers robbed you of her whom you love?”

* Not that exactly; but had it not been for their interven-
tion, I should have been able to purchase her for myself.”

“ How is that? tell me your history.”

“Ah! my lord sultan, 1t 1s & long one: I fear that it will
weary you.”

“ Not so, my son. Am not I the father of all those who
place themselves under my protection? Narrate to me all
that has occurred, and if injustice has been done you, satis-
faction shall speedily be afforded you.”

**Hear then, my lord, since it is your will that I should
speak. It was towards the close of the last year, when
business first led me to the dwelling of the aged Sebtaba.
He is the wealthiest man in Cawro, and is the owner of
several large merchant-vessels, which carry the productions
of our native land to the European shores. He is an
honest-minded and upright, but a severe man, and a strict
observer of the laws of the Prophet When I entered his
house, 1t 80 happened that the door leading to the apart-
ments of the women was at that moment open. Unaec-
quainted with the internal arrangements of the house, I
entered by mistake, and here saw for the first time the
daughter of Sebtaba. My eyes were dazzled: she was fair
as the moon; her aspect was proud and queenlike; her
eyes were like stars, and her skin was white as the lily.
She gazed at me i surprise, but not in anger. I covered
my eyes with my hand and said, < Fotgive me that I fled
not from your presence; your beauty has left me powerless
to fly. You are fairer than the wife of the Prophet. You
have only to speak the word. and I am ready to die at your
feet.’” Dilara blushed and fled away; but I felt my mind
bewildered by her charms, and when I found myself in the
presence of the aged Sebtaba, I cast myself at his feet, told
him what had happened, and asked him to bestow upon
me his daughter to be my wife. The venerable old man
took me by the hand, and, raising me up, said gravely, but
not angrily, ‘ My son, you are but a child; you have but
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seen Dilara, and you think you love her. Banish this
thought quickly from your mind; for know that Dilara is
already betrothed to Sid1 Selim.” I sorrowfully resigned
myself to m&afute; for Sidi Selim is a powerful sheikh,
and I knew that I had no chance of succeeding if 1 engaged
in a conflict agamst him. I sought to forget that moment,
but it was ever present to my soul, I sought to speak with
Dalara, that I might learn her wishes, and had recourse for
this purpose to a negro woman who was in her service, and
whom 1 persuaded to bring a nosegay to her young mis-
tress. The meaning which the flowers that I sent to her
was intended to convey was this: ‘I am dying from my
love to thee. Tell me, dost thou love thy betrothed? I
hate him because he is to possess thee." The negro woman
quickly brought me the reply of Dilara; it was as follows

¢ I have no hope. Thine enemy is also mine. I love thee,
but must forget thee.’ This sufficed to exalt my love mto
an ungovernable passion At this time thine army landed
in Egypt, and I was obliged to take up arms and follow
my father to the war; but as soon as an opportumty offered,
I hastened back to Cairo, and sought out the negro servant,
in order to consult with her what was best to be done under
these circumstances. She had, however, in the meanwhile
disappeared, and another slave related to me what had oc-
curred during my absence. Soon after my departure, Sidi
Selim had urged Sebtaba not to defer any longer the con-
clusion of the marriage. There was no reason to be as-
signed for declining to comply with his wishes; and Dilars,
who offered a strenuous resistance to the fulfilment of the
engagement, was compelled unwillingly to follow Sidi Selim
to his house. Vain were her tears and her entreaties; the
aged Sebtaba had never yet been known to draw back from
his promise; and he placed a sort of pride in remaining
faithful to his word when it cost him most to do so. An
attempt which Dilara made to escape was discovered, and
she was only the more closely watched. She now sank
into a state of the deepest despair, and resolved to die. In
a mgment of madness she ed unveiled from the house,
and ped from her watchful guards; but soon the alarm
was given, and she heard herself pursued. Certain of now
talli.% once more into the hands of her enemy, she cast
herself into the arms of a Jew who crossed her path, know-
ing that this was a crime which would entail upon her the
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punishment of death, for which she longed as ker only de-
liverance. 8idi Selim at this moment approached, and,
full of rage, seized her by the arm, whilst with curses tnd
execrations he dragged her towards the house. Then did
the despairing Dilara seize a dagger and wound Badi Selim
in his arm. -She knew that by this double crime she had
most assuredly forfeited her life. She wasled into the pre-
sence of the aged Sebtaba. 8id1 Selim approached the
unhappy father, and asked him to say what punishment
his daughter merited. The old man turned away in horror
from his guilty ehild, and pronounced over her the sen-
tence of death according to the laws of the Koran. Dilara
was then handed over to Sidi Selim, whose right it was to
proceed against her; but turning to SBebtaba, he said, ‘Her
destre is to die; she must not attain her end. As she has
despised the lot which awaited her as my wife, she shall be
sold 10 a slave-merchant.’ Sebtaba signified bis comnsent
to this proposal, but stipulated that Dhlara should be sent
to adistance from Cairo. She was aceordingly esrried sway
with many other slaves, in company with a large caravan.
This caravan was, however, stopped on its way by your sol-
diers. QOne of the generals spoke to the leader of the cara-
van, and seised the dromedaries for the use of the army.
Dilara cried to hun for help, and the general, struck by her
beauty, cansed her request to be interpreted to }vixn. When
he heard the state of the case, he declared that he weuid
take this maiden under his protection, and led her away
with him. Whatfurther may have become of her I know
not; but I own that 1 tremble for her lot. Now, if you
Sultan Kebir, will only interest yoursef m my bebaslf, 1
kmnow that sl may even yot be delivered. It will cost yeu
but a wink, and you can make me happy.”
u;‘Have you been able to ascertain the name of the gene-

?1’

“zie is called Abdalieh Menou: I em mot likely to for
g“ ’m.!!

‘Whilst they thas spoke, the armry had entered Cairo.



THE BGYPTLAN CAMPAIGN, 101

ABDALLAH MENOU.

Axonasr the officers in the French army who showed a de-
cided leaning towards Onental habité and modes of life,
General Menou pronunently distinguished himself

It was shortly after the conversation recorded an our last
chapter that Napoleon surprised the general by an unex-
pected visait to his quarters. The admurer of the Turks
was seated, much at his ease, upon a divan, a cup of coffee
stood by his side, and a black slave was engaged in filling
and highting a pipe, whuch he then handed to his master
The costume of the latter was that of a Mussulman, and
even the way in which he sat on the divan showed that he
sought to imitate the customs of the land, even 1n the most
trifing particular. He was deeply absorbed in the perusal
of the Koran, of which he bhad procured a Freneh transla-
tion ; and as he read he often testified the pleasure he took
in 1ts contents by an approving nod of his head, wkich was
enveloped in am emormous turban. When Bonaparte on
his entrance perceived the general in this Oriental attire,
he could hardly suppress a smile; but he soon resumed
Ins habitual gravity, and, without leaving the discomfited
general any tume for apologies, exclaimed—

« It seems to me, general, that you are far more devoted
to the Prophet than you are to me. What is the sense of
all these pranks? .You are trampling my orders beneath
your feet. I have told you that I wished the eustoms of
the land should be respected ; bt never that they ahould be
umitated, or that the wives of these Mussulmans should be
carried off by mein foree.”

“T really am not aware,” stammered out Menou, “in
what point I have transgressed your orders.”

* Have you mnot robbed a slave-merchant of 8 yomng
maiden of the name of Dilara?”

‘“ Robbed hym of her? By no megns, general. You lie
under a mistake: I only took her under my protection.”

“ Under your protection! That comes pretty nearly to
the same point. Do you not carry about a whole seraglio
Wlthd yc:};, ® 'What bhave you to say in justification of your
conduct?”
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“I own,” replied Menou, * that I like to enjoy myself:
but, if I do my duty to the nation, I do not see why I
should be blamed for that. As for this Dilara, I only res-
cued her from the hands of a willanous slave-merchant,
‘who was carrying her away, heaven knows whither.”

* And who, may I ask, has given you leave to lay hold
on other people’s property ?”

* Property! in a human being!” exclaimed the general,
in surprise. .

*“ Even s0,” replied Bonaparte. * However, the short
-and the long of the matter is, that this maiden must be re-
stored to her father.”

“ But these barbarians will murder her.”

* For that you will not have to answer. The laws must
‘be respected to the utmost. If by the laws of the land she
‘have deserved death, she must die. You may safely, how-
-ever, leave me to see that justice js done to all parties. I
will myself conduct her to her father.”

¢« Of course it shall be as you desire, sir,” replied Menou:
“ it is yours to command, mine to obey.”

~Where is Dilara?”

Menou directly gave orders to his servants that the pri-
-soner should be brought in; and in the course of a few
moments she made her appearance, under the guard of
two fusiliers. »

“ S0 1t is your-lbit to treat those who are under your
protection like priseners of war?” said Bonaparte in a tone
of displeasure.

« I surrounded her with guards, in order to protect her
from the populace.”

Bonaparte now cast a glance upon Dilara, who stood by
with an aspect of proud defiance. But when she was told
that she was in the presence of the eommander-in-chief,
and that he spoke Italian, with which langusge she was
acquainted, she crossed her arms upon her bosom, and
bent her knee in token of reverence; and looking at him
with childlike canfidence, exclaimed—

 Sultan Kebir, may Allah preserve you! Take the in-
nocent under your protection.”

looked at the poor girl with mingled pity and
oariosity. She was truly of surpassing beauty. He as-
sumed, howevar, a severe tone, and said—

“ You are not innocent; you have sought to take away
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the life of another. Murder is as severely punished by
our laws as by yours. No injustice has been done you.
I must deliver you up to your father.”

« It must be even as you will, Sultan Kebir,"” replied the
maiden in a moderate tone “1I repent me not of what I
did; and if your heart 18 a stranger to pity, I shall know
how to suffer death without & murmur. It was death
which I desired; only mn order to obtain it the more se-
curely did I seek to kill him, who 1s more hateful to me
than death itself.”

This answer was not one calculated to be displeasing to
Napoleon. He replied—

«“ I will do for you all I can and dare to do. T will be-
seech your father and Sid: Selim to pardon you "

At the name of Sidi Selim the maiden trembled violently.

< What have you against S1d1 Sehim ?” inquired Bonaparte.

Dilara was silent.

“You love another?” continued Bonaparte.

Dilara only answered by a deep sigh and an imploring
look, as she folded her hands upon her heart.

« If I were to beg of your father to Eardon you and to
unite you to your beloved, do you think there is any hope
that he would listen to my prayer?”

At this question Dsara cast herself at Napoleon's feet,
clasped his knees with her arms, and burst into a flood of
tears :

“ Well,” said Napoleon, I will see what I can do;” and
turning to Menou, he added— .

“ Come, general, you must accompany us, in order to
excuse yourself to the father of this maiden for having
;;renched upon his rights; and you, Dilara, must also fol-
ow us.” ‘

In vain did Menou protest against complying with this
unweleome command, whilst he alleged as a pretext the
necessity of changing his attire before he could be seen in
company with the commander-in-chief.

“ Remain as you are, general,” said Bonaparte with a
look of scorn: * you will procure us the more respect in
the presence of these Mussulmans.”

- The party accordingly set out directly, and Menou had
barely time to cast away his turban and resume his cocked
hat. The trembling Dilara, led by an adjutant, followed
her promised intercessor. The grotesque sppearance of
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Abdallah Menou exeited no small amusement amongst
both the Europeans and the Mussulmans whom he en-
countered, and upon whom he in return cast many an in-
dignant glance. The commander-in-chief, however, took
no notice of the matter. General Menou was not one of
those on whose military talents Bonaparte placed any very
great reliance: he had, therefore, less indulgence for him
than for many of his other generals. A crowd of people
followed the ¢ Sultan Kebir” with loud acclamations to the
quarter of the town in which was situated the dwelling of
Sebtaba, to whom his purposed visit had already been an-
nounced. The aged Mussulman received the general at
the threshold of his house, and led him into the inner
court, without appearing to notice his trembling daughter.
Here were assembled the most inflnential citizens of Cairo,
in compliance with the express wishes of Bonaparte, who
was desirous that they should witness the respect and vene-
ration which he was so openly about to testify for the laws
of the Prophet. Bonaparte, seizing the terrified Dilara by
the hand, advanced towards Sebtaba, who trembled and
turned pele as his eye rested upon his once-loved, but now
doomed child.

“ Father Sebtaba, I deliver back to you your daughter
Dilara, whom one of my generals thoughtlessly abducted
by foree from the hands of him to whom you, in your pa-
ternal justice, had delivered her. I am not come to this
land with the intention of violating your laws, insalting
your religion, or obstructing the course of justice. If,
therefore, I now stand forth to plead to you in behalf of
an offender, I do it in the name of your own Prophet, who
says, ‘The righteous man is ever ready to forgive the sin-
ner, and rather would he suffer wrong himself than do
wrong to-ancther.’ " Then turning towards 8idi Selim, who
was preseat, the general continued : *“ And you, Sidi Selim,
do I also, in the name of the same Prophet, beseech to for-
give this offender. True it is that she has gimned, but who
can boest of being free from gailt? Better were it for you
to show mercy, rather tham, by exercisimg your right, to
compel a woman to belong to you contrary to her inclina-
tioms, and then to slay her whom you have brought to de-

; for your Prophet says, ‘ The righteous man is clothed
generosity as with a garment, and he loveth to show
meroy smd kindness.’ ”
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Having thus spoken to the father and the betrothed of
Dilara, he turned to the assembled company, and said—

« Mussulmans! evil-disposed men have led you to believe
that I hage come hither to bring you under subjection to
my yoke, to trample on your laws, to rob you of your
wives, your children, your possessions. Believe them not.
Your Prophet and his laws are alike sacred to me. Never
will I do aught which 1s contrary to your customs. But if
so be that you deem this maiden may be forgiven without
offending against these laws; 1f you beheve that the Prophet
permuts the forgiveness of a sinner and the heaping of coals
of fire upon her head; then unite your prayers with mne
to move the hearts of these men to the pardon of Dilara;
and ask them to bestow her hand upon him who has so be-
witched her heart as to work frenzy i her bram. I know*
him, and believe him to be not unworthy of a union with
the daughter of Sebtaba.”

A murmur of approbation was heard on every side.

‘ He speaks like the Prophet!”

« He ¢s a prophet.”

‘“ Allah 18 great! this is a hero, a saint, whom he has
sent to us.”

“ We will obey his words.”

‘ Sebtaba, be favourable to our petitions; receive once
more thy child ”

« S1di Sehm, forgive her: Sultan Kebir wills it.”

Already was Sebtaba on his knees before Napoleon.
Although too firm to yield to his own wishes, he was yet
rejoiced in his inmost soul to see himself compelled to for-
give his child. His paternal heart had long since yearned
towards her, but his lips had not dared to own it. 8id1
Selim, however, who had entertained considerable fears
that Bonaparte was come to Egypt with the intention of
strangling all the rich men in the land and taking posses-
sion of their treasures, was sp rejoiced at discovering his
mistake, that, eager to please the sultan, he exclamed—

“You see, Sultan Kebir, the heart of the father has
melted; and I too repent me of my severity, and thank you
that you have averted its consequences. Dilara is free, and
may herself choose the man to whom she will belong. May
our readiness to eomply with your wishes render us worthy
to find protection at your hands!”

Napoleon raised from the ground the sged Sebtaba, who
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was Bilent from the excess of his emotions; and calling
Dilara to his side, 1aid her upon her father's breast. Not
an eye but was dimmed with tears, as the aged man and
his child wept upon one another’s necks, and stood folded
in each other's arms; whilst so long was the embrace that
it might almost have been thought they had been turned
into statues. KEven Abdallah Menou was moved; and
Bonaparte gazed upon the scene with a calm, collected
satisfaction, which attracted the special admiration of the
Mussulmans, who looked at him with silent reverence.
The aged Sebtaba at length disengaged himself from his
daughter's embrace, and told her to express her grateful
thanks to Sultan Kebir on her bended knees. Dilara
obeyed, and with touching grace and simplicity thanked
* her deliverer; after which she retired with her father into
the inner apartments which were devoted to the use of the
women Bonaparte took his seat, cross-legged, according to
the manner of the country, amongst the remaining Mus-
sulmans, and began to make known his wishes to these,
the chief men of Cairo. His demands were so promptly
and joyfully acceded to, that he soon had nothing further
to wish for on that head. He accordingly had leisure to
commence a conversation, with the aid of the interpreter
;yho was present, on the subject of the Mahommedan re-
igion.

8. Mussulmans!” said he, “you are in error if you sup-
pose that our faith is in any respect essentially different
from yours. All the vules of our religion which were op-
posed to the ordinatees of the Prophet have been done
away with by the Revolution. We, like you, believe in one
Gody; we deem it mo crime to have a plurality of wives,
although it is our custom to have but one; we believe in a
future paradise, although we may perhaps differ slightly
from you as to the nature of its joys. There is, in fact, no
reason why our laws and cugtoms should not melt into one
another, and we live together as brethren, each honouring
our own Prophet. As far as I am concerned, no one can
be a greater admirer of Mahommed than I am. I hold
him to be not only a great hero and statesman, but a mes-
senger sent from God. The Koran is to me a holy book,
and I look upon every man who lives according to its pre-
cepts as my brother. I will seek in all things to resemble
your Prophet, and pray God to enable me to do s0.”
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Abdallah Menou listened with much apparent devotion
to this effusion, whilst the other gemerals looked at each
other 1n more or less astonishment. The impression which
Bonaparte’s words made on the Mahommedans who were
present was very favourable. The eonversation was car-
ried on for some time longer in the same spimt, and all
departed with the full persuasion that Bonaparte was a sin-
cere Mussulman. As to Abdallah Menou, he was more fully
persuaded of it than any Mussulman amongst thenggll, and
proved his satisfaction at discovering the close coincidence
between his own opinmions and those of his commander-in-
chief by impljcitly obeying his command to make an humble
apology to the father of Dilara. The same eveming Napo-
leon gave a supper, to which Abdallah Menou was mvited
in common with several of the other generals of the army
The renegade general burst forth in enthusiastic praises of
the commander-in-chief’s morning speech, and even ven-
tured to suggest that he thought Eastern manners and laws
might be mtroduced with much advantage into France.

“I doubt not that they are much to your taste, at all
9v§nts,” said Bonaparte, who treated the whole matter as a
Jjoke.

“ Most certainly they are,” replied Menou; “and I am of
opinion that we, who have come here to teach these sup-
posed barbarians manners, might learn much better ones
from them than we ourselves possess. They, at all events,
act 1n accordance with their faith, whilst we do a hundred

s which we allow to be wrong.”

“You are a fool, §eneral !” replied Bonaparte. ‘ Even
suppose you were in the rnght, must not one respect the
prejudices which prevail m Europe as well as those which
rule throughout the East?”

“But, general,” exclaimed Menou, “how is this? Are not
you yourself a good Mahommedan? Did you not speak
this morning like a dervish?”

‘ Certainly,” rephied Bonaparte as he rose from the table;
“but that was to Mahommedans. Do not forget that.”

General Menou did not clearly understand this incon-
sistent act on the part of his commander until the emsuing
day, when it was proclaimed in the mosques of Cairo, that
“as the Sultan Bonaparte was a good Mahommedan, it was
lawful for all men to obey him”! ‘
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THE DERVISH.

Tax next day Napoleon rode to a neighbouring village, in
company with his staff of general officers, and with the
young and now happy sheikh. .

“Wgj,” said he to the young man, * your most ardent
wishes have now been gratified. I trust that you are fully
satisfied with what I bave done for you.”

“ So entirely,” rephied the sheikh, with some emotion,
“that I would gladly render you a great service in re-
turn.”

“You will remain faithful t6 my cause; you will tell
your tribe how Sultan Kebir 1s wont to act; you will re-
m”my friend amongst the sheikhs and great ones of the

“X will do yet more than all this,” replied the sheikh,
whilst his countenance betrayed the deep agitation of his
mind: “I will warn you of the great misfortunes which
threaten you and yours.”

“ What misfortunes do you mean, my son?”’ inquired
Bona , with & look of surprise.

« Those which our wisest men prophesy concerning you,
and which I cannot but foresee are, indeed, likely to befall
you. My lord sultan, I wall deal uprightly and truly by

n ”»

.« And have not yos;t done so hithe¥to?” inquired Bona-

“No!" replied the sheikh, in a fearless and decided
tone.

Bonaparte's kean eye rested for a moment on this daring
young man, and #hen he abruptly said—

“Go on: I am listening to what you have to say.”

“ Know gouw wikat is said of you here throughout the
lmd}‘;” T

“ Not perfectly,” replied Napoleon.

< Jteis propthwflepthnt, befg:e a year has passed over
your head, you and the troops under your command will
hawve perished and come to nought.”

«“And on what ground, may I ask, do men form conjec-
-tures wuch as this ?”



THE EGYPTIAN CAMFAIGN. 199

* Their grounds, my lord sultan, are valid ones. Our
oldest warriors reason thus. ¢Sultan Kebir is a brave
man—a hero. He and his troops are superor to us in
the art of war; but in this art lies the whole of their
might. By nature, we are the stronger. Look at these
children of the West, and see their stunted forms! Take
from them their weapons, their warlike arts, and a Mame-
luke coumld overpower five Frenchmen. Their spirits and
thewr frames are both feeble. Their courage 18 g flame
which quckly kindles, but may also quickly be extin-
guished. They are not so capable of supporting the chi-
mate as we are; the heat and the cold are alike destructive
to them. If we affect submission, and suffer.the war to
be prolonged, gradually they will melt away like the snow
before the burning sun They are not disposed to obe-
dience- they will soon murmur against their leaders. The
length of the war will weary their minds and exhaust their
bodies. See! if the Prophet but send the wind of the
desert to blow agamst this mighty army, death will come
upon its wings. They are, moreover, agcustomed to &
mode of life which here 1s destructive to them. If
Sultan Kebir does not abandon this war, not a man of
this mighty army will again see his native soil.” Besides
all this, our heroes say, ‘ What will the invader gamn?
The desert will be his grave. We fly before him, and
entice him onwards into that treacherous sea whose waves
are drifting sand. Our place of refuge knows no bounds.
He may conquer tnbe after tribe, and yet nothung be ac-
complished. How will he be able to maintain his con-
quests, seeing that they know no limits? If he march
towards the somth, then will our tribes take refuge in the
north; if he go to the north, then will they flee to the
south. He must perish in the pathless waste; and the
vultures will devour the carcases of his fallen warrors.
Time and place—these are his foes; foes too mighty for
the arm of man ever to subdue.’”

The sheikh ceased to speak. Bonaparte appeared ab-
sorbed in deep reflection, but no outward gesture betrayed
his inmost thoughts. They rode in silenee for s brief
space, and then Napoleon was the first to speak.

“Your prophets are liars. My srmies ase mightier
than those of the Prophet. I have countless mulutudes
at my command. Woe to them who dombt my power to
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subdue! Tell this to your friends, and exhort them to
submit themselves; for if they dare to oppose me in my
course, I will sweep over them like the relentless simoom,
and destroy them from off the face of the earth!™

* Sultan, you are great!” was the sheikh's sole reply, as
hxelelx’xent his head before the conqueror, and once more was
silent.

Bonaparte now turned the conversation to other subjects,
and made some inquiries from the young sheikh with re-
gard to the customs and superstitions of the land. The
latter dwelt with special eagerness upon the power which
some of their holy men possessed of reading the book of
Fate and foretelling the destimies of men. ie spoke of
one dervish in particular whose prophecies had seldom
failed of their accomphishment. Bonaparte, despite his
implicit belief in the superornty of his own star over the
vicissitudes of fate and fortune, had yet an insatiable
craving to read the secrets of futuiity; amd, moreover, the
gloomy forebodings of the young sheikh had, insensibly
to himself, cast theiwr shadow over his mind. He therefore
entered into the subject with more than ordinary anima-
tion, and inquired, with some degree of interest—

“Is this dervish of whom you speak one of your pro-
phetsl ? 1Is he one of those birds of 1ll-omen who forbode
me : p”

« He is so, my lord sultan; and the word which he has
spoken has never failed to come to pass.”

“Let him be sent for, then,” said Bonaparte with a
smile. “From his lips will I learn my fate.” So saying,
he put spurs to his horse, and, leaving the rest of the
%aa_-ty far behind, was the first to re-enter the walls of

airo.

The next day stood the dervish, one of the most re-
nowned story-tellers in Cairo, ifi the presence of General
Napoleon Bonaparte.

“ Balsam Aleikam, Sultan Kebir!” said the old man:
“ the sun of thy greatness is dazzling in mine eyes. Be
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so gracious as to turn from me the fire of thy radiant
glance, lest it obscure my vision.”

Napoleon could not refrain a smile at this exaggerated
praise; but yet he did not feel altogether pleased on per-
ceiving that his generals were disposed to laugh He was
already beginning to expect from them an unwonted de-
gree of reverence; already was it always his custom to ride
a few paces in advance of his suite; and he spurred his
steed onwards if any ventured to ride by his side. The
reverential manner in which the Moslems addressed him
was evidently by no means displeasing to his taste He
turned to his generals, and requested them to leave him
alone with the prophet When they had retired, he
assumed a totally different manner towards Sidi Mah-
moud. Folding his arms across his breast, and fixing on
the old man a penetrating glance, he said in a severe and
commanding tone—

“You come, n ¢dmphiance truly with my wishes, but
yet only to deceive me. Do you know that I am an
unbeliever®”

The old man bowed himself to the ground, as if crushed
by the mught of that voice of thunder. He was silent for
a while, and his countenance betrayed the agitation which
pervaded his whole being. At length, mastering his feel-
ings, he calmly sgid—

“I know it. Let not my lord be angry with his ser-
vant.”

“You can therefore have no hope that I will believe
your words?”

“Yes, I hope it.”

« And wherefore?” .

‘;Eecause the words that I shall speak will be words of
m .!!

‘“ How can you foretel that which is yet hidden in the
womb of time?”

*“I will only tell you that which your own spirit might
foresee.”

‘ Of what avail then can your predictions be to me?”

“They may avail you much. The powerful see and
believe not, whilst the weak believe though they see not.”

“ And wherefore should I believe you? Do you then
deem that your hocus-pocus ¢an dazrle me, or your hypo-
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critical reverence deceive me? or that your flattery can
mislead me?”

“ My lord sultan,” replied the dervish in a voice tremu-
lous with emotion, “I will not deceive you, for you have
dealt well with my tribe I know you are a falcon, and
therefore 1 could not deceive you; you are a lion, and
therefore I could not hope to escape you; but there are
two witnesses whom you will not disbelieve: they are hers,
and here!” As the dervich thus spoke, he boldly raised
lns venerable head, and poimnted first to his white and
flowing beard, and then to the clear blue eye with which
he gazed calmly on the conqueror, as if he had no thought
to conceal, no hidden plot to veil.

This pantomime was not displeasing to Bonaparte. He
rose hastily from the divan, and returned the dervish's
glance with an unflinching gaze. The looks they had
exchanged were such as form the freemasonry of mtelli-
gent men, whereby they know and r#ognise one another
Bonaparte, after a moment's silence, resumed his seat, and
thus addressed Sidi Mahmoud —

“Well, I am ready to give credence to your witnesses
Speak! what is the destiny which awaits me® I will hold
your words in honour.”

“ What can I know, my lord?” said the dervish, half-
boldly, half-reverently ¢ Can I read your inmost soul?
Can I guess the thoughts of your heart? Who can fathom
that which 1s unfathomable? You know it well, Sultan
Kebir, I am no magician.”

Bonaparte felt ashamed of his own question, when he
remembered that he had set out by expressing his disbe-
lief in the prophetic powers of the old man. With some
deglrieee:i of confusion in his manner, therefore, he only
replied—

“ You have then nothing to say to me?”

“ Oh, not so; my lord' else wouldhl not have glared to
meet your sexrciing . I will relate to you a tale.”

“Tales! to me "“g:::laimed Bonaparte * Neverthe-
less,” he continued, after a moment's reflection, “ proceed:
1 will listen to your tale, provided it be not long; and also
that it be instructive." ‘ .

“It is short, my lord: whether it be rich in teaching,
how can I tell? The teacher requires a learner.”
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“Well' I am ready to learn ’

* Lasten, then, Sultan Kebir, to my parable

“In the land of Herath there dwelt a mighty magician,
who had an only son. This enchanter the power to
transform every creature into whatever form he pleased.
His son, who had an adventurous spirit, and was oftcn
consumed with ennwu, besought him one dav to transform
Ihim mto a Lion, as this ammal appearcd to him the noblest
and most beautiful 1n the whole creation < What a hap-
pness' said he to the magician, ‘1t must be to be fcared
by all, to be able to do ever what one will to see all the
beasts ot the forest subject to ones sway, and all its trea-
sures at ones command’' *‘Were 1 1m jour place rephed
the enchantcr, ‘I would prefer the «erpents lot It 1s not,
mmdeed, >0 noble an animal as the lion, but 1t 15 exposcd to
far less dangea ' The son of the enchanter assumed how-
ever, the form of the lion, and caused the forests to 1esound
with his mighty roage The bear, the wolf, the tiger, and
other beasts of prey, quichly gathered around him, and
offered themselves as his vassals The hon chose amongst
them the strongest and the bravest, and said, ‘ Come on
with me, all the beasts of the forest must become my
subjects' He led them against many a defenceless flock
of wild gazelles and roes, against the cattle which roamed
4t large, and the quiet sheep that grazed n their tranquil
pasture, and the whole country round about trembled
before the lion and hrs coadjutors By degrees, however,
the supplies 1in the forest began to fail, ever wider and
wider spread the circle of destruction, until it reached
even to the barren waste Then began the companions
of the hon to murmur aganst theiwr ruler ¢ What avails
1t to us to have this anumal, who has become great through
our means, for our prince? said they ¢ He can no longer
be of any use to us the whole land 1s wasted and laid
bare The beasts of the neighbouring lands are desirous
of peace and rest. They have promised us great rewards
and hugh dignities, if we will only free them from the lLion.
Let us betray hum, and slay him!"”

Bonsaparte had hitherto listened in silence, but at this
pomnt he hastily mterrupted the narrator, exclaaming—

“1 thank you for your good-will; I understand your
fable, but you may rest assured that I know well the right
tiume to be either a lion or a serpent ”
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““ Well will it be for you,” replied the prophet, “if you
abide true to your intention; but forget not that human
power and wisdom ever have their limits. You are not
powerful through your own might alone, my lord; for no onc
is 80 but through the favour of Him who is his lord.”

“ And who is my lord ?”

*“ He who has made you great.”

“ The natwn has exalted me to power ™

«If it be indeed the nation which hath raised you up,
then may it also cast you down; and if you have no better
stay, unstable is your dominion: a populace is as capri-
cious as the Sultan Achmed himself."

“* Who was this Sultan Achmed?”

« Listen to me, my lord, and you shall hear. I know no-
thing of your nation; but all that I have heard of it reminds
me of the character of this man. Achmed, 2 mighty pacha,
a truly good and benevolent ruler, became suddenly liable
to attacks of the most intolerable smnu:, although he was
well skilled in the discovery of new modes of entertain-
ment and diversion. For instance, he had caused many
thousands of mightingales and other birds to be instructed
in artificial song, and at a given signal the sweetest har-
mony would burst from the assembled choristers. Daily
did the Ottoman court assemble in a gallery to hsten to
these feathered songsters, and often, for hours togethed,
did they listen to their melodious notes. But even this
amusement soon became wearisome to him. Neither the
charms of pleasure nor the graver cares of state had power
to fill the void which existed in Achmed's soul. One day,
the pacha, oppressed with gloom, slowly paced the alleys
of his garden. His favourite, Mahommed, vainly strove to
enliven him by cheerful conversation or lLively sallies. his
brow still continued overshadowed with care, and even the
favourite, abandoning his vain attempts to dissipate his
master’s gloom, himself sank into that same state of silent
and morose reserve. Ennu: is contagious. Achmed sud-
denly paused at the edge of a terrace which commanded a
view of all the surrounding gardens. He stood for some
moments 1n a sort of dreamy silence, watching a slave who
was engaged at a distance in trimming a shrub of jasmine
whose luxuriant branches floated in the breeze. At length
he turned to Mahommed, and said, ‘Bring me the head of
this slave!’ Although the favourite was not a Lttle sur-
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prised at the unexpected command, which was but little
accordant with the ordinary character of the pacha, and
could only have had its source in a fit of mortal ennui, he
yet hesitated not to obey. Achmed, with careless eye, fol-
lowed the movements of his favourite, as he hastened down
the steps leading towards the garden. lIe was obliged.
however, to traverse some considerable space before he
could attain the destined victim, who was a strongly built,
fine-looking man. Mahommed advanced towards him with
rapid strides, and said, *What is your name? ‘Markopoli.’
* Of what land are you a native® ‘Morea’ ‘Well, turn
vour eyes towards yonder terrace. Know you him who
stands there with his eye fixed upon us?’ ‘It 1s the pacha.’
‘I come to jou charged with a commission from him.
* What are his commands ™ ¢ That 1 should bring to him
your head ' ‘ What crime have I committed, then?' ‘Slave'
you forget that the pacha is not bound to render to any man
an account of his actions. The pacha is burdened with
ennui, and wishes to find sote diversion to relieve his mo-
notonous existence by the sight of your severed head Be
silent, therefore, and bare your neck to my sword.' As
Mahommed said this, he drew his sabre from 1ts sheath;
but even before its glittering blade had caught the rays of
the morning sun, Markopoli, swift as the wind, had wrested
it from his hand. ‘You did wrong, Mahommed,' said the
slave, drily, to charge yourself with such a commission as
this; ‘for, see! we have changed places. An executioner
and a victim were both needed here. I am in possession
of the sabre: it is, therefore, now your turn to present your
neck to its blows’ Mahommed sought to flee, but Marko-
poli seized him with his powerful hand, and swinging his
sabre high in the air, cried in a voice of thunder to the
trembling favourite whom he held firmly in his relentless
gmsg, ‘No human power can now deliver you from my
hands. We are alone here, and all help must come too late.
Power and space are both in my favour: bid farewell to life,
for you are a lost man!" These were the last words which
met the ear of the unhappy Mahommed. With a single
blow the slave severed his head from his body; and, lifting
the bloody trophy from the ground, he took it under his
arm, and ly advanced towards the terrace, where the
astonished pacha stood contemplating the scene. Achmed
was no longer troubled with ennui. ¢Most glorious and
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exalted luminary, whose brightness exceedeth that of the
sun! exclaimed Markopoli, as he laid the head of Mahom-
med at the feet of the pacha, ‘I bend beneath your feet as
a slave, for a slave I am, but not as an offender; for, in-
stead of committing a crime, I have by this deed done you
a weighty service.” ‘Ha' what strange boldness" exclaimed
the pacha; ‘think you, miserable slave! contemptible mur-
derer' thus to excuse your hateful act?” ¢Nothing can be
easicr for me than to excusc myself, if you will only permit
me an explanation.’ ¢ Speak, then, but quickly!” I will
be brief Your highness, suffering from ennui, was pleased
to command a man's head to be struck off for your diver-
sion. I gave you this great spectacle; but I did more than
this; for the unexpectedness of the act, and the importance
of the catastrophe, lent a fresh interest to the scene. One
can never do too much in order to gratify a pacha You
desired a head here 18 one already laxd at your feet. And
you have been yet better served than you expected; for, in-
stead of the head of a slave,*which would have afforded
you but a passing diversion, I have brought you that of
iour favourite, and, through the greatness of the surprise,
ave altogether dispelled the tedrum which oppressed you
You may now cause me also to be put to death, if it be
your royal will I have, at all events, been of use to you
for a single half-hour of my existence, and before my death
I will impart to you an mmportant piece of information '
*You! what can you have to impart to me? Slave, I com-
‘mand you speak!’ ‘It is this: that no favourite dare be
permitted long to remain so Those who are placed in
offices of high trust ever, in the end, become dangerous. It
was with this view that I felt I was but fulfilling a duty when
I slew this Mahommed, and happy shall I esteem myself
if I have thereby done you a service. I am persuaded that
you will one day own that I am in the right." These words,
and the calm self-possession of Markopoli, made a lively
impression on Achmed. He said, turning to the slave, ‘If
ou are in the right, then shall no man dare to punish you.
éight days will be sufficient for me to learn to estimate
your deed at its rightful value. Return to your work: when
the nght time comes I will send for you and adjudge to you
the punishment or the reward which may prove to be your

due.’

“ Strict search was now made amongst Mahommed's pri
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vate pape1s, and 1t was proved that he had been engaged
m a tieacherous correspondence with the enemies of the
state even engaging to deliver up some of the pacha’s ter-
11tories into thewr hands  Markopoh was summoned to the
divan, and Achmed presented him to s councillors as the
deliverer of the state He was 1n the first place appointed
Aga of the Jamissaries His 11s¢ was rapid, and he soon
occupred the post of the favourite  After he had spent two
years in fulfilling the duties of his Ingh ofhee, and displayed
very remarkable talents, Marhopol1 besought the pncha for
his dismissal 1n the following terms — Lhat which 15 true
with regard to others remains true as concerns myself

Remembe: my words a favourite daie not long 1emain so

For two yeais I have enjoyed this honour bdatisfed with
this, I now retire, 1n comphance with a maxim which your
highness would do well to observe as an unchanging wule ’
Loaded with honours, the sagacions Markopoli retircd to a
distant province, and when, 1n futuie days, Achmed 1e-
tained his favourites more than two yeas, he piroved the
truth of the wise man s words, and 1t seized with a fit of
ennur, 1t was not the head of a slaic which he ciused to fall
beneath the sword of the executioner Not mm the Last
alone, my lord, 1s ennu: the enemy of every noble feeling

This ulcer of human nature and of society 13 widely spread,
and exercises 1ts influence 1n every land and amongst all
classes Wealth, domestic happmess, greatness—nothing
exempts us from this tnibute  Therefore 1t 15 that T say to
you, my lord, Be on your guard against the caprices of the
French nation All that I have heard of them and 1¢-
marked amongst your own people leads me to believe, that
i many things they resemble the Pacha Achmed Solong
as they are employed, they are kindly, amicable, and easily
governed, but if once they are allowed to remamn unoccu

pied, suddenly they will become unmanageable and des

potic They will praise you and idohse you so long as
you know how to amuse and to engage their fanecy, but
when your greatness assumes an aspect of umformity—
when you have ceased to lead them in search of new ad

ventures—then will they begin to feel the tedium of ennuz,
and charge you, as the Pacha Achmed did A favourite, to
bring them the head of some offending neighbour—a
neighbour, 1t may be, who shall prove too powerful for you,
and bring your own head into peril  Now, then, I leave
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you to draw the moral from my fable—even this: that no
wise man will too long be disposed to bask in the sunshine
of his fortune, but will seelkrin good time a shelter from the
storm which may be gathering in silence around his head;
and that he will learn to know the right moment at which
to renounce the favour of his master, be that master a
despotic sovereign or a yet more capricious populace; for
the fear of being under a master's displeasure may make a
traitor even of the most faithful servant.”

The story-teller ceased to speak. Napoleon, sunk in
profound thought, turned away in silence from the wise
man. But bhe heeded not this warning-voice.

In the years b866, 1810, and 1814, often did he think
of the Prophet of Cairo
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BOOK VI

THE CONOSBCRIPT S WIFL

YEARS pregnant with great events had passed over our hero’s
head since the dervish of Cairo had foretold to him that
the fichle multitude who then almost worshipped the vie
torious general would be 1eady to hail his downfal with
triumphant joy That day had now urnned Tt was the
last day of March, 1814, and the cry ot “ Viie le Rov! Mort
au typant !’ 1esounded thioughout the southern provinces
of France, and were uttcied with a wild and exulting joy,
which more resembled the delizium of 1evenge than the
enthusiastic joy of loyal hearts

The 1nhabitants of the little town of Orgon, on the road
between Avignon and Marscilles, participated 1n this state
of the public feeling. and wéie exulting mn the downfal of
the tyrant, when suddenly the announcement reached them
that Bonapaite himself was about to pass through then
town, and this unexpected intelligence worked them up
mto a state of frenzy which might have been productive of
\ex:ly serious consequences, had 1t not been for a singular
and unforeseen circumstance, which will cause the name
of the town of Orgon, msignificant 1n 1itself, to be long
remembered with interest 1n the annals of Provence The
town 1s situated on a fertile plateau, covered with vineyards
and orchards, and commanding a view of the rich and
frntful plam of Cavaillon, watered by the Durance The
remains of the old walls which surround the town, and of
the fort which formerly commanded 1t, bespeak 1its feudal
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origin  Just outside these walls, and on the road leading
from Avignon to Marseilles, there 15 a house encircled by
walls which appear to have belonged to a more ancient and
considerable edifice, probably a monastery. This house,
which somewhat rescmbles a hostelry of Old Castile, was
those days the “post-house” of Orgon. The mam body of
the building 1s partly concecaled by a high wall, which forms
one of the sides of the street in which this hotel is situated,
and can only be entered by two side doors, which lead
through a porch nto the large mterior court, lymmg between
the wall and the building  This peculianity of construc-
tion, common to many of the old mns of Provence, fur-
nished to the “hero of a hundred fights” the means of
escaping from a danger more imnunent than any he had
yet encountered

There was, at this period, in the post-house of Orgon a
young girl who had been 1n service there for about a year,
and who had often attracted the attention of travellers, not
only by her stnking beauty, but by her modest and re-
tirmi manners, and a certain air of chastened melancholy,
which, however, by no means interfered with her prompt
and intelligent fulfilment of every duty which her station
required. The master and mistress of the house evidentl;
knew her history, and treated her with the utmost kind-
ness and consideration; but they never revealed her secret
to curious passers-by Her fellow-servants respected her,
and not one of them ever ventured to take the slightest
laberty with Laure, though she never affected to be in any
respect superior i condition to themselves Her dress
was simple and unpretending.” She wore neither the gold
4gross, the chain, nor the earrings which are the favourite
@rnaments of the women of Provence Her gown was of
dark astuff, and the ribbon which was passed around her
Provengal cap, and concealed her long and luxuriant hair,
was black. None of the travellers who frequented the
house knew for whom she wore this token of mourning;
but all respected her silent, tranquil grief. .

Laure had barne no part in the joyous festivities which
celebrated the restoration of the king On the contrary,
her melancholy seemed only to increase amidst the univer-
sal joy; and, notwithstanding the obscurity of her social
position, there were not wanting those who aseribed the
apparent indifference of the young Laure to a secret disaf-
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tection to the royal cause Her conduct on this oreasion
was marhed by one smgular featuie which added strength
to the suspicions of which she had beconme the unoom-
scious object  'Whilst the soldiers of Napolcon ~ army, on
then return to then domestic hearth« 1mbned with enthu
siastic admaration for the *“ Petit ( apoial were but too
often 1ecenned with a cold mdifiience whrh the violent
party spirit of the day alone could have mnspired they were
always sure of meetmyg with a cordial welcome at the post
house When the young Laute, standing with a dejected
an at the door ot the hodtelry siw one of these biave mcn
pass by <he nevar failed to ash him 1 to 1est and then,
begging to be allowed to offca him some retie shment, she
would anxioushy inquue fiom him to what regim«nt he be-
longed, and m what battles he had tought

Suddenly theie appeared in O1gon some of those sinis-
ter and dc<1igning men who seem cver to take advantage of
1nternal dissensions, as readily as the bud of prev hastens
to the slaughterield These men came, on the present
occasion with the design of mstigating an 1gnorant and
excitable populace to perform a decd that would have
stamped the name of Orgon with infamy One ot the
party, who bore the title of count, and wa- tieated with
special defererce by the mhabitants of the town, took up
his quarters at the post house Monsieur le Comte was a
maddle aged man, of ordinary height, but with a counte-
nance expressive of the most violent passions He distn
buted gold with open hands, spoke of thc Bourbons with
enthusiastic devotion, and said he had been one of the
loyal band who had so long and so fiutlessly struggled mn
La Vendee for the cause of the altar and the throne The
people looked at him with wondering adnuration, and many
amongst them would gladly have kissed the very ground
on which he trod The presence of this mysterious per-
sonage seemed, however, 1n no degree to afiect the tran
qml Laure Soon after his arrinval, she was seated, 1n
the evening, in the chimney-corner, when he entered the
apartment, surrounded by a great mumber of persons,
whilst loud ciies burst from the crowd who were assem
bled outside the door

“I thank you, gentlemen, for the reception you have
gwen me, said the count, mm the tome of one who only
wished to allow people to form some uncertain conjectures



212 EVENTS IN THE CAREER OF NAPOLEON.

as to the rank he occupied, and the degree of authonty
entrusted to him. ¢« The king shall certainly know how
many faithful subjects he possesses in this town.”

«All' all'"” they exclaimed. *“Vive le Roi!”

“I am the more dehghted by the loyal spirit which I
find existing amongst you,” proceeded the count, ¢ because
the most outrageous calumnies have been circulated with
regard to thus faithful town It has been sad that here,
as m revolutionary Dauphiny, the usurper was likely to
mect with a reception due only to the legitimate prince.”

“ It 1s alie! a base lie' Down with the usurper! Vire
le Rov!” was re-echoed by the crowd

“Bravo' bravo' long live the best of kings!” cried the
stranger, waving above his head a hat ornamented with a
white plume “It rests with you, gentlemen,” he con-
tinued, “ to prove your real sentiments. To-morrow Na-
poleon will pass through this town!”

A suppressed murmur of rage and indignation burst
from the Lips of the assembled group; and the agent of
discord was proceeding with his declamation, when sud-
denly a young girl darted into the midst of the excited
circle, and abruptly laid her hand on the arm of the
stranger. It was Laure. The usual pallor of her counte-
nance had been succeeded by a vinid glow; her eyes
sparkled with excitement; and there was something so
energetic and imposing in her whole aspect, that the noble
spy, agitated by a vague feeling of terror, could not utter a
single word

“ What is that you say?” she exclaimed. < Are you not
deceiving us? Napoleon will be here to-morrow®—here,
i::u:l:e very spot where you are now standing? Is it pos-

A mournful and bitter smile passed across her counte-
nance, her whole frame trembled violently, and she looked
with eager and inquiring eyes upon the stranger, who could

» not conceal the agitation produced 1n his mind by the evi-
dent agitation of the young girl.

“ What matters it to you, my child?” he replied, hesi-
tatingly, “ whether he comes here or not? Things of this
sort only concern men.”

¢ Yes,” she replied, with a disdainful smile; ¢ you are in
the habit of despising women. But women love and hate
with more energy, more passion, than yourselves. Tell us
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‘o then, sir, and do not dare to deceive us—this man—the
emperor—will he dare to come here?”

«Ts 1t as a good royalist that you make these inquiries,
ma yolie fille?”

I know nothing about all that I only know that T
hate this man, and that to him L am indebted for all the
miseries of my life.”

“ There is something extraordinary in the enthusiasm of
this woman, gentlemen, said the stranger “Yes,” he
contmued, “the fact is certamn. to-morrow Napoleon will
pass through Orgon.”

* He shall never leave 1t'" exclaimed I.aure, as her eyes
flashed with wild enthusiasm ¢ No, he shall never leave 1t!
And yet he must not find a tomb here, amongst the ashes
of our fathers No, no' the waters of the Dmance
Leave me! leave me'’ Thus saymng, she hastened from
the room, leaving all present in a state of bewilderment

“ She 1s mad!” *“ Where 1s she gomng”’ * Let us follow
her, exclaimed several persons in the assembled group

Laure had directed her steps towards the square, where
for some days past the assembled crowd had abandoned
themselves to the intoxication of a clamorous and exeited
joy. The houses were hung with white flags, and orna-
mented with garlands of olive leaves, intertwmed with
flowers It was night, but thousands of torches supplied
the light of day. No cloud veiled the deep azure of the
tranquul sky, which offered a striking contrast to the wild
and stormy passions that were raging in the human hearts
assembled together beneath 1ts majestic canopy.

“What have you got to say to our women, belle déclai-
gneuse’’ cried a rough voice from amidst the crowd; and,
at the same time, a man advanced towards Laure, with his
sleeves rolled up on his bare arms, and stained with blood
“ Do not listen to her; she is not a royalist. Fue le Rot!”
111{0 added, as if 1n defiance of the new comer. “ Vive le

or!”

“And do you leave us to ourselves, Vincent le Boucher?”
(thre Butcher), replied one of the women. “she is a better
royalist than yourself ”

“ Only look at that sans-culotte of former days,” ened
another, ‘* with his sleeves rolled up! Could not we fancy
that he was just returned from the massacre of the priests
in Avignon m '93?2”
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“ Shame on him! shame on him! Down with Vincent
le Boucher!” resounded from all sides.

“ Whoever has dared to say that told a lie'’ exclaimed
the butcher, furiously

“ Peace'” cried Laure, stretching out her hand as 1if to
impose silence on the crond *“In the name of St Fran-
cors Regis, leave this man alone  'Wives and daughters of
Orgon' will you hsten to me’”

“Yes, yes, let us listen

*“Yes,’ she rephied, “listen tome Who 1s there amongst
vou who, duning the reign of the tyrant, has not lost a son.
a brother, a husband, a fitend” Do you remember those
fearful times when the¢se brigands scoured our province’
If an unfortunate young man hid himself 1n the woods, 1n
order that he might not be led forth to ccrtain death, but
remain to be the support of an aged parent or a jouthful
bride, he was relentlessly torn fiom his place of conceal-
ment, and often dragged away bound to the taill of the
gens d armes horses, whilst his weeping mother was bru-
tally repelled at the pomt of the bayonet. Oh, vengeance'
vengeance' He at whose command all these horiors were
perpetrated is to pass to-morrow through our town; and 1t
there be not here a single man who dares to lay hands upon
the tyrant, I will dare 1t myself! He must die!”

“Yes, yes! let lum die! Down with the tyrant' Tire le
Ro' 'l’

“ Thou hast spoken well, Laure,” said an old woman
who leant upon a knotted stick. *This monster of a Bona-
parte '——my poor boy! my Charles! He deserted that he
might return to his mother; he feared that she mught sut
fer want when he was not there to wark for her They
had him shot!”

“Good mother!” exclaamed Laure, “every one of your
tears is worth a drop of his bloed. We will have no pity
on him. Let hum die by the hand of those whose hearts
he has broken! Let hum suffer as we have suffered'”

“ Death to the tyrant! Vive le Ros!”

The words of Laure acted upon the assembled multitude
with the rapidity of an electric shock; crnies of rage burst
from the crowd; and in a single moment Laure seemed to
have acqured an almost unbounded influence over themr
minds. She availed herself of 1t to impose silence upon
them anew, and then said—
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* He must know, on his arnval, the fute which awaits
him He will stop at the post-house. Let us begin by
destioying hus effigy  Women of Orgon! follow me!”

Thns proposal was met with acclamations; and this ex-
citable populace, which passed m a moment from a state of
mdiffercnce, or even dishhe, to one of passionate adnnra-
tion hastily formed a canopy of branches, on which they
placed the young herome, crowned with flowers 'The young
men then bore her m trmumph betore the erowd who, with
shouts of caultation, followed this queen of an hour  The
stranger whom we before numed had nungled amongst the
throng, and sought to merense thewr exasperation, but they
did not understand him as well as Laare . He spoke of the
principle ot lemtimaey and of the rights of the Bourbons,
she recalled the consenption to their minds, and thus worked
upon feelings which agitated every reast.  'When they ar-
rived at the post-house, they tound, prepared betore the
door, as 1f by enchantment, a httle mannequun 1 the well-
known costume of the emperor A cord was suspended to
the wall, and this effigy of him before whom kings had
trembled, and who had married a daughter of the Kaisers,
was subjected to the indigmty of & mock execution, and
dragged through the mud of a petty town of Provence'

Napolcon, m the mean while, was continuing his sad and
unwilling journey through the south-eastern provinees of
France The people of Lyons came to welcome hun as
the days of his prospenty, and throughout Dauphine the po-
pulation testified an attachment to his person and a regret
at is discomfiture which often brought tears to the eyes of
the fallen hero, and which, perhaps, suggested to his mmd
the wonderful enterprise which he attempted 1n the ensu-
ing year But Montélemart, a small town on the borders
of Provence, was the last place upon his route where he
was destined to meet with even that shadow of respect
which was due to his misfortune.

On the morning of the 25th of April, a post-chaise en-
tered the court of the hostelry of Orgon. Two persons
stepped out of the carriage, and called for some refresh-
ments whilst the horses were bemng changed. The one
was of middle height; his complexion was sunburnt, his
eye penetrating and restless. He wore a blue frock-coat,
and at his breast was suspended the nbbon of the Legion
of Honour. The other was tall and thin, his hair tinged



216 EVENTS IN THE CAREER OF NXAPOLEON

with gray, and his form already bent, although apparently
more by the hardships and fatigues of war than by the hand
of Time He was dressed m the uniform of an Enghsh
general-officer As he stepped from the carnage, he took
off his hat, and walked with an air of respect, and, at the
same time, of eircumspection, at a hittle distance from his
companion, whose manners appeared more easy and un-
concerned

The carriage in which these strangers had arrived bore
the imperial arms The crowd, who had been on the look-
out since the preceding evening, gathered around 1n anxious
cxpectation

The news quickly spread through the town of Orgon,
that the carrage bore the arms of Napoleon; and although
1t was hardly to be supposed that the emperor would be
allowed to travel thus without an escort, and with only a
single attendant, the report was eagerly credited, and the
mob hastened to the inn, uttering frightful imprecations.
The gate of the yard had been closed, but the armed popu-
lace began to dance beneath the efligy of Napoleon, which
hung before the door; and some of the more daring even
placed ladders against the wall, with the intention of scaling
1t By e singular chance, Laure, 1 the absence of the
host and hostess, this day filled their place, and received
the travellers in the parlour, where, the preceding evening,
she had so unexpectedly revealed the long-pent-up feelings
of her heart.

“Young woman,” said the first of the two personages we
have just described, “ are you the mistress of the hotel?”

“No, sir; but you can give me your orders as if I were,”
replied Laure, directing, at the same time, a glance of
anxious curiosity at the speaker. ¢ What 1s it you want””

«Horses !” brusquely rephed the traveller.

«“And for whom, 1if you please?”

“For us, apparently.”

“That is not enough. Where do you come from® Do

you belong to the suite of Bonaparte? There are no horses
ere for him; he will not need them.”

The traveller started, but so slightly that the movement
was barely perceptible He cast a rapid and piercing glance
at the young servant, and exchanged a look of intelligence
with his companion.

“We can conscientiously affirm,” he replied, “that we
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do not form part of the suite of the person you have just
named Let the horses be got ready for us, and procure
us some refreshments ™

There was something grave and imposing 1n the aspect
and 1n the very voice of the stranger which astonished and
attracted Laure. She felt his ascendancy and hastened to
obey him. The travellers took their seats at the table; but
he who had been the spokesman only took a glass of water,
tolded his arms across his breast, and scemed absorbed
meditation Suddenly the cries of the mfurated populace
were heard with redoubled force, aud the discharge of fire-
arms attracted the attention of the tiavellers  Laure en-
tered the apartment with a hatchet 1 her hand, and her
eyes spmkhng with joy

** Stop, young woman"' said the stranger, calinly ** what
is the cause of all this clammowm, and where are you your-
self gomg"”

It 18 nothing, nothing at all,” replhied Laure; “only that
Bonaparte may perhaps be approaching, and 1 will not be
the last to strike him "

*What'" exclaimed the stranger. with an air of pamful
astomishment, “is it against Napoleon that thus conspiracy
has been formed® These people have been misled. Doubt-
less, agitators have been amongst them, and profited by the
present excited state of their feelings I know the Proven-
caux they are hasty and enthusiastic, they will recover
from thewr error But you,” continued he, turning towards
Laure, “you, so young and so handsome, what can Napo-
leon have done to you to mspire you with this feeling of
hatred” Will you dare to raise your hand against him who
has been your emperor, and who was crowned by the pope
himself »"

“Say, rather, our oppressor,” exclaimed Laure. And yet
the look and the voice of this man caused her an indescr:-
bable emotion. She dropped her hatchet, and timidly cast
her eyeg upon the ground. One would have thought she
felt ashamed of the enthusiasm she had betrayed.

** Well,” resumed the stranger, **do not be afraid of me;
but tell me what deep wound has this Bonaparte inflicted
E{)o‘:;li. you that you should thus hate him and thirst for his

“I do not know who you may be,” said Laure; “but I
feel the need of justifying myself in your eyes. Napoleon!
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oh, what grief that man has caused me! I wasan orphan: -
I had, however, a brother who took care of me We dwelt
together in the house where we had closed our parents’
eves, and where their parents, too, had lived and died I
was happy with my brother, with my dear Joseph. who -
knew every thought of my heart ——"

A tear started to the eyes of Laure, and rolled down her
cheek

“(Go on, my child,” said the traveller in a kind tonme of
voice; “I feel the deepest mterest 1n your history.”

« Alas, sir'” resumed laure, “my brother was much
older than I. He had been a soldier whilst I was yet a
child, and he got his discharge how I cannot tell But
Joseph knew how much I loved—oh' why should I not
own 1t>—yes, how much I loved Eugéne Robert, the son
of a poor old woman 1 the neighbourhood! We formed
so many plans for the future, he was so good, so hand-
some, and he'had never loved any one but me. The con-
scription came; and oh, sir—would you believe 1it>—Joseph
insisted upon gomng m place of my Eugéne' Yes; not-
withstanding my tears and the entreaties of my lover, he
had himself enlisted 1n his place He died three months
afterwards in that terrible campaign in Russia. Oh, my
Joseph! may God bless thee' never a man was mourned
for as thou wast!”

“Young woman,” said the stranger, as he seized the
trembling hand of Laure, with an emotion which his com-
panion seemed to share, ¢ the bones of one hundred thou-
sand brave Frenchmen repose on the desert plains of
Russia; and I, who have served in their ranks, thank you
from my heart for the tears you have shed over their fate.
For ever sacred be their memory !”

Thue saying, he uncovered his head, as if in token of
respeet and pious remembrance of the dead.

“And do yomw also weep for them?" exclmmed Laure.
“Oh' may Samt Francois le Régis protect you, sir! Bat,
would you believe it possible? After the departure of my
brother, my Eugéne fulfilled his promise, and I became
his wife. Omne day the gens-d’armes surrounded our cot-

; they eame, 1n the name of the emperor, to tear my
husband from my arms You tremble' Yes,n the name
of the emperor they did their terrible deed. I cast myself
into my husbend’s arms and aried for mercy. He wept—
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he cast himself at thewr feet, but m vam They put a
heavy cham 10und his neck 7 sau it I sought to burst
those cruel bonds. 1 fell bathed in my blood I had re-
cenved a sabre-cut on my breast from onc¢ of the gens-
darmes Eugene Robert was killed at the battle of Lntzen
—hete 15 his last letter to me, and a lock of his black hair
L always wear them near my heart Oh' T mwst help to
shed the blood of the ambitious tyrant who robbed me of
my husband—of my brother' T sold my fathers house,
and took the situation ot servant at an inn, m order that
my Eugene s aged mother nmught never know want  The
poor mother ' she weeps evary day, and every day she talks
of her son, who was so good aud so handsome  Wheneva
lier hour comes, I shall soon tollow he1 to the grave *

Thus <aymg, she hted her hatchet iom the giound, and
turned away in silence from the strangers As she was
about to leave the room, however, the younger traveller
again addressed her thus—

«“Stop'’ he exclaimed, “you are thirsting for the blood
of Napoleon Your grief has led jou astray, but your
sorrows have been very great 'There, sir,” said he, turn-
g to his companion, <this 1s the way in which the agents
of a government cxecute its laws Listen to me, young
woman You are not formed to mngle amongst this vile
populace whose cries now fill the air I am the emperor ”

*“ Ah, sire!” exclaimed the Enghish general, casting him-
self between Laure and Napoleon, ‘' What are you about?”

* Sir,” rephied Bonaparte, ‘1t 1> not 1n our power to re-
tard for a single moment the hour of our death perhaps
I may only have been spared on so many battle-fields 1n
order that I might fall here by the hand of this obscure

1, whose misfortunes I compassionate.”

It would be difficult to describe the effect which this
unforeseen circumstance had upon Laure. She shuddered:
a convulsive tremor shook her whole frame; Napoleon
stood before her; but the hatred of this young Provencal
was only another form of exalted sensibility. Deeply
wounded as her heart had been, it was yet full of genero-
sity and kindliness. When she saw before her this illus
trious man, whose name alone had so long inspired her
heart with the thirst of vengeance, it was no longer hatred
which filled her breast, but an undefinable sensation of
mingled respect and awe; and she involuntarily sank upon
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her knees, as if to offer her willing homage to his fallen
ess.

«Oh!” she exclaimed, 1n a voice interrupted by her sobs,
““wherefore, sire, have I seen you® Wherefore was I per-
mitted to speak to you without knowing you? Why did
you not enter our town of Orgon surrounded with soldiers?
I should Jave sought you out in the very midst of your
army Yes, I should have done 1t, for I had sworn1t' But
you are a fugitive, an exile. and unfortuuate Tell me, m
the name of God and of the holy father who anomted your
royal brow, tell me, did you command all the ewil which
bas been done 1n your name ?’

«Madame,” he gravely rephed, “the Emperor Napoleon
cannot stoop to justifv himself in the eyes of one of his
subjects. He deeply teels for your sorrows, and pardon
you for your intended crime No, no,” he continued, in-
terrupting Inmself with deep emotion, “let us forget the
past I would rather speak the language of a father than
that of a sovereign  No, I have never commanded the
cruelties which have been perpetrated in my name- had I
known them, they should have been severely pumished. In
leaving the so1l of France, 1 shall carry away a bitter re-
gret at the thought that 1t 1s not mn my power to remedy
your misfortune, or even to alleviate 1t Yes, these tears
of a soldier's widow make me regret my crown ”

“Sire,” mterrupted the English general, «“ this noise out-
side the walls of the inn 18 assuming an alarming character.
It is necessary to take some steps to assure your majesty’s
safety, since the magistrates of this town are, 1t is sad,
powerless to check the fury of this enraged populace. You
appear to me,” he added, turming towards Laure, * to be a
woman endowed with much presence of mind and resolu-
tion. If I may trust the respectful emotion which you have
betrayed on finding yourself in the presence of the Emperor
Napoleon, I should imagine that you must now look upon
him with far different eyes from those with which you have
hitherto viewed him.”

«J bardly know what is passing in my own heart,” ex-
claimed Laure, as she folded her arms across her bosom
and gazed at Napoleon with mingled sadness and respect.
“ Howshall I save him now” I There arenone but I!”

“If everything be ready,” said the emperor, briskly, *let
us set off at once: these cries annoy me. Farewell ma-
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dame' you are the widow of a Frenchman who fell 1 de
tcnding lus country, but the victim alas' of one of those
acts ot oppression which a sovereign, unfortunately, has no
powel to prevent I shall not forget you

¢ Lame' Lame' cned a postilion, as he struck the
smooth parquet with the heel ot his heavy boot * the horses
are 1eady harnessed, but, tron de law ! here they all are!
the whole crowd, comimng into the comt they want to cut
the tiaces, they say Bonapaite 1< heie

Follow me, gentlemcn 1t you please,’ sawd Laure, re
solutely, as she stepped forwmd still armed with the hatchet.

“Here they are' here thcy me' Death to the tyrant'
Down with the usurper' Ve le Rou!

“In the name of the hing and of the law T comimnand all
loyal subjcets to withdraw! ¢xclaimed a personagc weaning
a white scarf, and who bore the appearance of being a mu
nicipal magistrate

‘No! no! down with Nicholas'* Down with the ty
1ant! Ve le Lloe!

*“Whete 18 he! the wretch’® <aid Vincent le Bouches,
armed with a long cutlass ¢ 15 that he’

Chance had guided but too wcll the aim of the assassin,
his weapon was pointed towards the bosom ot the emperor,
who at this critical moment preserved his usual composure
and self command The English general grasped the hilt
of s sword, but suddenly Laure precpitated herself

amst the butcher, with so violent an 1mpetus, that, over-
whelmed by the unexpected shock, he fell backwards on the
ground She placed her foot upon his body, and raised
the hatchet above his head

“Stop!” she exclaimed, with an energy which imposed
upon this tumultuous crowd «Bonaparte 15 not here
These gentlemen are his majesty s commssariles, charged
with the mission of watching over the embarkation ot the
tyrant Get into the carriages, gentlemen Drive on, pos-
tihon Gentlemen, may God protect you!

“The commissailes of his majesty! Long live the
Bourbons' long hive the commussaries of the king! Down
with Nicholas!’

* Napoleon was designated by this name in 1814 15 why 18 not
well known, but 1t was considered a term of 1eproach
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And the exasperated crowd themselves threw open the
ponte-cochere to facilitate the passage of the chariot, whilst
Napoleon waved his hand to his deliverer, with a farewell
glance of gratitude Laure sank upon her knees and
fainted away upon the threshold

Some time after this event, which has been narrated mm
a variety of ways, the English general stopped at the old
post-house of Orgon  He asked anxiously after Laure, he
had been charged, 1t 15 said, by Napoleon, to present her
with a pledge of lus grateful rexnembrance. But the mother
of Eugene Robert was dead, and the Conscrirr’'s Wrrr had
also followed her husband to the tomb
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TALLEYRAND

« THis Talleyrand " (casually wrote, in 1804, the Baron Von
Schlabrendorf to his firends m Germany) “1s a dried-up
mumm), without either heart or soul His dull glassy
eyes dart sharp, 1estless glances on every side, and yet
they have none of the warmth or vigour of hife, his ema-
ciated frame seems hardly able to drag itself along; hs
whole being bespeaks an entire moral atrophy ” 1t is not
a little remarkable, that such a man as this should have
Iived to the year 1838 a stulking example of how long
a worn-out body may retan a worn-out soul. All men
of his class—Mazarm, Richelieu—amidst the wildest re-
volutionary storms and the most remarkable vicissitudes
of fortune, have ever attained to extreme old age. The
thankless multitude envy these ‘ happy ones.” let us see
wherein consists the happiness of these hiving corpses
Napoleon had returned from Egypt. He had left be-
hind him the illusions of that campaign; he had forgotten
the prophetic warnings of the dervish of Cairo; he was on
the point of climbing to the very summit of earthly great-
ness, borme to the dizzy height on the shoulders of admir-
ing multitudes His desire to win umversal applause, to
hasten forward on the stream of time hke a robust and
practisélierimmer, to leave far behind him all competitors
in the race’sf glory, had carried him much farther than he
had ever oeiemplated in his origmal plans He saw
himself suddenly elevated by the enthusiasm of the popu-
lace to the throne of the Csesars, he hesitated mnot to
ascend it, and with avaricious hands to seize the dazzling
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prize which the goddess of Fortune seemed to cast m hi-
very lap out of her overflowing horn of waalth and glory.
ly one person viewed his rapid elevat}on with a sor-
rowful heart, and that was, unfortunately, his good gemus,
Josephine, the wife of the First Consul; soon Empress of
France, a title which only bestowed upon her more splen-
did musery  Although many of Napoleon's flatterers have
cxalted to the very skies the tender affection which united
this royal couple, and would have us believe that Bona-
parte was a most tender husband, yet the most trus{
worthy witnesses testify. that Bonaparte neither felt hum-
self happy in his union with Josephine, nor did he make
her so  'The ardour of Josephine's attachment to hini, as
she advanced n life, became nearly importunate to him,
and, at times, he betrayed his repugnance almost openly.
This depriveéd her counsel of that irresistible grace which
youth and beauty never fail to bestow on a beloved ad-
vigser. Thence 1t arose that, during the divers occurrences
which were daily brought about by the changes that were
going on, there were frequent repetitions of scenes of
matrimonial discord, especially at the time when Bona-
parte, excited by the secret machinations of his enemies,
and embittered by the manifold tokens of change in the
minds of the populace, was gradually changing his despo-
tic public spintedness into a hypocritical Machiavelian am-
bition. Instead of accomplishing the destiny to which he
seemed especially called, and leading the social and poh-
tical revolutions of France and of Europe to a glorious
end, even though his own power should have been anni-
hilated in the progress of that great work, he sought only
to establish his own might, and to gather around him for
that end all those persons who, by reason either of their
capacity or of their dislike to his power, might become
perilous to his government. Amongst this number was
Talleyrand, the man with the brazen forehead, who, with
unchanging, shameless hardihood, played with the most
sacred oaths; swearing fidehty alternately to the Catholic
church, to the Republic, the Consulate, the Emperor,
Louis XVIII Charles X. and Louis Philippe; and, from
his youth up, betraying all whom he professed to serve.
Bonaparte sought his alliance and concluded a bargain
with hiin; he made himself his slave and his victim, when
he raised lum to the post of the first servant of the crown.
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“alleviand left to his master the burdensome part of the
onnexion, and hept fo1 himself all its agrcinens—atluence,
nd even fame, for the short-sighted multitude, accus-
dpmed to view all things superficially, considered s
delity to the cause of France amidst so many changes as
oble and pxgasseworthy One of the chief meauns for the
onsolidation of his power appeared to Napoleon to be the
2storation of the fannly bond—the marnage bond, and m
onnection with this, of all the ordinances ot the chuich,
hich he sought to re establish once more, having pre
rously concluded, to this ¢nd, a formal contiact with the
ope These reforms and 1estramnts on the  fiecdom ot
1¢ consciences of men waie, however, 1cceived with
ue applause amongst those higher classes of socicty who
ad hitheito mdulged 1 the most unhmited ficedom both
f thought and action Amongst the numbe:r of these
tter was the ex lishop Tallcyi1and, the consecrated pregt,
ho, notwithstanding lns vows of celhbacy, had formed an
nconsecrated umon with Madame le Grand
Bonaparte suddenly forbade this connection to his mm
ister, bemng desirous, above all things, to natuialive once
ore at his cowmit allt he “ pr¢yudices of the olden tame,
order to win the sympathies of the ancient anstocracy
e sought out the ladies who wele to compose the comrt
‘the empress amongst the oldest and most distinguished
mihes mm the hingdom, and would not allow one who
ood 1 so doubtful a 1clationshup to his prume minister
afford a subject of scandal to thas aristocratic society,
* to recal to thewr munds that “age of fieedom,” the
xity of whose morals had become notorious, and had
ren made a subject of 1eproach even to Joseplune.
Talleyrand, upon whose head Bonaparte had heaped
mours without end, well satisfied with his post as the
ost influential favourite of the First Consul, and one
hom he hnew he would never dare to dismuss, was b,
» means dissatisfied with the impenial mandate, whi
fered to bim an agreeable opportunity of freeing himself
>m bonds which had long been unpalatable to hhm He
erefore reconciled himself with hypocritical sorrow to
e ‘ unavoidable,” and announced to her who was his
fe, unsanctioned by the church, the impenal will But
adame le Grand was too smcerely attached to him,
orthless as he was, to give him up without a struggle
P
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she burst into a flood of tears, and, without sajing a word
to Talleyrand, hastened to Josephine, threw himself at
her feet, and besought her intercession with the emperor,
or rather with the Furst Consul; which titles, however,
were at that time almost one and the same Madame
Bonaparte, touched by the ardour of her attachment, and
by her vehement and tearful protestations that she could
not Ine without her * husband,” advised her (as she could,
not herself venture to be her spokeswoman) to station her-
self 1 a coiner of the saloon and await the entrance of
Bonaparte. Madame le Grand followed this advice, and
carried 1t out so heroically that she waited six hows for
the First Consul, who was not a httle surprised by her
unexpected appearance Madame le Grand urged her
cause with such passionate ardour, and pressed 1t so
vehemently, that Napoleon at last replied impetuously,
“ Well, Madame le Grand, 1f you cannot Iine without him,
them you must just marry hun' Madame le Grand took
this expression on its favourable side, reported to Talley-
rand-the impernial order that he “ was to marry her,” and
the bewildemed companion of her life could thimk of no
good reason for refusing to obey the command. Madame
le Grand hastened all the preparations for the wedding,
so that in twenty days she was duly presented at court as
the legitimate wife of Talleyrand 'The First Consul re-
ceived her with the ungracious words, “I hope, Madame
le @rand, that Madame Talleyrand will cause Madame le
Grand to be forgotten.”

Such was the mode 1 which Bonaparte carried out his
plans for the restoration of family ties. The marnages
which were then brought about were certainly anything but
edifying; and though they served to cast a veil of morality
over the external state of society, this flimsy coverning but
il eoncealed the rottenness which lay st its core. It'was
one of the first steps 1 Talleyrand’s eareer of treachery,
that he used all his arts to accomplish this plan, and to
strengthen in hs resolve, whilst he well knew
it would at a future time be one of the most effectual means
for bnnging about the downfall of his patron.

The clear understanding and simple nund of Josephine
alone ventuved to oppose thus rash tifling with that boly
aymbol whiech at this period began to be eonsidered a mere
fashionable cepemony. She ventured also to reproach her
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husband with the bold dissimulation which he employed in
the canyimg out of his ambitious plans for the restoration
of all the 1egulations of the monarchic times, in order to
accompli~h the usurpation of a throne which had lost its
halo even 1n the eyes of its former friends  Napoleon paci-
fied her on this subject, as well as.on that of his nepotism,
which she mughtily censured, masmuch as he allowe¢d Ius
kindred to plunder the national tressury and acquire mm-
men-e foitunes, by flattering her temnmne vamty with a
it ot the famed jewcl-casquet of Mmie Antomette, and by
having the biuilhant diadem of the unhappy queen 1evet for
her use Talleyrand, as might be evpected, enjoyed but
little h ippmess mn lus marnied hife.  Chamned to a common-
place woman, whom he had never esteemed, he lived atter
his maniage, as he had done before, stmply for his own
selfish ends, which weie destitute of every noble clement
Incapablc of fidelity or probity, he never learnt to know
the happiness enjoyed by those who are blessed in a
umon ot mutual love The pure joys of the tather of a
family were not for hnm. Entangled in the web of his in-
trigues, he dragged on his long existence like the <pider,
which teeds on the blood of its victims, and 1s lovked
upon by all with horror and disgust. Tlus, mock restora-
tion of the Christian famly was the flower-covered abyss
into which he precipitated his friend and patron. From
this reform onwards began the long train of 'I'alleyrand’s
treacheries; his eye took in the long chain of consequences
which grew out of every event, far more promptly than that
of his master. From that peried began Talleyrand’s secret
connection with the enemies of Napoieon; from that pertod
began the weaving of those toils which finally emsnared
that lion-spirit, doomed to fall in the fearful struggle. Now
ones more were uniruth and frand made the chief elements
of state policy, and Machiavelism was once more consti
tuted the soul of the French state. Now once more the
secret police began to exercise its fiendish arts; Fouché
and Talleyrand organized once more the dark chamber, in
order, through forged handwritings and intercepted letters,
in the leadimg-strings of deeception, to plunge Napoleon
into a fatal abyss of falsehood. The daring faree of
Jesuitry and psiesterafs, which had leng eeased to be holy
te the multitnde, again recommenoced, and comld not fail
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to entail destruction on those who had restored them for
their own worldly ends.

That a spirit of so noble a temper as that of Bonaparte
became so utterly corrupted was chiefly effected by the
poisonous cunning of Talleyrand. The working of this
poison was rapidly visible throughout the whole commu-
nity. The heroes of the Republic, who had hitherto served
her with so much devotedness, became greedy of honours,
and, like the courtiers of Lows XVI required rewards m
return for thewr shightest services The employes of the
government were accessible to bribery and disposed to
treachery, the priesthood strove to regam thewr former
power, and conspired with the foreigners The whole
framework of society seemed rotten; its moral stay was
gone; and the nation rapidly sank back into a state of 1m-
morality which was even worse than the revolutionary
freedom

The Iife of Talleyrand 1s well known. Despite of all his
cunmng and his extraordimmary genus, he could never bring
the world to look upon him with any other eyes than those
of the very deepest contempt; no heart beat with love to-
wards him; Friendship turned away from him with an un-
easy glance; Honour never stretched forth to him a hand
of welcome, although his traitor breast was decorated with
every order upon the face of the earth

His end, on which it 18 well worth our while to bestow a
glance, 1n order to see the difference between the deaths of
a just man and a traitor, was hike his hfe. It excites no
emotion beyond that of curiosity, and the following report
of the scene, by his physician, ik so much the more deserv
ing of attention, gs it flows from the pen of one who had
been a sincere admirer of the prince, and who could not
raise his moral feeling above the impression of the mo-
ment. What can be said more condemnatory of the whole
life of a man of such gemus as Talleyrand’s, than that
even those very persons whose judgment of him was formed
under the influence of personal gratitude ‘could not yet
deny that the death of so remarkable a man, of one who
had acted so prominent a part on the stage of public life,
elicited no deeper sympathy from his contemporaries?

“ The clock was striking six on the morning of the 17th
May, 1838, when I directed my steps to the old hétel in the

3
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Rue St Florentin. T approached it with sorrowful fore-
boding~ for the state of the illustrious patient, when X left
him the meceding evening. lett me no hopes of his reco-
very  The famnt dawn of the nsing day had begun to dis-
pel the morning clouds which hung over the trees i the
gnrden ot the Tuileries. A few scattered passers-by alone
distmbed the deep stillness of the hour and the perfect
silence which prevailed throughout the whole of this quar-
ter of the city  The bell, which 1 pulled with a trembling
hand, resounded through the spacious court of the hotel
with a clangour which seemed to me almost uneaithly.

* I stopped at the porter s lodge to ask how the prince
had passed the mght T observed the carrmge of his do-
mestic physician at the door, and hastened up those sturs
which T had ascended—oh, <o often'—with a heart full of
very different emotions from those which now agitated my
breast At the sight of those two statues of Silence, which,
damp with the morning dew, seemed to guard that gigantic
portal, 1 felt a cold shudder pass through my vemns. The
cnormous hons, which have been so often compared to
those of Venice, recalled to my mund the mute, motionless
watchels whach rest on the marble slab of a sarcophagus
It seemed to me as though every object around bore the
impress of the grave, and as 1f a death-hike atmosphere
already pervaded this old and at all times gloomy-looking
building The ante-chamber was empty 'The household
avere all assembled in an apartment adjoining that of the
prince, mn order to hear more frequent tidings ot the pro-
gress of his malady

“When I entered the chamber in which the veteran
diplomatist reposed, I found he was lying in a deep sleep,
which gave the physician some faint hopes concerning him,
although he knew it was almost a necessary consequence of
his preceding extreme exhaustion. This sleep, or rather
lethargy, lasted for about an hour after my arnval. As
time passed on, many apprehensions were expressed by his
friends and relations lest this sleep, beneficial as it was,
should be prolonged beyond the hour which the king had
appomnted for his visit When the sick man at length
awoke from his heavy slumber, it was with no small diffi-
culty they succeeded 1n making him understand the impor-
tance of the approaching occurrence. Hardly had they
succeeded 1mn raising him up in his bed, and supporting
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with pillows his dhooping head, than his majesty the hing
of the French was announced, accompanied by Madame
Adelmde

* It would have been an interesting study for » moalist
or a painter tlns stiiking contrast between these two men
now seated side bv side beneath a canopy of old gieen
tapestry as 1if they had been placed there on pmipose to
form a histoiic tableau 1he king, as etiquettc 1equned
was the first to break the <ilence It would be difhcult to
describe the expiession of Lows Philippes countenance
as he cast a parting glance on his setting sta

“ <] am grieved to see jou in so suffering a statc prnce
said the king 1n a low tone

*“¢Sne, you are come to witness the last moments of 1
dywng man  All those who have any regard for hum fcel
that they can now wish him nothing better than a speedy
termination to his sufferings

““ These words weic uttered in that stiong, deep voice
which was peculia1 to Tallewiand a voice over which age
stemed to have no power, and which even the approach of
death itself could not weaken

“ The royal visit was as bunief as possible 1t was ew:
dent that his majesty was deeply and painfully affected
After Lowms Phihppe had spoken a few words of comfort to
the sufferer, he rose to take his departure The prinee
then said, ‘Sire, an honour has befallen our house this
day, which will ever be remembered by my successors with
gratitude and with pride ’

‘dhoitly after the king had 1etned, the physicians ob
served the first symptoms of approaching dissolution The
various members of the family were quickly apprised of ¢he
immmnence of the danger, and assémbled around the sick
man's bed Amongst them was the Duke of P—— To
wards noon the fever increased I felt the need of breathing
a purer atmosphere than that which pervaded the herme
tically-closed apartment, and went mto the saloon The
spectacle which I then witnessed awakened m me a feehng
of panful astomshment I saw myself suddenly trans

from the apartment of a dymg man to a saloon
filled with all the ciste of the Pamsian noblesse Never can
I forget the impression whach the whole scene made upon
my mind Several groups of statesmen, with the red nb
bon hanging at their breasts, stood around a large fire,
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some were bald, some powdered: their ecarnest convessa-
tion though carried on 1n a suppressed tone. produced a
continuous buzz I remarked a few of the old friends of
the diplomatist, who had been drawn to the house of death
by a sincere attachment to his person, and who bore no
part 1n the eager discussions of the political disputants

“In one corner of the room sat a cotenie of ladies, who
chatted over trifling follies, which harmonised but httle
with the solemnity of the occasion. KEvery now and theun
a laugh burst from some one or other 1 the circle, and
was checked by a disapproving ¢ Hush" from some graver
head The young and graceful Duchess of B reclined
on a sofa near the wimdow, surrounded by a group of
youthful beaux, some of whom were seated at her feet on
the cushions of the divan

“It seemed to me as if 1 had been suddenly carried
back to the century of L.oui~ Quatorze, and was assisting
at the death-bed of Mazarin The eye of an observant
looker-on would, doubtless, have perceived there also the
same mdifference, the same appearance of ennui. Amongst
all those who were assembled 1n that saloon, how few had
been drawn there by real attachment to the dying states-
man' Some came because their station required 1it, others
out of courtesy to the family; others from curiosity; but
none amongst them all seemed to consider that a mighty
genius was forsaking the werld, and that they were assem-
bled there to be present at the death of & great man.

“ But now, 1n one moment, every voice 18 silent, every
noise is hushed: a solemn pause ensues, and every eye 18
turned towards the door of the sleeping apartment, which
is slowly opened. A servant entered, and with downcast
eyes and a mournful aspect stepped up to Dr. L——, who,
like myself, had entered the saloon 1 order to obtain a
few moments of refreshment. The messenger from the
chamber of death whispered a few words in his ear. Tho
doctor hastily rose from his seat and entered the sick room.
The whole assembled company followed him. Tdm
was sitting up in bed, supported by his secrvetary.
had already set his stamp only too visibly on that marble
brow, and yet the appearance of vital energy which his
countenance expressed even in this, the last stage of his
existence, filled me with astonishment. One could almost
have fancied that at that moment his whole past life had
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beem concentrated in his bran  From time to time he
raised his head, threw back the long locks of hair which
fell over his forehead, and, casting his eyes around on the
assembled throng, a smile of trrumph lighted up his ema-
ci , disfigured countenance; and then his head sank
a , exhausted, on his breast.”

*In the exercise of my profession, and from its attendant
circumstances, T have often found myself compclled to be
present at similar scenes, but never have I seen any one
maintain more steadfastly the character of his whole life,
even up to the fearful hour of dissolution, than Prince
Talleyrand 'When he felt the near approach of death, he
seemed to entertain no fear of 1it, neither did he affect to
despise 1t; but he awaited 1t as an honourable enemy, as
one with whom he had long and bravely struggled, and
before whom, now that he was at length conquered, he did
not blush to lay down his arms and own hiunself subdued
He died swrrounded by as much greatness, and treated
with as much reverence, as though he had been a monarch

** Scarcely had those eyes, whose every glance had so
long been watched with the most lively interest, been for
ever closed in death, than all those who had been present
at the solemn scene hastened out of the hétel, each hoping
to be the first to spread the tidings of the piince’s death.
Before the close of the evening, the apartment which had,
all through the day, been full even to overflowing, was left
in possession of the hired attendants whose duty it was to
watch by the corpse  When I entered the chamber 1n the
course of the evening, I found the arm-chair in which I
had so often seen the prince seated now occupied by the
priest, who was saying the customary prayers for his soul.

*« Contrary to the prevaiing custom in France, the in-
terment in this case did not take place in forty-eight hours
after the decease. The embalming of the corpse delayed
this sorrowful ceremony for some days. The body was
first conveyed to the Church of the Assumption, where it
was allowed to remain until the month of September fol-
lowing, because the tomb which was destined to receive 1t,
and which had already been long begun, had not yet been
completed.

« I was induced to accompany the funeral convoy to Va-
lengay, not only on account of the interest I felt in the
ceremony, but also from my desire to pay the last mark of
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1espect in my power to a man who had alwavs ticated me
with so much hindness and benevolenec  His biother, the
Duke de Talleyrand, had died at the same time as hum
<elf, and was boine with lnm to the grave ‘The mortal
remun~ of the little Jolande, who had been buiied two
vcus betore, were also tahen tiom thewr quiet 1esting
place to accompany those of the two prmees on then long
and mounful yjourney The cainage which bore this sad
buiden, and which had been construeted tor the special
puipose of conveving the 1cmamns ot the ex Queen ot Hol
land fiom Switsetland, much 1esembled 1 appeaiance n
laxge powder chest

¢ The exhumation of the body of the chnld 1n the solitary
mavevard of Mont Parnassc  the laymg of her little cothn
upon those of the prmees, the solemn glaic of the torch
hight, the cieaking ot the heavv wheels as they passed
thiough the silent <tiects at the solemn hour of mght, the
pale beams of the moon, which seemed to cast & yet mor.
mysterious gloom over that which was already gloomy in
itself, the stiihing contrast between the fn different fatcs
of those who were now being borne to then last earthlv
1esting place, all combmed to make a more powerful nu
pression on my mind

“We 1eached Valencay thiee days after our departwie
from Paiis At ten oclock 1 the c(venng the hearse
turned ito the long alley ot chesnut-tiees which leads to
the castle Every mark of honow which was due to the
prnce m life was now paid to lhus lifeless corpse with
punctilious exactitude even the most trifling mmutiee of
certemonial were not forgotten The tuneral car entered
the principal court yard of the castle through the grand
entrance All the servants who composed the household
of the prince were here assembled with Ius heir at thewr
head The nephew ot the prince himself took his seat
upon the box, and drove the ponderous vehicle into the
town The servants of the castle and divers armed retainers
of the primce followed on foot, bearing torches in thewr
hands, till they reached the church, where the coffin was
deposited for the might, the next morning bemng appoimnted
for the commencement of the funeral festivities

¢ The next morning, from break of day, all the inhabi
tauts ot the little town were in movement Peasants mn
their holiday garb began to stream n from all the adjacent
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villages The windows of every house were filled with
gazers The natiomal guard were under arms Had a
stranger happened to pass thiough V alen¢sy on that morn-
ing, he would certainly have thought that its people were
celebrating the anniversary of some great national festival

“ But what a difference was to be observed between the
funeral honours paid to the two brothers' Fo1 the duke
there was neither expense nor pomp a single post chaise
drawn by two horses, no useless expenditmie, a coffin of
ordinary wood, 1n all respects simmlar to that of another
man And yet now one and the same pall covers the two
coffins the one mch 1In embioidered velvet, the other of
uncovered wood, one and the same prayer ascends to
heaven for the souls of those who 1est under the same
gorgeous catafalque Both were carried together to the
chapel of the Sisters of Saint Andie, which had been built
by the prince himself, and 1n which he had caused s
famly vanlt to be prepared His cofhn was let down first,
then that of the duke, and last of all, that of Jolande The

ful little coffin of this young maden, mchly mlad

with silver, and wrapped 1 white satin, appeared as 1if 1t
were destined rather to ornament a large boudoir than to
contain a handful of mouldering dust

“ The grave was closed, all was over 'We returned to
the castle, where a banquet had been prepared by the
present owner for those who had asmsted at the funeral
ceremonies

“ There we first began to cast around us an ingurring
glance to see who were those that had come to pay the last
token of respect to this great man We looked om every
side; the nuniber h;;s b:mall mdeed vlve could dxscovﬁe:l'
onl le who en in his emp! t—grate
x;erv-:my ptesop But of all the great ones of thogmmea.rth whom he
had served—whom he had helped to render great, powetful,
and wealthy—of all these, we saw not one!™



CONCLUSION

11 15 difficult to wrnite the history of a hero, when, in order
to do him justice, one must fight his battle against contém-
poraries who have exerciced no small influence upon his
tate Therefore 1t 1~ that, in undertaking the present work,
I at once renounced all pretension to writing a book of
Iustory, properly so called  But neither could I attempt to
write a work of puie jiction, when, at every step, truth
seemed to cross my path; amd my conscience rebelled
against such a disfigurement of historic facts as a mark of
mere poetic romance would seem to requre

The pedants, who have been, for the most part, the his-
tomans of the present century, will doubtless declaim aguinst
the arrogance of the compiler and of the poet who has thus
undertaken to weave together i a mingled web history and
romance; whilst the poets of the day will deem that un-
Jjust violence has been domne to their noble art, by placing
her handmaid, Fancy, under the rigid constraint of histonc
truth “What can Truth avail us,” some will say, * when
disguised beneath the garb of fancy, and eoncealed under
the shadowy veil of fiction? She gains nothing m bravery,
and loses much of her reality.”

By no means Men too often will not bear with Truth
when she appears before them without a veil They also
despise poetry when it is not founded upon truth. There-
fore it is that we have adopted this semi-romantic, semi-
historical form, in order to convey more vividly to the
minds of men some distinct images of that fearful period
whose better fruits we are even now reaping. The occur-
rences of the day have prevented us from ecarrying our plan
mto execution to its full extent. We are compelled to
pause, and to await patiently the time when it may become
possible for us to complete our design. It requires a
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cooler head and a more passive spirit than we are possessed

-of to devote our thoughts to either art or hterature amdst
the scenes of discord and war which surreand us on every
stde. The hand which drew these imperfect sketches
trembled beneath the electric influence of a storm-changed
atmosphere It sinks powerless on the paper when 1t
would attempt to draw even the feeblest. outlme of the end
of tha# distinguished man who has been the forerunner of
a fearful and umversal rebellion

And vet we cannot bid hum farewell without regret
Whatever may have been his faults in the hour of his pros-
perity, in Ins fall we cannot but own him to have been
great. What calm digmity and resignation pervade his
cvery act! His career 18 closed he knows that to attempt
u longer struggle would be hopeless  With what self-pos-
<cssion does he endure his fate' The act of abdication at
Fontainebleau will ever cover with glory his departure from
the scene of action But even after that terrible hour his
spirt yet retains its watchfnlness He discovers the weak-
ness of his enemies, and returns from Elba to Paris And,
when once again the whole of Europe, united by a common
bond of terror, rises up in arms against him and castg him
down once more from the pinnacle of earthly glory, how
nobly does he cast himself upon the mercy of his earliest,
bitterest, and most powerful enemy Instead of yielding
humself up into the hands of the Emperor Francis, he
ascends the deck of the * Bellerophon;” England conveys
him to St Helena; and he performs the unwilling voyage
with the dignified tranqullity of a hero who feels himself
cver greater than his fate.

An involuntary feelmg of reverence compels his conque-
rors to treat him with respect. On the rock of St. Helena
he composed that remaikable journal, m which there is not
a single word of unkindness or of bitterness, not one un-
just judgment concerning his fellow-men; not one false
statement. What elevation of mind does 1t not display'
What a superjority to all human passions! Truly this
journal 1s the best monument that could have been erected
to that greatness and magnanimity of soul, which remained
to the last unshaken in this heroic man, whose spint no
misfortune was capable of subduing

+ Whatever judgment History may ultimately form with
-regard 1o Napoleon's character, one glory must ever be his-
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that of having been the most distinguished being who ap-
peared on the world s stage during an age when all things—
men, events, maunners, all—were remmkuble and unex-
ampled And yet there 1s something consolatory in the
assurance which such a history as that of this giant mind
conveys, namely that no one man. however great he may
be. can long be the central pomt of the world’s existence.
T'he 1solated, secluded state of teeling which at thig tsme
was peculiar to everv nation m the mdst of the storms of
the great Napoleonie wars 1s full of poetic meaning and
significance  Whilst Napoleon gained victory after victory,
and the whole ot cential Europe stood aghaxt at his career,
the Spanmuds tioubled themselves but httle aboutghis
greatness or his success 'T'he Russians looked upon Bim
as the Antichrist; the Greeks viewed hum i the hight of
an adventurer; and the Twks despised him as an unbe-
hever

The great tragedy which occupied all minds, and to
which every eye was turned from 1789 to 1815, we must
now leave to a futurc perod, and perhaps to an abler pen
than ours, to describe Its termination 1s well known to
all, and few, even amongst lns enemes, but must thik,
with a pang, of that hion-spirit, eaught m the toils which
had been woven so pitilessly around him. And yet, not- =
withstanding the many noble pomts of his character, we
cannot counceal from ourselves the fact, that Bonaparte,
after the early ardour of his youthful career had passed,
unhappily learned to despise humamty, and by hus egotism
and reckless ambition alienated from luimself the hearts of
the great mass of the nation. From being the champion
of liberty, he became the abettor of despotic power, and
thus aroused against himself the feelings of whole nations
Still, perhaps, he might not even then have fallen a victim
to the mught of his enemies, had not the power of gold
been also enlisted against lum It 1s well known that over
all Europe paid agents were employed to undermine his
power; and m many hearts where the voice of liberty might
have been unheeded, the love of money proved all-power-
ful. It is, indeed, marvellous how, in these our days of
mtellectual growth, the love of gold oversways the destinies
of individuals as well as the fate of empires. This s a
passion which eats into the very vitals of any people who
indulge in 1t; and England, Bonaparte’s most powerful



. - -

28 - LVENTS IN THE cuﬂmg OF NAPOLEON

enemy, she who had the glory of seeing the hitherto invin- .
cible conqueror prostrate at her feet, has proved that thé
love of gold, ruling, as it does, throughout that mightv em- '
pire, amongst high and low, rich and poor, becomes a
canker-worm at the very heart of a people’s prosperity.

There are days in wlich nmught and influence have too
often been acquired, not by violence, not by dihigence, not
even by genwus; only by gold—gold, which 1s often east into
the lap merely by the hand of Fate, and which, save for the
prejudices of mankind, would be nothing more than yellow
clay.
But this reversal of the laws of nature—this rule of that

. is in itself base and worthless—cannot long subsist
Solh will the reign of intrigue, of falsehood, of ‘avarice,
come to an end; and the mnations, mow blindly struggling
after a good which ag y? they are only feeling after, will
learn, though perhaps after ycars of bitter experience, that
it is not constitutions alone, however good, “ social com-
pacts,” * rights of men,” however fuir and promising, which
can assure their liberty; that 1t is the truth, and the truth
alone, which can make the



















