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THE EMPRESS JOSEPHINE

JosepHINE TASCHER DE LA PAGERIE, the daughter of an
American woman and a Frenchman living in Martinique, was
born at Trois Islets there, June 23, 1763. Who at that time
could have foreseen that she was destined to play a great role
in the history of France, and would occupy the first rank
among the women of her fatherland? An old negress, it is
true, predicts to her when she is a child that she will be twice
married, that her first marriage will be unfortunate, and that
she will die Queen of France. But these are predictions to
which only simplicity attaches credence.

At fifteen, Josephine leaves the convent at which she has
been educated. She betakes herself to France, and Madame
Renaudin, her aunt, marries her in 1779 to a clever and
dashing officer of twenty, Viscount Alexandre de Beauharnais.
This union starts off ill. A thorough man of the world, the
brisk and light-minded officer does not understand that his
young wife, abruptly transplanted to the midst of Parisian
upper society, feels rather an exile there. He considers her an
insignificant person, neglects her, and leaves her to stay with
the two children born to them: a son, who is to be Prince
Eugéne, and a daughter, Hortense, who is to be queen.

Called to America by business, the viscount in 1788 sets
out alone for Martinique. During his absence, Josephine fol-
lows the excellent counsels of Madame de Montesson and the
Countess Fanny de Beauharnais. She is assiduous at drawing-
rooms. She learns her apprenticeship to society so well, that
on her husband’s return he accuses her of infidelity, and brings
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against her before the Parliament of Paris an absurd lawsuit
for separation of bodies, a suit which he loses.

An amicable separation nevertheless takes place between
the two consorts, who during four years live far apart from each
other. Josephine has even been back for two years with her
family in Martinique, when Alexandre de Beauharnais induces
her, in consequence of numerous and urgent steps, to return
and take up once more their life in common.

Meanwhile, great events have been enacted. When Jose-
phine reénters, in 1791, her old house in the rue de I'Univer-
sité, the Revolution has changed many things. The viscount
himself has become deputy to the Constituent Assembly. He
there pronounces energetically for the suppression of privileges,
the equality of punishments, and the admissibility of all citizens
to all employments. He is one of the conspicuous person-
ages; his salon is much frequented, and Josephine’s grace
quickly augments the attraction and the fame of her receptions.

But the frontiers are being assailed. Alexandre de Beau-
harnais resumes service as an officer ; he distinguishes himself
so well against the enemy that in no long time he receives the
chief command of the Army of the Rhine. He is occupying
this high position ‘when there appears, in 1793, the decree
which dismisses the nobility from all military employ. He
immediately resigns, and retires to his estates. He does not
long remain there, for, denounced as a suspect, he is arrested
and dragged before the Revolutionary tribunal, where he is
accused of having, by a fortnight’s inaction, contributed to the
surrender of Mayence. De Beauharnais, condemned to death,
is executed on the sth Thermidor.

Like so many others, Josephine herself has become suspect.
Shut up in the prison at Carmes, she meets there Therezia
Cabarrus, the beautiful mistress of Tallien ; she forms an inti-
mate connection with her; and when, after Robespierre’s
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death on the gth Thermidor, she recovers liberty, that firm
friendship aids her greatly in obtaining restitution of her con-
fiscated property.

Josephine is then protected by Barras, of whom she is
accused without proof of having been the mistress. She is
urged by him to marry Bonaparte, whose acquaintance she has
made, and who is enticed by her beauty, her grace, and her
sweetness. The handsome widow, already thirty-three, is at
first reluctant enough over this projected union. Nevertheless,
after mature reflection, and vanquished by the impetuous pas-
sion which Bonaparte evinces for her, she yields to the urgency
of her friends, and decides to marry “the Corsican with the
flat locks.” The civil marriage is celebrated March 9, 17956.

Two days later, Bonaparte, named general-in-chief of the
Army of Italy, goes to rejoin his troops, with whom he soon
gains, blow on blow, victories on victories. At the news of his
success, Josephine hastens to Italy; she speeds as far as Milan
to rejoin the conqueror of Lodi, whom she wishes to follow
even to his headquarters. But having barely escaped capture
by the Austrian troops, she finds herself compelled with much
hardship to return to Lombardy.

After the preliminaries of Leoben, we again find her near
Milan, at the chiteau of Montebello, where she gives royal
receptions while waiting for the peace of Campo Formio to
permit the general to return to Paris.

The sojourn of Josephine and Bonaparte in the capital is
short. The general receives the order to set out for Egypt;
and as he refuses to take his wife with him, Josephine retires to
Malmaison, at the fine estate she has just bought in the neigh-
bourhood of Paris and Versailles.

From this moment Malmaison becomes the rendezvous of
the celebrities of France. Beneath the shade of her fine trees,
Bernardin de Saint-Pierre, Joseph Chénier, Arnault, Legouvé



THE EMPRESS JOSEPHINE

Talma, Collin d’Harleville, Volney, Méhul, Gérard, Lesueur,
Girodet, and many others yet, present their homages to the
fair proprietress, and constitute around her a veritable court,
which recalls the ancient memories of Trianon of illustrious
name. And what shall we say of those Thursday receptions
which a Pleiad of handsome women iilumine with their beauty ;
where, beside Hortense de Beauharnais, one admires Mes-
dames Tallien, Caffarelli, Damas, and Andreossi, and the Count-
esses de Beauharnais, d’Houdetot, etc.? So when Bonaparte
returns from Egypt, there is a fully organized party there on
which it suffices to lean for success in his coup d’état of the
18th Brumaire.

The epoch of the sojourn at Malmaison is perhaps for Jose-
phine that in which her life is happiest and most brilliant.
Soon, alas! begins the era of disillusions and griefs. Bona-
parte is already abandoning himself to fleeting amours ; already
he is reproaching his wife with barrenness ; already, urged by
his family, he is pronouncing the word divorce. Josephine,
nevertheless, still succeeds in retaining for some time her
inconstant spouse. More yet, she secures consecration and
coronation as Empress by Pope Pius VIL,, at the same time as
the Emperor (Dec. 2, 1804). What a triumph for her the day
when Napoleon’s sisters, her sworn foes, are obliged to hold up
the skirts of her cloak during the official ceremonies! How
her maternal heart must also have rejoiced when Prince
Eugene, appointed Viceroy of Italy, marries the daughter of
the King of Bavaria (1805-6), and when her daughter Hor-
tense becomes Queen of Holland (1806) ! But also what sad
awakenings.

Heedless, adored by all who approach her, lavish to such a
degree that the Emperor gives severe orders to restrain the
inconsiderate expenses which are involving her in debt, she
lives in the midst of continual fétes. She is abruptly over-
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whelmed by misfortune ; for Bonaparte suddenly gives her to
understand that, having decided to found a dynasty, he is going
to divorce her. The unfortunate Empress weeps; she sheds
bitter tears, but those tears in which her august consort “ found
an',incomparable charm” remain this time without effect.
Cold reasons of state triumph, and the divorce is pronounced
Dec. 16, 1809.

Josephine abandons the imperial bed to Maria Louisa,
Archduchess of Austria. She nevertheless preserves her title
of Empress, and dowered with an income of two millions, she
first retires to Navarre, near Evreux, then settles herself on her
property at Malmaison, where she distracts her grief by occupy-
ing herself with botany and the fine arts. Despite everything,
Napoleon retains the most affectionate sentiments for her; he
often writes to her, sometimes pays a visit to Malmaison, and
in 1812 brings her his son, the King of Rome, whom she
kisses, weeping.

Existence already seems very dull to her; nevertheless,
Josephine has still not emptied the cup of unhappiness, and
she is to drink it to the last drop. To the moral sufferings of
the rejected wife are now added the tortures that rend the
heart of the Frenchwoman. The beauteous days of glory are
flown ; wearied fortune betrays her former favourite. Napoleon
is conquered; the Allies have invaded France, they occupy
Paris. And while the conqueror gains the Isle of Elba, where
they send him into confinement, Josephine receives at Malmai-
son the visit of foreign sovereigns. It is on the occasion of the
Emperor Alexander’s visit which assures her his protection,
that she gives the grand féte where she contracts the throat
complaint of which she dies, after a few days’ illness, May 29,

1814. :
LfoN VALLEE.






DEDICATORY LETTER

To His MajesTy ALEXANDER, EMPEROR OF ALL THR

Russias, KiNG or Poranb.

Sire,—Your Majesty, wholly occupied in promoting
the happiness of your subjects, daily adds to your fame
the glory which is reflected by enlightened princes who
deign to .protect literature and the arts; but the trump
of fame will never cease to repeat—future generations
will learn with surprise and admiration—the fact that
Your Majesty, anxious to establish, in a durable manrer,
the happiness of nations, tore himself from a people by
whom he was adored, to achieve the overthrow and
humiliation of that celebrated man who had reached the
summit of power, and established hjs empire on the ruins
of republican factions. How did he reach that elevation?
What did he do to attain so much greatness? Surely
he was gifted with an active, energetic mind, a capacity
for great things. He was not among the murderers of
bis King; and yet the blood of the virtuous Louis XVI.
was the original cement of the throne of the modern
Gengis- Khan. For years had France stood in need of a
master. Her citizens were depressed and discouraged.
Napoleon, environed with military glory, appeared ; he
astonished all; and the different parties which, in 1814,
united to overthrow him, then all concurred in the estab-
lishment of his power.

The dark policy of Bonaparte knew no arbiter but the
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sword., Strength enabled him to overcome virtue ; and
justice, often down-trodden, disappeared beneath the con-
queror’s steel.

Precious monuments and museums attested the con-
queror’s taste for magnificence and luxury, enriched as
he was by the spoils of Europe; but the giant who
sought to rule the whole world was not even master of
his own will. A slave to the caprices of his flatterers,
he often fell into their snares without perceiving them.
At a time when fortune seemed to favour Napoleon, while
he still thought himself happy and successful, unforeseen
reverses overtook him, and extinguished, by degrees, the
brightness of his glory. He surely might have displayed
more courage in adversity ; but he was not endowed with
that constancy which characterises and forms a hero. His
movements were out of the ordinary line; they were by
turns brilliant, obscure, bold, pusillanimous, changeful,
incomprehensible. The future alone will show the true
cause which impelled him, and the real object he wished
to attain.

Your Majesty has presented to the world a sublime
spectacle of kindness and generosity. When your enemy’s
vessel was under full sail you deigned to warn him of the
hidden rocks which lay in his course; and when he had
hurled himself into the abyss, you stretched forth a help-
ing hand to the people of France. Master of their capital,
you saved it, actuated by the interests with which a brave
and unhappy people inspired you. The illustrious grand-
son of the immortal Catherine wore upon our ramparts the
loops of Minerva only to protect our arts, our workshops,
our academies, and to diffuse around him sentiments of
joy and admiration. From age to age will our contempo-
raries and our posterity recall those memorable events.
Men will never forget the august and generous Alex-
ander deigned to visit the forsaken wife of Bonaparte,
and that, in honouring her with his presence, he proved
how much and how sincerely he admired her, not only
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for the good she had done, but the evil she had prevented
in the country which was her home.

Such evidences of Your Majesty’s especial kindness were
a healing balm to the wounds of her afflicted heart ; they
soothed the last troubled moments of her life; and when
she left this world—a world in which she had nothing more
to expect or to hope—she had, at least, the consolation of
carrying with her, into the tomb, the consciousness of
having relieved misfortune; and also that other conscious-
ness, still dearer to every feeling heart—as she herself said
with her dying breath—of never having caused a tear te flow.

The Secret Memoirs of her life, which I am about to
publish, were, in a great measure, prepared by herself, and
this is the reason which has determined me to place them
under the special protection of Your Majesty. I have
presumed to dedicate them, less to the Sovereign of all the
Russias, than to that enlightened man who needs not the
radiance of a throne to add to the splendour of his cha-
racter; it is to the philosophic hero who, after having
turnished to kings examples of true policy, and to warriors
high evidences of attainment in their art, might dictate,
even to the best writers, lessons of true taste and refinement.

Permit me to hope that the work which I have the
honour to present to you, may make its appearance under
the auspices and patronage of the greatest of Sovereigns.

But, Sire, however you may regard this request, you
have here before you the historical collection which
Josephine undertook. She consecrated it to France, and
I lay this homage at the feet of Your Majesty. Although
the different epochs in the private and public life of the
first wife of Bonaparte may appear like detached sketches,
yet it will be found that they are so connected together by
a succession of events, prepared by an inscrutable Provi-
dence, as to be all founded, so to speak, one upon another.
Allow me to hope, Sire, that you will find the moral of the
work at once touching, consoling, religious, and eminently
philosophical.

VOL. I b
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Prince! born to promote the happiness of nations,
Destiny, which sometimes seems to conceal, in obscurity,
those bright geniuses whose labours contribute to illustrate
the reign of princes, has reserved a particular glory for that
of Your Majesty! Awake! shade of Josephine, awake
from the sleep of the tomb. Now, more than ever, do I
stand in need of thine aid! How shall I, without thee, call
to mind all the great deeds which do honour to Alexarder,
and transmit his virtues and his fame to an impartial pos-
terity ? Oh, for the genius of the immortal Maro!—then
would I, like him, sing your praises ‘at dawn and dewy
eve."! But there is no force nor richness of style that will
suffice to paint, I will not say with brilliancy but with
fidelity, the great actions which you have performed. Yet
I may be permitted to say, without offence to Your
Majesty, that the glory of those actions does not eclipse
that which you have acquired by protecting and defending
the rights of a nation as warlike as France, intoxicated
by great successes, yet fortunate, indeed, and proud to
acknowledge the fact that to you they are indebted for
the olive branch of peace, and the preservation of their
rich and vast territory.

Seated upon a throne where the world with admiration
beholds you, the fires of your genius will enlighten and
electrify your subjects; for 'tis by the examples of heroes
that great men are formed. The arts that you have trans-
planted into your empire will one day form the principal
basis of the prosperity of your estates, and become the
cause of that veneration which gratitude will engrave upon
all hearts, to the memory of so enlightened and benevolent
a Prince. The sons of fame shall astonish the future with
the story of your great deeds, and delight to extol the
glorious actions which have already signalised your reign,
and those which are yet to give it additional lustre. They
will say, ¢ His country boasted of his clemency, the grace-

1 Te veniente die, te descendente canebat.—Georgics, lib. iv.
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fulness of his manners, the wisdom of his counsels. She
will for ever celebrate his triumphs, and the innumerable
blessings he has lavished upon her.” The voice of poetry
shall proclaim to the world that, under his reign, the
people enjoyed a wise and just liberty, and that by his
munificence, the germs of talent and art are daily de-
veloping themselves throughout the vast Empire of all
_the Russias.

Condescend, great Prince, to receive benignly my sin-
cere homage, and the assurance of the profound respect
with which I am,

Your Majesty’s most humble
and most obedient servant,
LLENORMAND,

[Reply to the foregoing.]
[Letter addressed to Mademoiselle Lenormand, by order
of His Imperial Majesty the Emperor Alexander.]

His Imperial Majesty having been made acquainted
with the letter which you have addressed to him, has
charged me to testify to you, Mademoiselle, his thanks
for the work you have sent him ; he accepts with pleasure
the dedication of the ¢ Historical Memoirs of the Empress
Josephine,” and presents to you, as a souvenir, a ring
enriched with diamonds. In fulfilling his orders by these
presents, I hasten to thank you for the copy of your works
which you have sent me, and to express to you my high

respects.
(Signed) Le PRINCE VALKOUSKY,

(1336, Aix-la-Chapelle, the 6th—18th Oct., 1818.
To Mademoiselle Lenormand.)



PREFACE

I am about to recount to Frenchmen the principal
events in the life of Josephine. Perhaps, alas! I attempt
a task beyond my strength; but what mortal so well
knows himself as not to undertake too much? Yet I
shall not have to reproach myself with baving omitted
any effort to merit the approbation of the people she
loved. Should I not attain it, I shall be doubly afflicted;
for, in whatever I say, I aim only to speak the truth,
not solely for the honour of speaking it, but because
truth is useful to men. If I sometimes happen to wander
from it I shall find in my errors some consoling motives.
For the rest, if I have deceived myself, and if any of
my principles be not conformable to the general interest,
it will be an error of the head, but not of the heart;
and I declare in advance that I disavow them.

It is pleasant to read a good book; but it is not so
very easy to write one. The first condition, and the one
which is the most rarely observed, is unity of object and
interest ; the second, and which must be reconciled with
the first, is to describe events well, and to seize the
different shades of each picture. I ask only one favour
of the reader, and that is, to understand before he con-
demns me, to follow out the chain of my ideas—to be
my judge, and not my accuser. This request is not the
effect of a rash confidence.

Some of my maxims may seem adventurous. Should
certain critics believe them false, I beg them to consider,
while they condemn them, that the most useful discoveries
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are often due only to the boldness of endeavour, and that
the fear of advancing an error ought not to deter us from
prosecuting our search after truth. In vain do weak and
cowardly men seek to proscribe truth by giving to it the
odious name of licence; for such is human frailty, that
there is no truth which may not become dangerous. Yet,
woe to the man who shall, on that account, deprive man-
kind of it! I repeat, the moment the investigation of
certain truths shall be interdicted in France, it will not
be permitted to utter truths of any kind. Unhappily,
there are some men indefatigable in their ambition, who
will never give over; who persist in believing that truth
can never make itself heard, and that courage in a his-
torian does not suffice to make him respected.

How many powerful persons were there who figured
at Napoleon’s Court, and who, under the idea that it is
sometimes wise to conceal the truth, wished to banish
it from the earth! DBut I intend to strip off the veil
which conceals those crafty politicians; I will paint the
ancient courtiers, who—

¢ 'Neath Casar’s eye, composed their face to smiles.”

Among the qualities of the heart, according to my
ideas, that which will always most challenge our admira-
tion, is that elevation of soul which scorns to tell a lie;
errors cease to be dangerous while it is permitted to com-
bat them. Discussion exposes them, and they soon fall
into the depths of oblivion, while truth alone remains
supernatant upon the vast surface of ages.

When one is about to design plans for building, he
does not content himself with an examination of the
house which he inhabits; he goes abroad and views
the winding walks of some smiling and fertile garden,
which furnish the leading ideas—or wanders forth amid
romantic scenery. He creates around him the most
novel and varied prospects. Thus, when we open a
book on morals, or set about sketching history, we must
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leave the narrow circle of our previous ideas and place
ourselves in a point of view where we may survey the
whole range of events and of human passions. The
¢ Memoirs of Josephine” cannot, I am persuaded, fail to
present to the mind of the reader reflections which are
new and interesting, and to furnish aid in the study of
the human heart.

They will renew the memory of the first wife of the
most astonishing man of his age. A new world will be
opened to those who shall deign to peruse them. I see
the tears fall from their eyes, and their souls catch new
inspiration, as they peruse the important events I am
about to narrate. I pity those who, more severe than
posterity can with justice be, shall dare blacken the public
life of a woman who, by a freak of Fortune's wheel, that
never ceases its revolutions, was borne upwards to one
of the mightiest thrones in the universe. Bonaparte pre-
tended not to be subject to the opinions of men. Alas!
his interest and ambition destroyed in a moment the charm
of his existence and sundered the bonds which united him
to Josephine. Is it possible that his courtiers could have
succeeded in their guilty projects had he possessed the
courage to withdraw from their influence? At that epoch
every obstacle vanished beneath his tread; he thought
himself able to oppose a serene brow to the storm, and
brave in their turn both men and destiny. Josephine's
love for that remarkable man, her too blind confidence
in the means he possessed, finally induced her to applaud
his designs. But never did she share that boundless
power whose weight hung so heavily upon an unhappy
people.

Permit me to describe Josephine such as she presented
herself to my imagination; that is, at the age when, still
young, she lost her first husband. There was an ex-
pression of sadness about her countenance, giving her an
appearance of melancholy. Her mind was filled with
recollections of the past; she knew perfectly the part
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she had acted, but was then ignorant of what she was
one day to perform. )

Her bearing was noble, her stature majestic; she was
nevertheless kind and compassionate, enamoured of glory,
which she hoped to espouse—if I may be allowed the ex-
pression—in the person of the man who was to engage her
affections.

With pleasure shall I describe her maternal love, the
heroic courage which she displayed at the period of her
divorce. I shall relate the most secret events of her life.
I shall speak of the enthusiasm of that admirable woman
for whatever bore an impress of the sublime; of her
husband’s crooked policy, and of her respect for certain
illustrious but unfortunate persons.

Josephine had a kind of towering pride in her composi-
tion. The love of the beautiful exalted her soul, and
whatever was noble and generous was sure to obtain her
favour.

She possessed, moreover, but without any show, the
art of captivating hearts. By means of her goodness,
and the graciousness of her demeanour, she conciliated
even the enemies of her second husband. Instead of
leaving him upon a throne, surrounded by abysses, in
which sleepless crime kept watch in the hope of dragging
him into the depths, she gained him friends and parti-
sans, who became his firmest supporters.

I shall also enquire whether it was a subject of reproach
for Bonaparte to have forgotten the debt of gratitude he
owed to Josephine. ’'Tis the ordinary effect of ambition
to destroy the natural sentiments of the heart, and to
hide them beneath a veil of black ingratitude. Soon, too
soon, did he realise the dream which it was his duty to
banish from his mind: he chose a new companion.
Unhappy Maria Louisa! Thine august father, to ensure
the tranquillity of his empire, consented to give to his
daughter a master as he had given one to himself,
by associating Napoleon in the empire of the world.
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Josephine witnessed the triumph of her rival, without
making the slightest attempt to disturb her repose. The
loss of her husband was sufficient of itself to render her
insensible to whatever passed around her. Nothing but
great passions produce extreme suffering and lasting
sorrow. She remained several days buried in profound
meditation ; but to the recollections of the heart, which
seemed to overcome her, she joined the noblest fortitude,
the most patient resignation. A new Ariadne, she seemed
to forget the perfidious Theseus who had abandoned her.
And yet she uttered in secret her prayers for a husband
who was perjured to his vows.

Alone at Malmaison, Josephine no longer took notice
of the agitating factions of the times, nor the increasing
popular disturbances; she heard not the long-stifled groans
of the people, nor the preparations of the nations for the
tumult of arms. Afar from the frightful spectacle of so
many evils, and the appalling arrangements to remedy
them; far from the headlong and criminal manceuvres
by which her husband’s political system devoted men to
mutual destruction, and opposed fury to fury, her heart,
wholly consecrated to doing good, preferred the silent,
but instructive, communion of the children of Nature to
the society of courtiers, who thronged in multitudes
around her. She might have been seen breathing, in its
voluptuous freshness, the morning afr in the poplar’s silent
shade, round which the rose and the honeysuckle entwined
themselves, hanging like rich crowns above her head.
Here, with pencil in hand, she would sketch the various
pictures which Nature unfolded to her view. Her imagi-
nation would speed its flight towards that happy isle, the
witness of the bright days of bher childhood—days the
memory of which she loved to cherish. Here her heart
melted with tenderness; here she poured forth her tears
as she reflected upon the past. And yet, even here, she
began to enjoy a momentary felicity. For fifteen years
she was thought to be the happiest of women; she seemed
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seated for ever upon the car of Fortune; and yet a day, a
single day, had already sufficed to scatter all those seduc-
tive illusions. Thus, alas! the years roll on.

Although she must have felt the necessity of banishing
all memory of her irreparable loss, she, nevertheless, at
times, grasped an enchanted cup, from which she drew
long draughts of nectar; still was she sensible to the
pleasure of being loved, and was ravished with delight
when she heard, confidentially, that the new spouse of
Bonaparte appeared not to occupy in his heart the same
place as herself.

During her moments of leisure at Malmaison, she
sketched the different events of her life; she preserved
the most secret particulars of her husband’s reign, and
destined those precious manuscripts for posterity. I will
fulfil her most cherished vow. With such materials I
am permitted to undertake this interesting work. Would
that, for its execution, I held the insinuating, persuasive
pen of the immortal author of ¢ Malthide.” But, though
unsustained by such advantages, I shall offer, at least, to
my readers several chapters written entirely by Josephine's
own hand; and, as a complement to the work, they will,
I trust, content themselves with the curious notes which
she deposited in my hands.

O ye who are still plucking the flowers of youth—
noble Eugene, kind-hearted Hortense—ye whose minds
are still surrounded by the dark clouds which conceal
your future lot; ye who, to heroic sentiments, unite
the celestial enthusiasm of private virtue; may the ex-
ample of your illustrious mother lead you ever to sustain
becomingly the reverses of fortune, and make you sensible
of this important truth, that, without the resources of
genius and sentiment, a man is poor in the midst of
treasures, and alone in the midst of society !

Permit me, children of Josephine—permit me, at least,
to present to posterity the history of her life; permit me
to display the picture of her heart, and the annals of the

»
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times in which she lived. To men I will resign the
perilous career of politics; but I will not suffer certain
authors with impunity to sharpen the dart of satire
against the memory of a woman whom they ought to
adore. I shall endeavour to avoid the shoals which
surround me on every side. Too just to be influenced
by fear, I shall invoke the testimony of those who, like
myself, knew how to appreciate her understanding, the
charms of her conversation, and the pleasures of her
society. My principal object is, not only to awaken in-
teresting reflections in the minds of Frenchmen, but, like
ber, to inspire them with the love of whatever is great,
noble and generous. And let those who, following in the
footsteps of her husband, dare still to entertain the luck-
less and fatal ambition of reigning over a divided people,
learn from her what are the hidden rocks among which
they sail.

I shall likewise enter into some details connected with
the too famous affair of her divorce. As I am afraid to
have my readers misled by false conjectures, and as they
may not, from a want of proper investigation, be able to
unravel a mystery which is covered with an impenetrable
veil, I have endeavoured to shed some light upon that in-
teresting but distressing portion of her life.

In doing this I may present the cup of consolation to
wives who, like her, have experienced those fearful dreams
which leave nothing behind but long despair, their last and
only prospect for the future.

I think that even envy will hardly impute to me a dis-
position to wound the feelings of anyone who has had
relations with Josephine. In these her Secret Memoirs, she
considers no man in his individual character, but treats of
men and nations in general. This should shelter her from
the attacks of malignity. It will be perceived, in reading
the work, that she loves the French, and desires their
happiness, without hatred or contempt towards any of them
in particular.
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Josephine was deeply affected by the innumerable
chronicles which obtained circulation in France, after her
husband’s downfall. ‘I have seen,” said she, ¢ the hateful
mask beneath which envy delights to hide itself. I have
seen the infamous veil with which hate sought to cover
itself ; and I have thought it my duty to rend them away.

“ Though I may be accused of seeking to justify the
man whom all Europe at present condemns, I shall not, at
least, be suspected of having, like many others, admired his
errors, and endeavoured to encourage him in the dark road
of his political system. When I possessed his confidence,
I never ceased to urge him to follow the primary impulses
of his heart—a heart which often, often dreamed of the
happiness of France, which he had so many means to secure.
Flatterers precipitated him into a volcano, and those same
men will, perhaps, hereafter draw other princes into the
same abyss. Traitors only change masks; they adopt all
colours without distinction. They will, undoubtedly, yet
be exposed in the face of the world, but it will be too late
for the security of France. In wvain,” said Josephine,
“should I seek to conceal from posterity the names of
those cowardly beings who have changed with my fortune,
and whose culpable indifference I here arraign, though with
a feeling of moderation and generosity. I know I have
had some ungrateful friends, whose open abandonment of
me has inflicted deep wounds upon my heart. I could wish
to have my afflictions understood, but I am afraid to fix an
eternal stain upon certain mames which I am anxious to
shield from opprobrium ; nor will I stoop to environ even
with the celebrity of disgrace certain wretches in the shape
of men, envious of my spoils, or of the feeble portion of
power I ever retained over the mind of Bonaparte. There
were some of those cowards who, at the time of my repu-
diation, had the audacity to demand my exile into Italy;
others, equally hypocritical, but more cruel, thronged to
Malmaison, and insulted the victim; they rejoiced to see
the dagger already rankling in a wounded heart, and praised
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the hand which had placed it there, treating my misfortune
as a crime, and his abuse of power as the chastisement of
the Deity!”

‘Whoever, in fine, shall follow out all the circumstances
of the life of Josephine while the wife of Napoleon, will
discover that her character evinced enough of firmness and
energy to merit the attention of the historian and the love
of the French people ; and this is surely a sufficient recom-
pense for her having sat upon a usurped throne.

This work will justify its title of ¢ Historical and Secret
Memoirs.” Though the embellishments belong to the
author, the characters and events belong to histoury.

JOSEPHINE TO HER CHILDREN

My pear CHILDREN,—I myself have taken care of your
education; I have taught you to scorn alike pain and
riches ; to stand less in fear of torture, nay, of death itself,
than of the reproaches of conscience. I have pointed out
to youn the means of shunning luxury, especially the cor-
rupting pleasures; to exercise courage in misfortune, and
to regard injustice, falsehood, ingratitude, cowardice, and
effeminacy, as disgraceful and despicable. I have taught
you lessons of humanity and disinterestedness, of firmness
in repelling an insult, and have enjoined it on you to serve
your country. I have accustomed you to speak the truth
boldiy, and to show yourselves enemies of all adulation.
To teach you these things, my children, I did not wait for
you to reach even the age of childhood; but the moment
I perceived in you the first sparks of reason, I hastened to
instil them into your minds. Hardly had you beheld your
eighth summer, when I discovered that you began to fulfil
my hopes. Like the soft wax, which, in the hands of a
skilful artist, takes whatever form he seeks to give it,
youth, at the voice of its guide, commences its journey
either in the right or in the wrong path, embraces with
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earnestness the part of virtue, or attaches itself to the
seductive exteriors of vice.

No one can bring up a child better than a tender and
enlightened mother; and it becomes her who has not
leisure for that occupation, which is at times both pleasant
and painful, to bestow the greatest attention on the choice
of the persons to whom she confides her children. As the
minute attentions of the gardener contribute to the birth
and perfection of the children of Flora, so does the care of
the instructor develop and direct the character and talents
of the pupil.

Gloomy symptoms of popular discontent had long fore-
told the frightful revolution which precipitated France into
the depths of calamity. At that time, my children, you
seemed to be the only solace of your afflicted mother.
Your ingenuous tenderness made you contrive, every day,
some new means to assuage her sorrows. You knew how
to divert and console me, by means of your gaiety and the
charms of your conversation. Early was I tried in the
school of adversity. To complete my accumulated mis-
fortunes, I was dcomed to see my husband sent to prison
at the moment I had regained his confidence. I had done
everything to merit his esteem—I was about to pluck some
of the flowers that spring up along the pathway of life,
when, suddenly, the Reign of Terror set in with all its
violence. The throne was overturned, the élite of our
warriors were cut down by the revolutionary scythe, and
M. de Beauharnais, like many others, fell beneath the
weight of the laurels that adorned his brow.

To escape death or deportation, the most of our friends
betook themselves to flight, and, in the depths of woods,
in solitary hovels, found an asylum which the towns and
cities, a prey to party fury, no longer afforded; others
quitted France. I myself was one of the victims of the
distressing events which followed. The estate of your
father consisted of several dwellings, but his income was
annihilated by the disasters which visited almost all our
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colonies, and by the law of sequestration. On leaving the
prison only one resource was open to me, that of rising to
my task often before day; sustained by the hope of being
useful to you, I earned with some difficulty enough to
supply our primary wants.

You may, perhaps, imagine that in such a sad situation
I felt unhappy; not so. I fulfilled that sacred duty not
as a task; the very occupation it afforded became dear to
me, and created in my heart sources of the purest enjoy-
ment. To work for my children opened to me a way of
happiness, which, till then, I had not known.

You, my son, were born with a thirst for knowledge;
study was for you only an amusement, which you preferred
to all the sports peculiar to your age. I attended to all
your lessons, and raised you in that simplicity which be-
fitted the times we lived in. For that reason, I promptly
took away from you the book of Heraldry. Of what
service would it then have been to you to understand the
different armorial bearings, the Champs de Gueules, the
sinoples, the pals, the besants, &c.? All those words had
become barbarous, and might no longer be sounded in the
ears of the enemies of kings. Besides, I had taught you
that it is not birth which opens the road to fame. As
the feeble lark mounts up from his resting-place on the
earth towards the heavens, so may a man, though born
a shepherd (if possessed of native worth), travel all the
paths of military glory, and reach the most distinguished
rank.

Eugene, you were raised amidst the dust of camps;
you esteemed it an honour, while occupying inferior
stations, to be obedient to your superiors; you constantly
observed the discipline of a soldier; in battle, you ever
preserved that presence of mind and that moderation which
are so necessary ; and when honour, or the interest of
your country, required, you confronted with coolness the
greatest dangers; and you have ever fought for the
general weal. Beyond this no one is required to go; the
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warrior who rashly exposes himself spreads confusion in
the ranks, and often occasions disorder through the whole
army. Promoted to the rank of general, aware that
courage in a chief is a powerful incitement to the soldier,
you displayed your own at the head of our armies; you
did not then forget what. you had practised in inferior
grades. You remembered that the warrior who commands
ought to show himself a model to all who are to obey;
and you ever furnished such a model. If you have dis-
tinguished yourself in numerous engagements; if, following
in the footsteps of your illustrious father, you have acquired
the reputation of a hero, your glory, like his, will never
be effaced. But, my son, never forget to protect the
weak against the oppressor ; ever make virtue triumphant;
ever show yourself the inflexible enemy of crime; indulgent
towards error, and compassionate towards misfortune.

O my son! I confide to you your children. Watch
over their education; let them learn from you to conduct
themselves like men, in whatever country they may be,
whether in prosperity or adversity—in a word, to show
themselves worthy of you and themselves. And may they
one day prove themselves worthy of their ancestors,
honouring their country, and rendering themselves im-
mortal.

As to thee, my beloved daughter, long borne down
with sorrow, thou wast, even in thine infancy, quoted as
a model of reserve and modesty; but, when fortune had
placed thee upon the public stage, thou becamest an object
of base jealousy. Faults were imputed to thee, and the
blackest envy misconstrued thy most innocent actions.
Thy mother was deeply touched by thy sorrows. To her
alone didst thou open thy heart; before her didst thou
freely pour forth thy tears. Although the horrible calum-
nies did not, in all their venom, reach thee, yet it was
with difficulty that I restored calmness to thy afflicted
spirit. The poisonous breath of detraction, which scattered
all thy hopes of bliss, long continued to assail thee. But
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thou hast endured all those persecutions with angelic
meekness, and hast the consolation of a pure conscience
and an innocent heart.

It belongs to me, Hortense, to make thee known; thy
interesting history is attached to my own. How ardently
shall I one day perform the duty of your justification.
Perchance I shall have the happiness, should the Secret
Memoirs of my life be published in France, of reviving in
all hearts those sentiments of esteem and admiration which
are due to thee. Truth, that truth which I shall make
known in all its brightness and power, will correct the
errors of opinion; men will forget their unfounded preju-
dices, and learn to admire thy virtues—virtues which have
too long been denied thee. And thus wilt thou behold
thy reputation triumph by means of that same moderation
which thou hast never ceased to show from the origin of
thy misfortunes. There are those who, enlightened by the
torch of repentance, will say, ¢ Too late am I undeceived,
and my tardy regrets cannot now repair the wrongs of
which I was the involuntary cause.”









HISTORICAL AND SECRET
MEMOIRS

OF THE

EMPRESS JOSEPHINE

CHAPTER 1

“ SkE high in air the sportive goddess hangs,
Unlocks her casket—spreads her glittering wares,
And calls the giddy winds to puff abroad
Her random bounties o’er the gaping throng.
All rush rapacious; friend o’er trodden friend,
Sons o'er their fathers, subjects o’er their kings,
Priests o'er their gods, and lovers o’er the fair—
(Still more adorned) to snatch the golden shower;
Sagacious all to trace the smallest game,
And bold to seize the greatest; * e )
. * o * = they launch, they fly,
O’er just, o’er sacred, all forbidden ground,
Drunk with the burning scent of place and power,
Staunch to the foot of Lucre,—till they die.”

—Youne.

How strange are the destinies of men! Ah! happy, a
thousand times happy, those who are born in obscurity !
They pass their lives without attracting the gaze of the
world ; but do those who return with a smile the caresses
of Fortune, always know how to submit to her frowns?
The artisan begins his daily toil with a song, and ends
it without regret. Day by day he eats the bread pur
chased by his hard toil; and though he reposes not upon
the pillows of ease, he, at lcast, tastes the sleep of peace.

Those who, by their rank or their dignity, are con-

VOL. I 1
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strained to present themselves to public gaze, enjoy a
less happy lot; they must count as many judges of their
actions as there are men to appear before them; and
the censure to which they are exposed dissipates the
dream of felicity.

Again, has happiness a resting-place on earth? Is
it not rather a fugitive stranger, wandering far from his
own country, unable to tarry in this vale of tears?

Ah! whoever you are, into whose hands fate may
throw these Memoirs, so fertile of events, beware you
do not regard them as a dream, nor as the fruit of a
wandering imagination. Ponder well these annals of our
revolutions; let the terrible lesson be c¢ngraven upon
your hearts in letters ineffaceable; for the efforts of men
are henceforth impotent to repel the memory of the past.
Like the rock of Sisyphus, it must roll back and be ever
ready to crush them.

Meanwhile I float, uncertain, from thought to thought.
I know well the task I have undertaken; but I shall ac-
complish it, for my resolution is unalterable, and because
this history belongs to posterity. Yet I know not the
course I may, perhaps, steer, and this uncertainty agitates
and pains me. But imperious Truth invokes me; I hear
her resistless voice; I feel it is her power that impels
'me; my subject inspires me, and its importance must,
for me, supply the place of genius.

Why do my thoughts, wandering around her tomb,
give way to gloomy sorrows? Is the soul, the celestial
fire, extinguished beneath the ashes of the tomb? No!
Nothing of Josephine (I know not yet what place she
occupies in Heaven), nothing of Josephine has ceased to
live but that portion of her being which was doomed to
mortality. She has lost only the rude, terrestrial covering
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which environed her. For Josephine, nothing has ended
but misfortune and sorrow.

Thus wiill I not suffer to perish, in forgetfulness, the
glory of that illustrious woman. Fly, ye profane! or
approach with awe this august shade. I hear bher
voice. She commands me to seize the pencil. Friend-
ship shall guide it! But let me pause for a moment
and recall my thoughts. I enter with reverence the
sanctuary where Jossphine reposes. It is at Rueil; 'tis
at the foot of her tomb that all my thoughts are fixed;
everything here recalls to my mind ber wonderful history.

What do I behold! An insensible marble covers her
remains. This simplicity speaks to the heart far more
eloquently than the most pompous mausoleum. Josephine!
this abode is for thee a bed of triumph. Already I behold
thy glory; thy noble actions have made thee immortal.
Yes, here on her coffin do I lay the tribute of my regrets;
she has passed the dreadful gate; my straining eyes pursue
her, and are lost in eternity !

Yes, thee do I invoke, thou sainted shade, now a
dweller in the palace of the King of kings! Ah, deign
to support me in the task I here attempt; give to my
voice the harmony and the eloquence which belong to
good works; adorn this recital with the charms which
were so much thine own; aid me in bringing to light
the most secret events in the reign of Bonaparte, and
name to me the realms which that too famous man
overran in search of that marvellous talisman by which
he enchained all powers, inferior and superior. Immortal
shade, hover over me! dictate a portion of this work,
and lend it the charm of thy enchanting style. My pen

waits to obey thee.
* * * . * » »
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The JIsland of Martinique was the birthplace ot
Napoleon Bonaparte's first wife. Her family there
enjoyed a high consideration, and was mnoted for that
hereditary hospitality which it was so fond of exercising.
Its mansion was ever open to the unfortunate colonists,
or the slaves who were without shelter.

She came into the world on the very day on which
the treaty which surrendered the island to France was
signed, that is, on the 24th day of June, 1763. Her
earliest look was upon the liberators of her country, those
who had prepared this triumph of justice and humanity.

Her parents drew a favourable augury from the cir-
cumstance of her birth happening on that day, and it
was celebrated by discharges of artillery. The colony
was freed from the yoke of the European islanders.
Such was Josephine’s entrance into the world.

With her brow encircled by a transparent crown,
which seldom surrounds the heads of new-born babes,
Josephine bore at her birth an infallible sign of prosperity
—a token of good fortune in her future career.

We will glance rapidly at the history of her childhood.

In opening her eyes to the day, she felt the influence
of the delicious climate where she was born. Constantly
surrounded by slaves who ran at her cry, who guarded
her infancy from every danger, she was protected by this
faithful band from all fear and all sorrow.

A Creole, free from his cradle, never groans under
the imprisonment of swaddling clothes, which so often
prove fatal; his limbs never exhibit the slightest imper-
fection; and the favourable temperature of the climate
lends him an agility fitting him for all kinds of gymnastic
exercises, to which he has as much inclination as native
adaptation.
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The rapid development of Josephine’s physical qualities,
the unceasing display of the productions with which an
ever active course and an exhaustless fertility of soil
enriched her country; perhaps, even the constant view
of the element which separated her from the rest of the
world, tended to create in her a lively imagination, and
a quick perception, affording a happy presage of her
future success in those arts to which she loved to devote
herself. But the extreme tenderness of her parents, ever
the slaves of her will, led them to avoid, during her
infancy, the slightest opposition to her desires. The
effect of this parental indulgence was to mar the native
sweetness of her temper. She required that her smallest
caprices should be gratified; each day she became more
and more exacting; and, had it not been for the success-
ful resistance of her mother, she must soon have contracted
faults which would have been intolerable.

From the day of her birth she was herself surrounded
by a throng of courtiers and admirers; the former com-
posed for her a sort of brilliant Court, while the latter
cherished the greatest hopes in reference to her. Hence
a subtle pride crept into her purest inclinations, her most
virtuous actions. It needed but a look from her to make
all around obey. The young negresses, subjected to the
variations of her humour, dared not raise their voice,
and her infantile freaks at times disturbed the general
quiet. Her sports often placed her in the midst of
young unfortunates whom their colour had condemned
to slavery (1); but she showed the same predilection for
the blacks who distinguished themselves by their good
conduct, as for the whites. This favour ensured them
better treatment for the future. And, surely, it is a happy
lot for beings who are reduced to utter dependence upon
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others, having no interest in themselves, to find someone
to alleviate their painful condition. Thus, she protected
them from the injustice which awaited them whenever
the overseer made the least complaint. ‘I always took
care,” said Josephine, “to throw a veil over such of their
faults as personally concerned me.” But whenever occa-
sion required, she displayed all the energy of her nature.
Little accustomed to obeisance herself, her resolution,
when taken, yielded to no obstacle. Her character was,
by nature, wild, and of an extreme sensibility. Never
was woman endowed with a soul more tender, more
generous or truer to the senmtiment which inspired it.
She loved gratitude and hated its opposite. Alas! to
what purpose did she persevere in her love of the one
and her hatred of the other. :

Her character exhibited a happy combination of languid
softness and vivacity; but her excessive timidity some-
times deprived her of the advantages which a cultivated
mind and striking talents would have secured her. Her
health was delicate ; her voice was charming. Her heart,
true and faithful, never knew imposture; the smile of
benevolence dwelt on her lips. Clad usually in the light
muslin tissue worn in that climate, she was perfectly free
in all the motions of the body. The talent of pleasing
always excited her generous emulation; but what par-
ticularly affected her, and, indeed, afflicted her, was the
preference which the inhabitants of the colony gave to
her over her only sister, who was really handsomer than
she. By caressing her self-love they afflicted her heart.
They called her the pretty Creole, a title which produced
upon her mind the liveliest impressions. Her physical
charms were constantly praised; the colours of the rose
adorned her cheek, and she knew not then that a woman
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could resort to art to add to her attractions. ’Tis thus,
however, that the greatest part of the Creoles, aided by
their simple native graces, know how to perpetuate the
empire which they hold from the hands of Nature.

Josephine was not ten years old when it appeared
that Terpsichore was the goddess who most engaged her
worship. Notwithstanding the warmth of the climate
and the feebleness of her constitution, dancing seemed
to animate her whole being ; and such was the delirium
into which this exercise plunged her, that it was easy
for a careful observer to see that this pleasure was likely
to engross her tastes. She was also exceedingly fond of
vocal music; and her own flexible voice was well adapted
to light and tender airs. The ballad was the kind of
song which pleased her most; her plaintive tones seemed
made to administer pleasure to her languid spirits. She
would give to each tune a slow and sweet accent, and
the ravishing melody enchanted her ear and seduced her
heart.

Solitude pleased her much. She preferred the retreat
called the * Three Islets” to the interior of the colony;
and, as I have said, her retiring manners seemed to
obscure the brilliancy which she might have displayed
in the midst of society. It was really only in France
that she learnt to understand the full value of that
amability which women alone possess, and have the
skill to exhibit under the most attractive forms.

But her early education was neglected. In recounting
to her friends the circumstances of her childhood, she
gives the following picture of herself :—

“] did not like the restraint of my clothing, nor to be
cramped in my movements. I ran, and jumped, and
danced from morning to night. Why restrain the wild
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movements of my childhood? I wanted to do no hurt
to those from whom I received any evidences of affection,
Nature gave me a great facility for everything I undertook.
Learning to read and write was mere sport ; the same was
true as to the instruction I received from my father; and
there were few better taught men, or possessing a more
skilful manner in making himself understood, than he. I
had no other master until I was twelve years old; and
then they received from my father the same directions
which he had given in reference to Marial; my lessons
were presented to me only in the form of amusements. I
know not, indeed, whether this method would succeed
with all children. I know well, however, that in my case
it was followed by the happiest results.”

Madame Tascher affected a sort of severity towards
her daughter Josephine whenever she saw her neglecting
her duties. She would talk of putting her into the con-
vent, in the hope of her being able there to acquire a
more cultivated education.

“ My good and pretty little child,” said her mother to
her, one day, ‘“your character and heart are excellent,
but your head—Ah! what a head! Tender even to
weakness, I have opposed you in nothing. I have con-
sulted, instead of directing your inclination, and granted
your desires instead of expressing my own. I have en-
treated when I should have commanded, and yielded
when I should have resisted. I doubt not that in France
your mind will develop itself much better than in this
climate. In Europe, the example of your companions
will arouse your self-love and excite your emulation.

1 Eldest sister of Josephine. She was more commonly called
Manette. She was very handsome; but the mark she bore on one
of her cheeks disfigured her a little.
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Here, on the contrary, the indolence of the Creoles has
produced in your mind that repugnance for study which
is so natural to infancy and youth; my duty is to
overcome this repugnance. I have not yet done it,
and your ignorance is my fault.,” With these words she
left Josephine, and the coldness of her manner produced
in the latter the most painful agitations. A serious
thought, a mournful reflection now seized her; she fell
to weeping. The tears were, perhaps, the first she ever
shed. Her women were frightened to find her in this
cruel situation; the cries of one of them reached her
father, who hastened to her. His tender cares in some
degree soothed her grief, and, in the midst of the sobs
which escaped her, she did not hesitate to tell him the
cause.

Love, under the disguise of friendship, had already
penetrated her heart; she felt a tender sentiment for a
certain young man of the colony. She was yet too
young to understand the nature of that sweet sentiment
which draws us towards a loved object; but the good
understanding which reigned between their parents, and
the proximity of their habitations, had united them from
their earliest years. The inclination which they had
felt for each other during the age of innocence, was
strengthened by time, and especially after the mother
of young William had given him the entrée into the
mansion of la Pagerie. Aside from a motive of per-
sonal friendship which had long attached her to Madame
Tascher, Madame de K doubtless flattered herself
that one day her son, by becoming the husband of the
amiable Josephine, would strengthen the bands of ancient
friendship which reigned between the two families.

The parents of this, her young Creole lover, who be-
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longed to one of the first families in England, had come
to Martinique in consequence of the misfortunes of the
unhappy Prince Edward, whose noble banner they had
followed. Deprived of their goods, and reduced to a
state approaching indigence, their position was never-
theless respectable. Erewhile the favourites of fortune,
objects of envy to their fellow-citizens, it needed but an
unexpected reverse to strip them at once of riches,
friends, country; to humble them under the strokes of
adversity, and to inspire them with serious inquietudes
for their own lives. But these generous English were
not slow to perceive that nobility, in a state of destitution,
is but a vain title—a source of humiliation and chagrin.
The consideration which M. de Tascher enjoyed was
not the only motive which attached them to him; their
regard for him was disinterested. For the rest, the
inheritance of the estate of a maternal uncle might at
any moment rescue them from the precarious position
in which they had been plunged since the fall of the
House of Stuart, whose cause they had embraced, and
whose proscription they had shared. These strangers
entertained the project of one day establishing them-
selves in France; there they were to await the promise
made by Josephine’s parents of uniting her in marriage
with their son, when they should be of the proper age.
Her father had determined that his eldest daughter
should go to reside with Madame Renaudin,® who had
made repeated efforts to procure one of her nieces to
live with her, promising to charge herself with the care
of her fortune, and to provide for her establishment in life.
Months passed away without any apparent change

1t Sister of M. de Tascher de la Pagerie.
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in Josephine’s situation. Her parents by no means
foresaw into what a frightful state she was about to
fall. How could they divine the catastrophe which fate
was preparing for ber? Their hearts, naturally so feeling,
could not imagine that she was to drain the cup of
sorrow, and at an early age feel the touch of the thorns
of human life; and as yet nothing announced to her
that her heart would become the sport of the passions.
Maria possessed a character widely different from hers;
she combined English tastes and habits; her face
exhibited the paleness of melancholy, while Josephine
preserved a light and sprightly air. Her heart was not
yet open to the illusions of love; though she soon
found out that a natural inclination draws us to the
beings who are to become the sovereign arbiters of our
destinies—the image of William de K began early
to occupy her thoughts.

The parents saw with pleasure the development of
the early attachment of these two children. ¢ We grew
up, day by day,” said Josephine, ¢ under their eyes; they
loved to preside over our childish sports. I told my
young friend of the threat my mother made of sending
me away from Martinique; from that moment our hearts
felt the same anxiety, and we both resolved to escape,
if possible, from the pangs with which such a separation
menaced us.”

William de K—— had not seen ten summers, but,
by means of a skilful teacher, he had already made such
progress in the study of the useful sciences that he was
distinguished throughout the colony for his scholarship.

An excess of grief followed this exaltation of feeling ;
the boy fell sick with a fever, and was horribly agitated,
not imagining that there were pangs yet to be endured

/

/
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far more trying than the mere privation he was about
to experience. ‘“Ah! my mother, my tender mother,”
said he, constantly, ¢ your goodness encourages.me, and
at the same time makes me the more sensible of my
faults, if it be a fault to love. Pardon your son, but
take care of my Josephine! conceal her from every eye;
for one of these days Madame de la Pagerie may send
her away for ever from her country and her friends.
Regard her henceforth as your daughter, and when I am
older, give her to me as a wife. What say you, mother,
to my project ?” His tender mother could not but pity
him, but, at the same time, made him understand all the
inconveniences of such a step. She would not undertake
to solicit the particular favour of Josephine’s parents,
over whose minds she nevertheless held much influence;
and only flattered her son that his young companion
should be preserved, and that the happiness of both
should be complete.

It was not difficult for this good mother to obtam
the revocation of Madame Tascher’s decree. The self-
love of the young Josephine, touched by the foreign
intervention to which she had to resort. in order to
postpone her journey across the seas, easily discovered,
from the menaces which her family had employed
towards her, that they would soon find some other
pretext for executing their design.

For form’s sake, certain conditions were exacted to
which it was necessary to subscribe. All this passed in
so short a time that the sentiments of fear and pleasure
struggled together in the young heart of Josephine, and
for a moment caused a tumultuous agitation.—* Happy
moment ! ” she afterwards exclaimed, “and yet I felt
unbappy.”
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Meanwhile all things went on in their accustomed
way : William de K 's teacher became Josephine's.
This change produced a happy effect on her daily habits.
She felt the pride of emulation; she began to draw quite
well, and manifested a taste for the harp and piano;
learnt her own language and commenced the English.
Her mother placed all her affections upon Maria, whom
she idolised. It is certain her preference for her was
marked, though not absolutely exclusive. In respect,
however, to the qualities of the heart, the father possessed
them all; he was fond of Josephine. To a well-instructed
mind, be united such an amenity of disposition that it
was impossible for anyone not to prefer his society to
that of his wife. The latter perceived this, but without
repining ; she loved him so tenderly that it was an
additional satisfaction to her to witness Josephine’s pre-
dilection for her father.

After six months of perseverance, Madame de Ia
Pagerie, finding that her daughter was likely to fulfil
her expectations, assured her that she need feel no appre-
hension of a separation from the family; and she added
that, in a few years, her father would undertake to estab-
lish her in life—that her husband would, without doubt,
take her to the Continent, and fix his residence in a
large city, where she would mingle in society and form
the acquaintance of a class of ladies whose rank and
fortune attracted the highest respect and esteem; who
take no care of their reputation, who neglect their hus-
bands and children, and live, as it were, like strangers
in the midst of their families. She expressed the hope
that her daughter would never imitate such examples;
that she would fulfil her duties without making a merit
of it; consult her husband’s happiness, acquire the respect

/.
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CHAPTER I1

“ Divixe Hope!” thought then Josephine, ¢ bright
daughter of the skies! thou hast consolation for the
wretched, and yet fliest from me who am now scarcely
in the morning of life. Alas, thou seemest to shun me!
Thou art deaf to my cries, and yet thou alone canst
give me peace |—peace ! while all things around seem
to smile upon me. All seem animated with pleasure
and bliss—all but me. Nature, for the islanders, is the
same to-morrow as yesterday; and yet for a time, with
a veil which 1 cannot penetrate, she has hidden herself
from my eyes!” Such were the thoughts of the beautiful
Creole while entering upon her thirteenth year.

Whether misfortune bad linked itself to the destinies
of the de K family, or whether their calamities came
upon them without their being able to escape them, it
had become necessary for them to quit the hospitable
island where they had lived for twenty-five years. Mr.
de K—— was forced to leave suddenly for England to
assert his heirship to the estate of Lord Lov , and
took with him his son. His wife remained a short
time in Martinique with her youngest daughter. Her
sister for some years lived in the north of Scotland,
whither she had followed her husband.

Josephine found each day a new charm in the society
of Madame de K and became attached to her by the
tenderest friendship; she concealed from her none of her
tastes, none of her inclinations, and in these she was
skilfully guided by that amiable woman.

/
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Maria was more devoted to solitude, and, in order to
divert her sister, would often contrive some plan for the
relief of a family employed in their service, and whom
they sought, by their benevolent attentions, to rob of all
sense of the frowns of Fortune. The children became
objects of their most anxious care. Their benefactresses
obtained for them what their parents refused to others
in their condition. The overseer of the slaves often com-
plained of this preference, which to him appeared unjust.
This inflexible man knew no motives but menaces and
flogging, and he employed them with a ferocity truly
revolting. Every anniversary of the birth of the two
young ladies was consecrated to the liberation of a slave.
This indulgence became, as they grew up, the price of
their good conduct, and of their progress in their studies.
Thus, in making others happy, the feeling Josephine
found in some sort the means of charming away her
own sorrows. She no longer heard anyone speak of
William, of that William whom she had loved so well.
From time to time, she interrogated his mother respect-
ing him, but Madame de K merely replied that her
son was sent to the University of Oxford to finish his
education.

Many young persons of her age whom she was fond
of, paid weekly visits to the family; they were received
in the politest manner, and fétes often prepared for them.
They as yet tasted only liberty, that precious privilege of
youth, and knew not that they should ever have other
duties to perform and other accomplishments to attain.

These young Creoles gave themselves up to unre-
strained merriment; but the sombre Maria, shut up
with her teacher, employed herself in cultivating such
pleasing talents as she possessed, or in taking lessong
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upon those duties which a woman of the grand monde is
called upon to discharge. She was on the point of
setting out for France, where Madame Renaudin had
conceived the idea of marrying her to the son of the
Marquis de Beauharnais. It seemed, on the other hand,
to Josephine that Martinique was the theatre where she
was to act her part. She did not sigh after a new
world, though she would have been enchanted if the
de K family had consented to bring William back
to the colony. Such is the power of imagination! We
love to recall the scenes of childhood, and the friends
of our youth are always first in our recollection.
Josephine used to call to mind, with a positive
emotion, the circumstance of one of her female com-
panions accompanying her in her walks near her resi-
dence; they passed whole days together, sometimes
sitting in the shade of a palm-tree, sometimes reposing
beneath a majestic American cedar of strong aromatic
scent, while their negresses attended upon them. A
thousand interesting conversations were had here, and
the son of Madame de K was always the subject.
One day Josephine perceived that her companion lis-
tened to her with unusual attention, and seemed, so to
speak, to enjoy the torments which the absence of young
‘William occasioned her. The sentiment of jealousy was
a stranger to her heart, and yet she could not support
the idea of seeing her young companion happier than
herself, though she managed so to control herself as to
impose upon her. Nevertheless, in her vexation, she
could not help saying that in youth, real stains upon
one’s character are more culpable than at mature age.
And in truth, the sense of the ingratitude of her young
lover afflicted her much less in view of the wrong he
© VOL. 1 2

/
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had done, than that which he had aimed to do. ¢ He is
right,” said she, with vehemence; ¢“he wants to keep me
from loving, all the rest of my life.” While thus speak-
ing, she trembled, and an involuntary shudder shook
her whole frame as she discovered a letter in her com-
panion’s hand. Her eyes fell on the seal; she recognised
the handwriting. It was Willlam’s. “Give it me,”
said she, with energy, but with visible emotior: ; “I think
I have courage enough to read it. What will it cost
you, after all, to give me this satisfaction ?” Mademoiselle
de K handed it to her, and, by her ironical smile,
seemed to say, “That will not impose upon you.” In
fact, William’s letter contained only a séducing picture
of the beauties of the capital of the three Kingdoms; it
expressed his hopes, but did not contain the name of
Josephine. She knew not how to account for this in-
difference, nor knew, even yet, that the sentiment with
which he had inspired her was love. Her companion,
discovering that she was really affected, explained the
little trick. This letter was addressed to his brother,
the companion of his childhood, with whom William
kept up a regular correspondence. Josephine was re-
assured. From this time forth she mastered her feelings,
and smiled at the future. She ceased nttering reproaches
against William, though she could have wished to penetrate
the secrets of his heart. Her aversion to lying made her
remember this black falsehood, and from that time she
openly broke with this young lady, not seeing her at all,
except as mere civility required, and avoiding her on all
occasions when she could do so with decency.

Months passed away in the hope of seeing William
return; Josephine had in a manner contracted the habits
of Jean Jacques Rousseau (2). She might have been
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seen every morning carefully picking up all the pebbles
which came in her way, and throwing them at the nearest
tree. This became her favourable or unfavourable augury.
She collected with avidity all the prognostics, and then
awaited quietly their fulfilment. In remarking upon this
habit, she was accustomed to say of herself: ¢ Like the
author of ‘Emile,” I know not whether I ought to smile
or sigh at myself.”

However that may be, Mademoiselle de Tascher
formed the project of going to consult a woman of
colour, named Euphemia,’ who enjoyed a great reputation
in Martinique, where she passed for a magician. This
mulatto woman inspired such a dread throughout the
colony, that, when the young negroes did wrong, they
were threatened with a visit from this disciple of
Beelzebub. Having fixed upon a day, Josephine, accom-
panied by two of her female friends, whom she had
inspired with the same curiosity, proceeded to the house
of the Irish Pythoness.

They found her living in a modest cabin, which she
had built near the ¢ Three Islets.” The avenue to her
magic cell was bordered with the Amaryllis gigantea (3).
Josephine took a fancy to this plant, and resolved to
have several bunches of it planted in the most con-
spicuous place about her house.

The three young Creoles found the Irish hag in a
room that was somewhat elevated, where she seemed to
give audiences. She was not placed under a canopy
glittering with gold and rubies; she did not affect a
tone of grandeur and severity; no hurricane attended
her; in entering her house, no hissing of frightful

1 She had belonged to Madame Renaudin; she was Irish, and
surnamed David.

2—2

,
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serpents was heard, which would not cease until the
new Medea should speak or make a sign; no crescent
glittered on her brow; but she was seated on a simple
cane mat, and surrounded by a throng of the curious.
All were in a commotion difficult to describe. Josephine
and her companions began to feel bow foolish they had
been; a panic terror seized them; they found themselves
face to face with her who was to tell them their fate.
At sight of them, this prophetic exclamation escaped the
mulatto woman: ¢ You see, my mouth exhales no
poisonous vapour; neither flame nor smoke surrounds
my dwelling; nor does a volcano vomit out around me
its sulphurous clouds. No, my pretty Creoles, do not
be afraid, nor be sorry that you have honoured me with
your visit.” Then assuming an air less grave, she said
to one of them in a mild, sweet tone: “Though you are
young, you have had considerable experience in aiding
your mother in the government of several households;
you will marry a man from another colony!; you will
be the mother of one daughter and spend nearly the
whole of your life in Europe; yours will be but an
ephemeral part on the theatre of the world, but your
fortune will always sustain you.”? Miss S——, who
accompanied them, then presented to her, trembling,
some ground Mocha coffee.® At the sight of it Euphemia
uttered a cry. This unexpected surprise produced a
deep impression upon the young American; but she
immediately recovered herself, and told the woman
plainly that she had not the least confidence in the art

1 Guadaloupe.

2 She is now Madame de St. A—,

3 A sort of token, the results of which were so striking in regard
to Gustavus III, King of Sweden. This truly astonishing prediction
may be found at p. 544 of the * Souvenirs Prophétiques d'une Sibyle.”
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of divination. The woman replied: “ When you appeared
before me, I showed some perturbation, but it was not tn
awe you; I subject nobody to rigorous trials, and, far
from occasioning you the least pain, I aim only to foretell
to you what shall be your future destinies.”

She then examined the curved lines of Miss S 's
left hand with the most scrupulous attention, and after
some moments’ reflection said to her: ¢ Your parents
will soon send you to Europe to perfect your education.
Your ship will be taken by Algerine corsairs; you will
be led away captive, and immediately conducted into a
seraglio. There you will have a son; this son shall
reign gloriously, but his steps to the throne will first
have been sprinkled with the blood of one of his last
predecessors.!  As to you, you will never enjoy the public
honours of the Court, but you will occupy a vast and
magnificent palace, in which you shall rule. But at the
moment when you shall think yourself the most happy
of women, your happiness shall vanish like a dream ;
and a wasting disease conduct you to the tomb.?” At

1 The unfortunate Sultan Selim II.

2 This interesting Creole quitted the Island of Martinique in
the year 1776. The vessel which was carrying her to France was
attacked by Algerine corsairs. At the moment they turned their
prows towards the States of Barbary, their ship was pillaged by
Tunis pirates, who met them at sea. Miss S—— became the booty
of these new conquerors, who destined the poor girl to the Sultan’s
seraglio. On her arrival at Constantinople, she augmented the pro-
digious number of odalisks of all nations; and at the end of a certain
time, became the mother of a son. Sultan Malmoulh, who at this
day reigns gloriously in Turkey, owes his birth to this American
girl. Having become Sultana, Miss S—— used to take pleasure
in the singular prediction which was made to her in Martinique by
the Irishwoman, Euphemia. As gratitude was the first sentiment
of her heart, she had sought out the means of assuring to this
coloured woman an honourable maintenance; and when she thought
herself the most fortunate of mothers, and rejoiced to see her
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length, Josephine’s turn came. As yet, the prophetess
had inspired her with so little confidence that she was
even tempted not to submit to an examination. En-
couraged, however, by the example and entreaties of her
young friends, she hazarded some sly questions; then,
with an indifferent and disdainful air, she asked her to
look at the inside of her hands. The black woman; after
telling her that her art taught her that she really wished
to know the whole truth, notwithstanding her apparent
indifference, remarked that her frankness would cause
her a great surprise. She then examined the ball of her
left thumb with marked attention; while doing so, the
Pythoness changed countenance repeatedly; then, in a
hollow, shrill voice, she articulated these words :—

- ¢« You will be married to a man of a fair complexion,
destined to be the husband of another of your family.
The young lady whose place you are called to fill will
not live long. A young Crecle, whom you love, does
pot cease to think of you; you will never marry him,
and you will make vain attempts to save his life (4); but
his end will be unhappy. Your star promises you two
marriages. Your first husband will be a man born in
Martinique, but he will reside in Europe and wear a
sword; he will enjoy some moments of good fortune.
A sad legal proceeding will separate you from him, and,
after many great troubles which are to befall the king-
dom of the Framks, he will perish tragically and leave
you a widow with two helpless children. Your second

numerous family coming to establish themselves around her, she
fell a victim to a lingering disease, of which, after some months,
she died in the year 1811, at the age of fifty-one years. She
earnestly recommended to her son her numerous friends; and among

these was Josephine, for whom, it is said, she never cea.sed to cherish
the most tender recollections.
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husband will be of an olive complexion, of European
birth ; without fortune, yet he will become famous; he
will fill the world with his glory, and will subject a
great many nations to his power. You will then become
an eminent woman, and possess a supreme dignity; but
many people will forget your kindnesses. After having
astonished the world you will die misevable (5). The country
in which what I foretell must happen forms a part of
Celtic Gaul; and more than once, in the midst of your
prosperity, you will regret the happy and peaceful life
you led in the colony. At the moment you shall quit
it (but mot for ever) a prodigy will appear in the air—this
will be the first harbinger of your astonishing destiny.”

Having left the house of Euphemia, the young con-
sulters gazed at each other for some time in silence,
unable to account for the different sensations they ex-
perienced. They reciprocally promised to keep all secret,
and not one of them was either depressed or elated with
her fortune. Miss S , indeed, confessed to her friends,
some days after, that she vacillated between hope and
fear, agitated by a thousand conjectures respecting her
singular horoscope. Morpheus no longer strewed his sleep-
inducing poppies on her eyelids, and for many a night
she was totally without repose.

Josephine, some time after, recounted to her father the
strange prediction which had been made to her, to which
she said she attached not the least importance; though
she compared it to that of the widow Scarron (Madame
de Maintenon). Like Josephine, the granddaughter of
Agrippa d’Aubigné had passed her early years in Marti-
nique ; and yet history teaches us that a bricklayer foretold
to her that she should one day.mount the throne of
France. In recalling these historical facts, M. de Tascher

N
~
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CHAPTER 111

THe family of Josephine were about to see their wishes
accomplished. “Even now,” wrote Madame Renaudin
to her brother (6) de Tascher, ¢ the fétes of Hymen are
in preparation; garlands of flowers adorn the temple, and
clouds of incense will soon rise from the altars of that
divinity. The day for the nuptial pomp will soon be
fixed.”

Suddenly the eldest of the two Misses Pagerie was
seized with a severe malady; her face became pale, her
respiration difficult, and she felt every moment her pulse
beating more faintly. These terrible symptoms taught
her mother that the relentless Fates were about to sever
the threads of life for her beloved Maria.

“Yes,” she exclaimed with deep sorrow, ¢ soon
Maria’s only bed will be the tomb;—the fears I have
entertained from the commencement of the disease
hasten to their fulfilment;—alas! the garlands of affec-
tion are withered.” )

The family became disconsolate; the interesting girl
was universally and deservedly lamented. Never was
the conduct of a young lady more exemplary. She
fulfilled all her duties with the most scrupulous exact-
ness. The mother was in despair. Josephine was deeply
affected by her mother’s grief, while the latter, out of
respect for the feelings of her surviving child, tried to
control her sorrows. By degrees, however, she became
more composed, and found her only solace in the
attachment of her remaining daughter. Poor Maria was
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lamented by her sister, who now resolved to follow her
example; the more, because her tender mother con-
tinually pronounced the name of the lost ome, and
repeated sorrowfully the exclamation: ¢ Would that
Josephine could console me for the loss of my eldest
born ! (7).

In this she succeeded, by means of careful attentions
and tenderness; so far, indeed, that she hardly recognised
herself. Her approach to womanhood had ripened her
ideas; in losing the best friend she had on earth, she
found herself in the midst of a wvast solitude, though
her family still remained to her, and united their efforts
to soothe her for a loss which was, alas! irreparable;
but months passed away before they succeeded.

She became melancholy; she was a burden to herself,
and afraid she should become so to others; a thousand
gloomy thoughts weighed upon her spirits; her native
gaiety was without aliment, and her heart became a
prey to pangs, the keener that they were the first of
the kind which had assailed her. Her father was the
first to discover her true situation, and to talk with her
about it; and to him she opened her heart’s secret.

Looking her in the face, he at first treated it as a
joke, but afterwards endeavoured to reason her out of it.
He told her that, as he had not been able to keep the
promise he had made to Madame Renaudin, he should
charge her with its fulfilment. The words were a
thunderclap to Josephine. Aware, however, that prayers
would avail nothing with him, and that he well knew
upon whom she had placed her affections, she rose and
said to him with moderation, but with firmness: ‘Father,
may my destiny one day cause you no tears!”

He replied that her aunt might secure her permanent
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happiness, as she had a decided influence over the Marquis
de Beauharnais, whose son, d:stined to become his son-
in-law, appeared to consent to an exchange; and that it
was she, Josephine, who alone could supp!y the loss of
his affianced Maria.

We have remarked that M. de la Pagerie idolised his
favourite daughter. The parallel he drew between her
and her sister was always to the advantage of the latter.
"Tis thus that most parents become blinded to the faults
of their children. Josephine was for a while silenced, but
soon implored him to remember that she was promised to
Wiliiam. De Tascher was moved, but, assuming bis
authority, he added, in a firm tone: ‘ What you ask of
me, my dear child, is impossible. I have done all I could
to fulfil my most cherished vow; you must obey. DBe-
sides, my daughter, the times are no longer the same;
you are now our only hope.” He then showed her that,
by means of the favours she was to receive from her
aunt, Renaudin, she was become one of the most advan-
tageous matches in Martinique; and that, for this reason,
the son of M. de K could never become her husband.
¢ It is true,” said he, ‘“ your hand was destined to him.”

¢ But,” said she,” ¢ your intentions, father, are no
longer the same!”

“ My dear child!” said he, * and how has that
happened ? "

“ Why,"” she replied, ‘““has my father renounced his
purpose ? "’

¢ Because,” said he, ¢ the immense inheritance which
he is to receive is but a mere substitution; in case he
takes the title of Lord Lov. , he must marry the niece
of the testator, and it is only on this condition that

William can assume the name and the arms of the old
A
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nobleman. Besides, everything shows that this young
man has, since he left for England, utterly forgotten you.”

Happily for her, Josephine was ignorant that William
had written her twenty letters, which her parents had kept
from her. Of course she accused him of coldness, indiffer-
ence, and even of ingratitude.

She now promised to submit to her parents in whatever
they exacted. But in seeking to avenge herself on William
she was herself the greatest sufferer, and really became
the first to break her vows. The scenes of her childhood
haunted her imagination; every object recalled a tender
recollection; she loved to frequent the spot which wit-
nessed their last farewells, and there to abandon herself
to tumultuous and melancholy thoughts.

One day she noticed a tree on which her young friends
had carved their names. It is impossible to describe the
emotions she experienced at seeing her own name united
with his whom she believed to be perjured. She instantly
effaced this symbol of their love. ¢ Alas!” said she to
herself, ¢the sun shone upon our love at its birth, but it is
to be feared he does not exist in the midst of the thunders
and tempests. A dark and dreary future awaits me;”
and with the point of a knife, and with trembling hand, she
inscribed these words: “ Unhappy William, thou hast forgotten
me 111" She felt better after taking this trifling revenge.
Time brought her to her senses; and then she sought to
comprehend fully this truth:

* Rien au monde, aprés I'espérance,
N'est si trompeur que l'apparence.”

News from France arrived often, and Madame Renaudin
insisted constantly on her niece’s coming to reside with
her. She could have wished also, for her own gratification,
that the Pagerie family should come and see her at
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Fontainebleau, where she had visited for some time. Her
brother would have readily consented, but Josephine's
mother was unwilling to leave her own country. He
used all his skill to persuade her, by exciting her curiosity
and drawing pompous pictures of the happy country her
daughter was to inhabit. Madame Tascher’s reply was:
¢It is quite easy to embellish or to discolour objects,
while I am two thousand leagues distant from the capital.”
It was then agreed that Josephine should proceed alone.
Her parents kept her in ignorance of their purpose of
separating from her. But she was by no means so stupid
as not to perceive what every look of theirs indicated.

Her mother clasped her in her arms, gazed at her in
silence, and endeavoured to restrain her tears, which,
nevertheless, soon began to flow.

If her daughter asked the occasion of her weeping,
she would answer by some careless observation, or some
moral maxim. ¢ The moment,” said she, “a man gives
himself up to joy, is often that which immediately precedes
the misfortune he least thinks of;” or, “It becomes every
one to be constantly prepared for misfortune.” Josephine
knew not the meaning of those words; and these cool
reflections of her mother made her suspect that her grief
was not altogether sincere. She, however, soon discovered
the real cause, and that her mother had been gradually
preparing her to endure with courage their mournful
separation.

When the enigma was fully solved, Josephine was
only able to stretch forth her hands to that adored mother
and tell her, in a tone of despair: “ Now I know my
father has irrevocably disposed of my hand.” Then, borne
down by grief, she threw herself at her feet, and exclaimed
in agony: “Oh, save me—save Maria’s sisterl”‘ M. de
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Tascher entered the room. He caught his fainting wife
in his arms, and in an indignant tone said to his daughter:
«Has her precious life ceased to be dear to you?” This
terrible exclamation gave Josephine strength to aid him in
placing her in a chair. “Ah, my dear child,” said Madame
de la Pagerie, with a mixed expression of grief and tender-
ness, ‘“we are, indeed, both unhappy. You are about to
undertake a long voyage. The furious wintry winds will
toss the waves; but the sea will be less agitated than my
heart. Oh, my daughter! even now I see you in the
bosom of the storm, tossed by fearful tempests, and driven
from shoal to shoal. Alas! I see the future—it freezes me
with terror” . .. In a moment Josephine’s face was
reddened with a blush; she leaned upon the bosom of
her mother, and cried out, with a voice faint with grief:
«] don’t want to say it before my father;” and her
agonised looks showed how dreadfully the poor girl’s heart
was tortured. M. de Tascher, who was still present, heard
it ; he wept, he embraced her tenderly, and promised her
his support. He left them; but it is easy to imagine
the struggle which must have taken place in a heart which
was coldly sacrificing to its vast ambition the existence
of a beloved daughter.

The moment of her departure presented itself to Jose-
phine under the most frightful aspect; all former illusions
had vanished, and despair now seized upon her heart.

Often did she repeat with bitterness the sentiment,
¢ The land we are born in is always the dearest.” The
wise, it is said, can live anywhere; but the charm which
attaches to the clime of our birth, to the place where we
experienced the first sentiments of pleasure, and even of
pain—that mysterious attraction which draws us so gently
towards the objects which first met our view—oh, no! it
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is not in the imagination that all this takes its source.
There are purer skies than those under which Josephine
was born, there are spots- more beautiful, but there are
none so dear. The nearer the day approached when she
was to exchange them for the country she was to inhabit,
the more sorrowful did she become. She shed tears in
abundance, a kind of luxury to her wounded spirit; she
gave them free course without noticing who was present
to witness them. )

“ My dear daughter,” said her mother, ¢ our separation
will impose an additional obligation on Madame Renaudin
towards you.”

The afflicted mother gave her the sagest counsels;
but soon her fortitude forsook her.

“ My Josephine,” said she, ‘‘the seas you are about
to pass will become an eternal barrier between us. In
conforming with your parents’ wishes; in yielding, as
you have done, to our prudent advice, you have given
the most conclusive proof of the goodness of your heart.
Heaven will bless you. It is, perhaps, Heaven itself
which, in its wisdom, has ordained that you should
establish yourself in Europe. Oh! may you enjoy in
your new situation an unchanging felicity; may you never
resemble those young women who, victims of a fatal
passion, irritated by a sense of their dependence, curse
their fate and curse those who—— I cannot conclude,
Josephine! I would solace your feelings. What passes
in my heart must speak the rest.—Such are the sad
results of secret inclinations; all the protestations of love
which accompany them are treacherous and hollow. Alas!
most men feel but a transitory passion; others address
us their homage only from politeness, or for the sake of
idle show, and seek only to abuse the sincerity dr the
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credulity of a young woman, in order to boast of their
triumphs.”

« Do not,” said Josephine, *do not distrust me; the
best title to my confidence that the man can boast who shall
become my husband, will be that he was commended by
yourself and my father. This title will for ever assure him
my esteem and respect. Yet, I confess it, I could wish to
throw a spell over the present, so that I might not wish
for another future . . . One single thought has produced
in my mind the utmost embarrassment.”

Madame de la Pagerie gazed on her child, and, with
a smile of indescribable sweetness, said—

“Your last resolution has established an eternal tran-
quillity in my heart;” thus seeking to efface the tender
impressions which the thought of William had aroused
in Josephine’s mind. But, on the contrary, this conver-
sation served omly to rekindle the flame which was not
yet extinguished.

Happily, however, the young Creole took counsel of
her good sense, silenced her grief, and confirmed her
parents in the idea that the recollections of her youth
were passing before her eyes, only like wandering clouds,
which lose themselves in the boundless horizon.

Some months passed in anxious waiting, during which
her parents vainly strove, by the tenderest cares, to quiet
her imagination. Josephine read their thoughts, and
understood them perfectly. They used even to stand
upon the sea-shore and, without speaking to each other,
contemplate the succession of waves which rolled forward
and broke at their feet—a striking image of the destinies
of man, whose end is ever the same.

Josephine, at that time, seemed doomed to follow poor
Maria, She fell sick ; her grief overpowered her.
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Madame de la Pagerie said to those who came to con-
dole with her: ¢ My daughter has no support but me, no
pleasure but her own tears; but no human foresight can
prevail against her destiny !

From these few words it would seem that she was a
believer in the system of fatality. It cannot be doubted
that our lot is often fated; that the laws of destiny are
incomprehensible.

The young and beautiful Creole, a prey to melancholy,
was now about to leave the paternal roof. She received
the last embraces of her family. Her first trial had at
length arrived.

M. de Tascher committed her to the care of a faithful
friend (Madame de B——); her black servants were ready to
conduct her to the port, and the young American girl was
about to tear herself from this scene of grief and to fulfil her
destiny. Her father, pale and filled with anguish, sobbed
and pressed her to his bosom. Her mother and Madame
de K pointed out to her, in the far future, that hope
which cheers and consoles the unfortunate. She listened
with eagerness to those tender words, and witnessed the
tears of friendship. She passed the threshold of her home
in the midst of the sobs and lamentations of her slaves.
Her mother threw herself into her arms.

¢ Remember,” said she, ‘“ my dear, unhappy child, my
blessings and my regrets attend you! — my happiness
vanishes with youl!”

It is no longer time to dissemble!” cried Josephine,
with an accent of the profoundest grief. I see it; I have
now nothing to hope for! everything in my nature arms
me against weakness; but how—how can I find strength
to leave all those whom I love?”

She spoke and kissed the earth which saw her born,
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CHAPTER IV

THe ship which bore Josephine, and which was about
to place between her and her parents the ocean’s wide
barrier, got under way ; the pilots raised their cry, and she
passed out of port under full sail. Behold her now in the
midst of Neptune’s kingdom. The hours pass on, the sun
grows dark, and the air begins to be agitated. Signs of a
storm become visible—a sort of disturbance in the atmo-
sphere, known at sea under the name of fourmente, seemed
impending. Hardly had Josephine recovered from the
shock produced by the separation, when she heard around
her a thousand confused cries expressive of general wonder
Her spirit was still stricken by the recollection of her las
farewells to her friends ; but curiosity aroused her, and she
enquired into the occasion of the wonder that was expressed.
She was told that she alone was, probably, the primary
cause of the inexplicable phenomenon which attracted the
general attention.!

By the aid of a telescope which the captain handed
her, she was enabled to observe, not without a feeling of
wonder and delight, in the midst of the clear azure of
the heavens, unobscured by a single cloud, a luminous
meteor, which she contemplated attentively, and regarded
as a happy presage, foretokening to her a prosperous, a
brilliant future. Turning then towards the spot she had

1 It would appear that the prediction made to her by the black
woman, David, was already known to the captain of the vessel, M. de
B——, and to the principal passengers. They heard it repeated in the
colony, even at the moment of embarkation. The report was, indeed,
general.

3—2
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left, the spot where she was born, she raised her hands to
heaven and uttered a prayer for the authors of her being.
She perceived upon the beach a crowd of the inhabitants
gazing after her, waving their hands, and testifying, by their
attitude and gestures, the surprise and admiration they
felt at this strange phenomenon. The captain, who had
sent a man to the mast-head, informed the young Creole
that the object which was exciting so much attention
was a phosphoric flame called ¢ St. Elmo’s Fire.”

It seemed to attach itself to the ship, forming a sort
of wreath around it, and one would have said that the
spangles of lambent flame which it threw out vied with
each other for the honour of encircling the ship.!

All were speculating upon the causes of this prodigy;
but Josephine was the only one on board who took
no part in the conversation. On that day of inward
anguish she could not, like the rest of the passengers,
give herself up to pleasure and amusements. She was
unfitted both in mind and body; she heard little or
nothing of all that was said around her, and it was only
at intervals, and as if awaking from sleep, that she was
able to answer questions; and then only in monosyllables.
The weather was fine, the captain’s wife was unceasing in
her attentions, and at length the motion of the ship and the
majestic spectacle of the ocean which she was traversing,
seemed, in some degree, to restore her gaiety. This,
however, was but momentary, like the star which shows
itself for an instant between the flying clouds. She calls

1 This is an historical fact, attested by a great number of the
inhabitants of Martinique, who were witnesses of it. This phos-
phoric flame attached itself to the mainmast of the vessel, and it
was still seen at the moment of her debarkment. This anecdote
was told me by the Empress herself. Josephine was taken to
France by M. de B——; she embarked at Fort Royal.
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philosophy to her aid, and this calmed her mind, though
it could not solace her heart. The sight of the immense
expanse of waters which was separating her from Mar-
tinique kept her in a profound melancholy. She could
not account, even to herself, for her feelings. The cold
and humid air of the sea affected her health, and for
weeks the most serious apprehensions were felt for her
life; indeed, so hopeless seemed her case that she was
almost ready to be placed on the fatal plank and precipi-
tated into the waves. DBut as the vessel approached the
coast of Europe she began to improve.

The pangs of absence were soothed by the hope of
soon obtaining news from her friends. Near the end
of the voyage a frightful commotion was heard on deck.
The young American listened attentively to the howlings
of the wind, as they came to her ears mingled with the
affrighted cries of the mariners, which the tempest-beaten
rocks echoed far and wide with horrible distinctness. The
intrepid captain preserved all his self-possession in the
midst of the menacing dangers. The bright disc of the
moon lighted up the whole of the neighbouring coast,
and facilitated the execution of the orders which he
gave with as much calmness as prudence. His greatest
cause of alarm arose from the waters smiting against
the vessel with so much violence that fears were enter-
tained that she would go to pieces. At one moment,
borne upon the summit of a wave, she seemed to remain
in a kind of motionless state, not less frightful than the
beaviest shock; the next she plunged to the bottom of
the swelling billows.

At length the storm abated and tranquillity was
restored. The crew, after a moment’s rest, repaired the
mast, the breaking of which had greatly embarrassed the
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working of the ship.—Oh, ye who, in the course of an
agitated life, have seen the frail bark which bore all your
hopes ready to sink in the depths of misfortune, you
alone know the joyousness of a calm after a tempest !

The next morning Josephine looked out upon the still
troubled sea, the image of her own tumultuous feelings,
by no means' yet allayed by the absence of the causes
which had produced them.

The fall of the mast had covered the deck with rigging
and fragments. Everything was in confusion, and one
could see upon the faces of the fatigued sailors the evi-
dences of discouragement and terror.

A sight so new to her, the movements of the seamen
occupied in repairing the disorders occasioned by the
storm, now engrossed her attention. The hours passed
by rapidly, and she took no note of them. When the
captain had refitted his ship, judging the weather favour-
able, he again set sail and continued his voyage, which
was henceforth tranquil, although he still encountered
adverse winds. At length a cry of “ Land! land!”
awakened Josephine from her dreamy reverie.

The shallop entered the port! A crowd of sad
thoughts again assailed and tormented her. Could she,

1 She landed at Marseilles, whither her aunt Renaudin had come
to meet her. It appeared that she had suffered a good deal during
the passage. Many a time they entertained fears for her life. The
winds were contrary and storms frequent. A young Creole, named
Fanny (now Madame Lefevre), a protégée of Madame Renaudin,
accompanied Josephine on the voyage. They were both so silly
that they even carried along with them their dolls, to serve them
for pastimes on board the vessel. Josephine had a predilection
altogether personal for hers. It scemed to her sometimes to recall
the looks of Maria, sometimes those of William. This childishness
may be excused; the young Creole's heart could not remain inactive ;
it must be occupied. To love was one of the necessities of her
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in this separation, which rendered her so miserable,
imagine that any circumstance would restore her to her
parents? At what epoch should she have the consola-
tion of seeing them again? . . . Under what auspices?
o . . Great God! . . . But let us not anticipate events.

Josephine’s anxieties, however, were but light, and
were soon removed by the novelty of her situation. She
conceived the hope of a better lot, a hope which attached
itself to whatever she undertook. She felt, in fact, some
satisfaction in touching the soil of France, persuaded as
she was that she should not experience an emotion so
tender, a contentment so positive, had it been but a game
of chance, and not a presentiment of ber destiny. The
glance of her mind pierced the mysteries of a brilliant
future. Being informed that M. de K and his son
had for some time resided at the capital, Mademoiselle
de Tascher felt that she now breathed the same air as
William, and that she should probably soon see him
again. This thought secretly flattered her: it restored
her reason, or, rather, rekindled her hope, and exercised
such a powerful influence upon her, that, on arriving at
Fontainebleau, her health became at once entirely restored.
In a few days the early friend of her childhood was pre-
sented to her by M. de K This gentleman was.
under the deepest obligations to the Marquis de Beau-
harnais, formerly Governor of Martinique, and intimately
connected with Madame Renaudin (8). During their stay
at Fontainebleau he constantly, and with the most polite
attentions, received them at his house, and their frequent
visits showed that it had become agreeable to them.

being; to solace misfortune became her favourite virtue. Behold,
in two words, the most faithful, the most exact portrait of the woman
who was to astonish the world, and who is so universally mourned.

»
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Dinner over, M. de Beauharnais would propose a prome-
nade in the city or in the forests, but the beautiful Creole
usually remained at home, shut up in her aunt’s apart-
ment. The thought of being alone with William made
her tremble. What, then, is that sentiment whose
presence produced upon her such a lively impression in
her then situation? Alas! as she became less and less
convinced of his indifference, she was more and more
anxious to avoid him. )

Often was the son of M. de K announced at the
door, unaccompanied by his father, but the servants had
been charged not to admit him. One day, however, he
found the means of depositing on her toilette a letter, in
which he addressed to her the most spirited reproofs for
the coldness she manifested toward him. ’'Twas thus
that she became finally and fully convinced that he could
not endure the thought of for ever living away from her.
He solicited a private interview.

No doubt it cost the tender-hearted girl a severe
struggle to deny him this last request, but her duty pre-
vailed over her feelings.

Her aunt turned off the female servant who had pre-
sumed to be the bearer of the imprudent epistle. ¢ Ah,”
said Josephine, ‘“ why did not my father tell M. de K
to beware how he suffered two beings, drawn towards
each other by a natural sympathy, to find themselves
together? His own experience should have taught him
the danger, and guarded me against it; but William’s
father brought him to me himself. Alas! it is impossible
he should know my secret. He thinks, probably, that at
my age' one is incapable of loving; but if that respect-
able gentleman knew my feelings while I held that letter

1 Josephine was scarcely fifteen when she went to France.
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in my hand, I am sure he himself would become a prey
to the deepest regret; his countenance, which reflects so
much calmness and contentment, would be furrowed with
anxiety and grief; the felicity he promises himself in
seeing the daughter of his old friend happy would soon
disappear, and give place to a very different feeling.”

There was no sacrifice to which Josephine did not feel
it her duty to submit in order to please her protectress.
She even asked to go into a convent, under pretence that
the state of her health required repose, and kept her bed
for several days; she became the object of the deepest
anxiety., Her aunt informed her friends that she had
chosen for that purpose the Abbey de Panthemont, and
that she intended immediately to conduct her niece
thither. Preparations were made accordingly. Josephine
could not well avoid taking leave of William’s father.
He told Madame Renaudin that his son was about to
quit Paris, and return to reside with one of his mother’s
relations;! and he came charged by his afflicted, heart-
broken son, to address to her his respectful homage.
¢ The discharge of this duty,” William observed to his
father, ¢would have been, indeed, grateful to me. There
‘was a time when I should have reserved it for myself
alone; but I must now look with a dry eye upon all the
preparations for the marriage of tke future Madame
Beauharnais. I will perform the whole of the sacrifice—
the: most painful a human being can make! To save
her I would drain the cup of hemlock, and not a sigh
should escape me! To die—oh! what is it to die, now
that I must give up for ever the bright illusion which I

1 Madame de G— then resided at St. Germain-en-Laye, but she
often visited at an English lady's, named Brown, who had a country
seat at Choisy.
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have cherished from my very childhood? Oh, my father!
let me have her I love—her only; and keep for yourself
and my tender mother all—all the titles and treasures of
Lord Lov——1" With these words he sank into a sombre
melancholy, repeating to himself continually : ¢ No, I shall
never see her again; too much presumption has been my
ruin, and I am now, indeed, paid for not daring to trust
to myself. I wrote tc her because I had much to say
to her, and because I could not help relieving my heart!"”

Such was the too faithful report which M. de K
brought to the sister of M. de Tascher. Josephine listened
to it motionless, overwhelmed. A sudden paleness covered
her face; her eyes filled, but she dared not turn them
upon William’s father. Alas, the thoughts of that am-
bitious man were even then wandering amidst the
prospects of a future still more vast! He looked upon
the illustrious match which he was arranging for his
son as an infallible means of entering upon an immense
inheritance in Scotland, once owned by his ancestors.
1t was thus that the two families. coolly calculated the
results of their respective projects. What mattered it
to them to plunge their offspring in despair, to rend them
asunder for ever, provided the son of M. de K could
revive an illustrious name, and Josephine Tascher de la
Pagerie receive the fortune which Madame Renaudin
had promised her? Docile victims of their parents’
schemes, they were driven to renounce their mutual love,
and, like Paul and Virginia, to experience the blighting
effects of the ambition which reigns in European society.
Less happy than those other two Creoles, they were
condemned to live, and, without ceasing to love, to be
eternally strangers. Their early attachment was doomed
to experience this sad fatality.
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CHAPTER V

“To be contented with one's lot, whatever it may be;
to live without ambition and without desires; to rely upon
Providence alone—this is the true science of happiness,
and the one of which all men are destitute.”

Such were the lessons of morality daily taught by the
Marquis de Beauharnais to the amiable Madame Renaudin.
Mademoiselle de Tascher had been presented to him on her
arrival at Fontaineblean, but he was far from supposing
that her aunt destined her for one of his sons.! At the first
mention of this alliance the old man showed so much re-
pugnance that the project soon ceased to be mentioned in
his presence. Common friends were resorted to as media-
tors. The claims of the viscount’s family were numerous;
he himself opposed the union. Bitterness began to infuse
itself into the controversy.* The unhappy Josephine could

1 Some years before the Revolution the two sons of the Marquis
de Beauharnais had made a voyage to Egypt. Choiseul and Rochefou-
cault advocated and ordered the expedition.

2 Madame Renaudin, a Pagerie by birth, was a near relation to the
Marquis de Beauharnais, whom she at last married. He possessed an
estate at Beausse, called Fronville. Madame de L——— lived in a
chiteau in the same province. She had with her another young lady
of the name of la Pagerie, a sister of Madame Renaudin. The latter
besought Madame L—— to use all her influence over the marquis—a
thing she dared not do—to persuade him to give his son Alexander in
marriage to Mademoiselle de Tascher, daughter of a M. Tascher de la
Pagerie, a very respectable gentleman, who had once resided on the
land of Madame de L——, and afterwards in Martinique. The Vis-
count de Beauharnais declared himself decidedly opposed to the pro-
jected union; but the adroit Madame Renaudin placed before his eyes
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well have wished that this sad rite might have been post-
poned indefinitely. ¢ For,” said she to the persons who
had condescended to profect her, ¢ we are unknown to each
other; we have lived in different countries; destined, per-
haps, never to love each other, we shall live in a manner
separate ; the dreams of my sensitive heart will, perhaps,
never be in harmony with his; he will comprehend nothing
of its language ; he will have to resort to lying; dissimula-
tion, a dangerous art, will become necessary in his inter-
course with the world; he will conceal from me his
thoughts, his desires, his actions; I shall soon become a
stranger to him, and he will be embarrassed when he shall
find himself in the painful alternative of breaking his
solemn promises or fulfilling them under a perpetual con-
straint. Unquiet, he will be unhappy; and, not knowing
how to escape from the labyrinth, he will resolve not to
answer my simple questions, which, to him, will seem in-
discreet; the resolution which his position will force upon
him will lead him to change the part he will act at first,
and in his turn to address to me various questions—to give
me hardly time to express my thoughts, and, finally, to
impute faults to me, in order to make me the dupe of
his artifices.” The young American already foresaw that
she should become an object of calumny, and that those

the portrait of one of her nieces. He was enchanted with her beauty
(it was the picture of Maria); and the young man gave some hopes,
though care was taken not to deceive him. But when he saw Josephine
all illusion vanished. Henceforth he opposed a firm resolution to the
schemes which others were nourishing respecting him. For a moment
his father encouraged his opposition; but soon overcome by the ascen-
dency of Madame Renaudin, and the counsels of Madame de L——, he
consented that his son, the viscount, should give his hand to the inter-
esting Josephine. And, notwithstanding all the son's opposition, he

became the nephew of the woman who, in a few years afterwards, was
to marry the father.
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persons who censured the feelings which the viscount enter-
tained towards her, would, in the end, interest themselves
in sowing the seeds of hatred between a husband naturally
jealous and a woman unjustly accused. She left with
regret the spot which had witnessed a single fugitive mo-
ment of happiness. From the time of her entrance into
the convent at Panthemont she was in a state of depression
difficult to describe; and by a secret instinct she perceived,
from the moment that she entered society, that the artful
and sly Madame de V , by interposing an insurmount-
able obstacle to her felicity, would play the hypocrite so
skilfully as to deprive her of every shadow of hope (g).

Josephine sometimes received the visits of the viscount
at the grate of her window. Without exactly knowing
why, she could not avoid feeling a secret agitation when-
ever she heard him announced. A presentiment seemed
to teach her that the prediction of the black woman was
hastening to its fulfilment. She combated these thoughts;
she shed involuntary tears. The recollection of her
parents, and, above all, of William—that William who
was never to be hers—filled her imagination with painful
forebodings. Madame Renaudin often addressed her re-
proachfully about what she called the whimsies of her
mind ; while Josephine showed towards her aunt nothing
but the innocence, the simplicity, the confidence of a child,
and revealed to her all her secrets, the most touching in-
cidents of her life, even the attachment she had conceived
for the young Creole, William. She told her story with
all the enthusiasm with which the thought of William
inspired her, and told her aunt how their mothers had
reared them together, how they loved their children, and
how their children naturally loved each other.

The aunt spoke to her the language of a friend; she
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sought to make her niece understand that by her cares,
and by the will of destiny, she was to reach an elevated
rank. “Would that I were again in my beloved island!”
answered Josephine. I love tranquillity; I cannot con-
ceal from myself that the distractions and the pleasures of
society gain by degrees a dominion over the strongest mind,
and trouble the wisest head. Ought I not to fear that I,
too, carried along by the common whirlwind, may run
after the chimeras—baubles of an idle and dissipated life ?
Ah, madam, can I remain unconcerned in the midst of
imminent and continual dangers? Alas! I already fore-
see them too plainly! While reflecting that I am to be
united for ever to a man who only marries me by way of
yielding to the will of his father, I feel myself on the brink
of a volcano or some spot shaken by earthquakes. Still, I
see the future before me. May I not hope that chance,
that some unforeseen event, may yet render possible what
at this time seems impossible? No, no, I will not give up
all for lost!"”

Madame Renaudin was alarmed at this; but what
could she do? She resolved to employ the language of
reason. My purpose, Josephine,” said she, ‘is not to
delude you by false hopes. The self-love of your parents
might have been flattered by the homage which the son
of the Marquis de Beauharnais rendered their daughter.
Perhaps they might even feel afraid their daughter might
escape from the honourable alliance which I have taken
so much pleasure in endeavouring to form; but whatever
may be your motives, my young friend, I am incapable
of longer dissimulation. I shall send you back to your
native country; you will carry with you my regrets. I
flatter myself that, in returning thither from the tender
affection which I could not but feel for you, your own
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heart (as well as mine) will be afflicted; and I wish that,
from to-day, you would cease to recognise any other
authority than that of my benevolence. Thus your
marriage will be broken off by myself; for the rest, be
content with the consequences of your refusal.”

This language made such an impression upon Made-
moiselle de Tascher that she retired to her private
apartment some time before the brilliant assembly,
where she then was, had separated; for it was on a
day when Madame Renaudin had invited many of her
friends to her house, and the one on which Josephine
came regularly each week to visit her. Josephine found
no sleep; she had not forgotten the wise counsels of
her mother; they were still engraven upon her heart,
never to be effaced. But virtue does not interdict a wise
liberty. I will only try,” said she to herself, “to
postpone the fatal epoch which is to deprive me of
mine—that is all I can hope for.”

She wrote her friends a long account of what she
was doing, and of the pretended pleasures which were
henceforth to occupy her time. She told them that she
wished to become better acquainted with the marquis's
son. ‘I wish,” said she, ‘“to study his character, to
observe his conduct, to judge, in fine, whether the beauty
of his mind corresponds with that of his face’(10).

After the touching scene which I have just described,
the conduct of Madame Renaudin towards her niece was
perfectly sincere. Anxious to protect her from all re-
proaches of her parents, she had informed them of the
repugnance which she felt to form "a marriage contract
at so tender an age. ‘ Expect all from time,” said she
to her brother. ¢ Josephine, always modest, will enjoy
her triumph with calmness; she will use with modera-
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CHAPTER VI

Tue solitude in which the young American girl was
living increased her pangs, rendered her regrets the more
bitter, her life more languishing, the loss of her hopes
the more distressing, and the necessity of some new
encouragement the more urgent. At length she per-
ceived the dawn of a new hope, and gave herself up to
it with transport. No, she was by no means a senseless
being !

The Abbess of Panthemont,! that friend of the afflicted,
bad sounded the depths of Josephine’s heart with a com-
passionate and delicate hand. Her heavenly mind, guided
by the spirit of charity, was afflicted at her lot. She
pitied the young girl, and encourged her to listen to
the advice of her friends, repeating to her continually
this line from Corneille, “Le¢ devoir d'une fille ¢st dans
l’obéissance.”

In order to appreciate the resolution which Josephine
then formed, it is necessary to have experienced the
storms of the heart, to have felt the dominion of all the
affections united in one; to have been deprived of the
object of this one universal sentiment. She made up
her mind to declare to Madame Renaudin that she had
determined to comply with her wishes, and that soon
the Viscount de Beauharnais should be the exclusive
possessor of her heart.

1 Her name was Devirieux. The Princess of Condé, at present
a religious Carmelite, was then a boarder in this famous monastery.

VOL. I 4
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Notwithstanding the perfidious insinuations of certain
interested personages, who aimed to disturb her repose,!
Josephine, towards the end of her sixteenth year, became
the wife of a man who possessed eminent qualities.? He
possessed a noble mind and a feeling heart. She soon
became sincerely attached to him, and learned to forget
by degrees all the illusions of her childhood. She left
him in ignorance of one fatal passion, which might have
destroyed his repose, and perhaps his attachment to hez.
But whilst she concealed from him the fact, she imposed
upon herself the duty of acting as if it were known to
him. Let the past be buried in eternal oblivion!—
Beauharnais is henceforth everything to Josephine, whose
only care must be to please him.

As has been seen, she yielded to the representations
of her friends in giving her hand to the son of her aunt’s
protector ; the viscount inspired her with respect and
confidence, but did not awaken in her the flames of
love. Still too young to understand the weight of the
chains which marriage imposes, she was not skilful
enough to act before her husband the part of a tender
wife.

In a moment of ill-humour she dropped the hint that
she should have preferred M. de Beauharnais for her
brother -in-law. “He laughed at me,” said Josephine,

1 A female friend of Madame Renaudin saw fit to whisper to her,
that, at the close of a magnificent ball, the viscount had received the
picture of a lady whose influence with a minister attached to her a
large number of the ladies of the Court. One of Josephine's female
friends indiscreetly told her of this. This is a natural explanation
of the fears she henceforth entertained respecting her future
tranquillity.

2 This marriage was against the will of Alexander Beauharnais,
who was then in love with Madame de V——, whose maiden name
was de G—,
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“but did not the less exert himself to find out the way
to my heart.” DBut when at length she had made him
a father, her tenderest affections took the place of that
cold indifference with which he first inspired her. The
viscount was a man of consideration(11); he was a major
in the regiment ; he solicited the presentation of his
wife at the Court of Louis XVI.; it was deferred under
various pretexts. Madame de Beauharnais profited by
the delay, by improving herself in the arts of pleasing,
which as yet she possessed but imperfectly, and applauded
herself for the progress she made. Both husband and
wife held a highly respectable rank, and were in the
habit of receiving visits from the most distinguished

persons in Paris. Hence Josephine was in some sort
forced to plunge into the whirlpool of society.

The innocence which she carried with her from the
paternal roof ran the greater risks as the circle in which
she moved became enlarged. The spectacle of so many
new objects, the vivacity of the French people, insensibly
made an impression upon her. A fine residence, splendid
equipage, a brilliant retinue, and exquisite board, pictures,
statues, costly furniture, and the thousand other factitious
demands of taste and pleasure, began to seduce her imagi-
nation. Still, upon principle, she avoided those tumultudus
assemblages where gossip and backbiting are regarded as
proofs of wit. The narrow circle of a few persons of
understanding more befitted her character. She avoided,
as far as depended on her, the rocks of ambition. M. de
Beauharnais saw his son growing up under his eyes, and
already began to dream of the part he was one day to
act in public affairs.

Scarcely had young Eugene learned to talk, when his
father began to flatter himself with the idea of seeing the

4—2
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favours of the Court heaped upon him. And yet M. de
Beauharnais decorated himself with the name of philosophe!
Such are the astonishing contradictions of the human
mind.

Thus Josephine spent her time, divided between the
duties of maternal tenderness and the etiquette imposed
upon her by the rank she held in society.

At length her husband came one day and announced
to her with enthusiasm, that the time of her presentation
at Court was fixed, but that the Queen bad designated
an hour for receiving her in her private apartments.
He explained to her the importance of this signal
favour.

Although she herself did not partake of his exultation,
still, in order to gratify him, she promised to be particu-
larly mindful of every observance which this privilege
imposed.

The wife of Louis XVI. had, in some degree, lessened
the burden of the Court ceremonies; but there were some
which, from a respect to their antiquity, she had not
dared attack; of this number was the use of the robes
@ la Frangaise, and the immense cloaks which decorated
the ladies of quality.

* Let one picture to himself a young Creole girl, free
from the cradle, knowing nothing about fashion, all
at once decked out with costly paints and perfumes,
which render the skin still more fresh and brilliant,
muffled up in heavy and inconvenient clothing, and
loaded down with one of those enormous hoops which
did not permit the wearer to pass straight through a
door. Let him form an idea of the embarrassment of
a woman accustomed to let her locks float in long
tresses, obliged painfully to sustain the edifice of a tall
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and heavy head-dress, and he will be able to judge of
the situation of her who could not, without great diffi-
culty, retain in her memory the voluminous code of
Court usages. Happily, on appearing at Versailles, she
found herself relieved, by the extreme goodness of the
Queen, from this fatiguing ceremonial.! This gave her
courage; and, no longer doubting her own abilities, she
fairly outdid herself, and not only attracted flattering
compliments from the ladies of the Court, but the par-
ticular regard of the royal family.

Madame Beauharnais was enchanted with her début,
and her husband received the most flattering compli-
ments on the occasion.

At first, he took it as an augury? favourable to his
fortune. Some time afterwards Josephine observed, with
a feeling of deep concern, that her husband’s humour
was becoming reserved and sombre. The viscount finally
compelled her to renounce the society of most of her
acquaintances, and required her to forbear entirely to
return the visits of Madame Renaudin. Josephine knew
not to what to attribute this provoking distrust. Did
it become him to accuse Madame Renaudin?

But although her self-love might have been flattered

1 Madame de Beauharnais was not presented publicly at the
Court, but was presented twice privately.

2 Beauharnais was many times honoured with marks of the
Queen's particular favour. Maria Antoinette used to call him the
beau danseur (the fine dancer) of the Court, which name he long re-
tained. At the balls which were so frequent at Versailles, Josephine's
husband was selected as a partner in the dance by the ladies who
were prettiest and most accomplished in that art. His bearing
was noble, his attitudes graceful, and the lightness of his step added
to the natural graces of his person. He then enjoyed with the fair
sex the reputation of being a zephyr in the saloons, and a Bayard
at the head of his corps.
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by exercising her pleasing talents in society, yet she
preserved a tender attachment to Beauharnais. It is
certain that she sometimes thought of William; but she
avoided every occasion which might furnish reproaches
against her on his account. Never did she violate the
obligation she had in this respect imposed on herself, and
she even consented to forego almost entirely the charming
society of Madame the Countess of Montesson (12).

From the day that Beauharnais announced to his
wife that her countryman would probably be presented
to her, with his young spouse (they were on their way
from England), she confined herself more closely to her
apartment, looking after the health of her son, which
had given her some uneasiness; she had the good for-
tune to save his life. The viscount was obliged to be
often abscnt on duty, and Josephine embraced the oppor-
tunities thus afforded to finish her course of studies.
She was quite fond of reading, and took great delight
in perusing the best authors. In this way she perfected
her taste, and greatly improved her understanding. )

"Twas thus thai he acquired the knowledge which
afterwards became so Jrecious to her, and by a skilful use
of which she at length almost succeeded in dissipating the
coldness which reigned betwixt her and her husband. He
permitted her to accompany him to Strasburg, where his
regiment was in garrison. The belle Creole could not but
charm the society of Strasburg: she became, in fact, a
universal favourite there.

But, after his return to Paris, Beauharnais showed him-
self but seldom inside his house, and his humour became
soured. The kind of repose which Josephine now enjoyed
became an illusion. She was to drain the cup of mis-
fortune : such was the decree of destiny !
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Having, in this interval, given birth to a daughter,!
this happy circumstance enabled her to bear up with
courage under the numerous calumnies of which she be-
came the object. She was at this time far from being able
to penetrate their real causes. She needed a familiar spivit
to reveal the secret acts of her husband’s private life. Un-
happily a malicious spirit constantly beset her. Madame
de V began by inspiring her with an unwise distrust ;
then led her to take some hazardous steps; and cunningly
dug beneath her the abyss which was to swallow her up.
She was the primary cause of all the evils through which
Josephine was doomed to pass (13).

“You have presumed too much upon youv stvength : you ought
not to have espoused Beauharnais.”” Such was the language of
the perfidious Madame de V. ,—of that woman whom
the viscount had in a manner compelled his wife to receive
and regard as her friend—a title which she haughtily
assumed. She would insinuate to ]osephme that the least
resistance to her husband’s will, the slightest imprudence,
would prove her inevitable ruin. ¢ Promise me,” said the
artful intriguer, ¢that you will never utter any complaints
to dear Alexander; do not, without my aid, seek to pierce the
darkness which veils his conduct ; keep secret what I am
about to tell you; when the time comes I will explain all;
for the present, be content with knowing that the father of
your children is an ingrate, and that he lavishes upon
others the tribute of attachment which is alone your due,
and of which you daily show yourself so worthy.”

Thus did Madame de V. adroitly instil into the
heait of this unhappy woman the poison of jealousy. She

1 Hortense de Beauharnais was nursed at Chelle, a small town in
the Isle of France sur-le-Marne. It contained a monastery before the
Revolution.
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sought to induce her to take part in her own quarrel with
Beauharnais, and to make her partake of all her resentment
towards him (14). She saw that Beauharnais neglected his
wife, and, adroit politician as she was, she endeavoured to
render herself necessary to the viscount. She wanted an
opportunity to gain his confidence, and Josephine appeared
to be the proper means of enabling her to play her game.
Josephine was without the experience necessary to enable
ber to divine her projects; and Madame de V:
slow to select her victim.

Days passed on, and the heiress of the Tascher family
approached that moment when she was to see and feel the
reality of that which hitherto she had believed to be an
absurd dream. As, to her unsuspecting mind, Madame de
A% seemed all frankness and truth, Josephine was in
some degree excusable for listening to her perfidious in-
sinuations ; which she did, although new grounds of hope
and confidence were constantly occurring. But this only
made it the worse for Josephine, as her enemy took advan-
tage of them to exaggerate all the misdeeds of Alexander
towards her. Madame Beauharnais listened with forti-
tude to these secret communications. But when, as time
elapsed, she began to think them without any foundation,
she felt like declaring war upon the woman whom she
now suspected to be her rival. When she looked upon the
tender fruits of their marriage, she felt that their father
deserved all her indulgence. Again, she would hesitate to
believe him guilty, she had done so much to merit his
attachment. ¢ For him,” said she, ¢ have I sacrificed
everything, even my friendship for William, while he, my
husband, forgets, for the sake of this woman, all the pro-
mises he has made me!” This disregard of his duty made
Josephine lament that she had ever married him. The

was not
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advice of Madame de V had turned her head; yet she
made known her grief only in the bosom of her family.

Some months afterwards the viscount separated from
her. Interest, and his fortunes, called him to the Court
of Versailles; the unfortunate Creole abandoned herself
to sorrow; her troubled spirit drank all the poisons of
jealousy.

This fierce passion took full possession of her heart.
Unable longer to support this unmerited abandonment,
deprived of the last ray of hope, she one day sent him,
by a faithful friend, a letter in which she set forth her
grounds of complaint, and asked a prompt explanation.
The next morning, at break of day, Beauharnais appeared,
sombre and severe in his demeanour. He gazed at her
for some moments, and addressed her as follows :—

¢ The little experience possessed by young ladies of
the usages of society and its artifices; the solitary life
they lead; the reserve which the care of their own repu-
tation imposes on them, do not permit them to understand
the most important duties of married life. In such cir-
cumstances their eyes are very bad judges; whatever
speaks only to the senses is almost always lhable to lead
us astray. I told you, madam, at the moment of uniting
my lot with yours, that, if you felt no inclination for the
match which was proposed to you, you would be violating
the confidence you owed to your parents not to avow it.
Other men will be able to please you; but I must efface
from your heart the slightest traces of love. I admit
that they exist; the will alone does not always suffice
to efface them; time will effect it; this, I think, I may
expect from your reason; I do not pretend to say from
your friendship. If young William was the first to suc-
ceed in captivating your heart, he is not the only mortal
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who may deserve your aﬁ"es:tions. Your choice need not
be confined to such narrow limits, and you ought to
cast your eyes upon an object more worthy of your
attachment than I.

¢ Such, madam, was the language I held to you in
the presence of my father some days before our marriage.
You now see how dangerous it was for you to conceal
from me that lurking passion, and what just grounds your
parents had for opposing the imprudent steps which might
have augmented it. The vicinity of your habitations, the
ancient friendship of your families, afforded you oppor-
tunities to spend together the days of your childhood;
in your innocent sports you called each other ‘husband
and ‘wife'; years only serve to increase that sympathy.
I have expressly prohibited him from entering my house ;
this act will only serve to increase his passion for you,
and, perhaps, even yours for him.”

“You have broken my heart with your odious sus-
picions,” cried Josephine, with impetuosity; ¢ they are
absolutely imaginary. But you, sir, have you nothing to
reproach yourself with in regard to me? "

¢“What,” replied he, with emphasis, ¢ what means
that letter which you addressed to your parents, wherein
you passed in minute review what you were pleased to
call my faults? Why accuse them of still adding to your
woes, by uniting you to me? Of what do you complain ?
I am only making reprisals. Is it not permitted me to
present to another the homage of a heart which you seem
to disdain ? In that letter you say: ¢But for my children
I should, without a pang, renounce France for ever. My
duty requires me to forget William de K ; and yet,
if we were united together, I should not to-day be troubling you
with my griefs. Is this, madam, the language of an inno-
cent woman? Ah! I should never have imagined that
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the heart of my wife could have given admittance to the
dangerous passion of jealousy ! Still further, I will believe
that her virtue will make her resist and overcome an
inclination so much opposed to our peace. I do, I con-
fess, experience chagrin, which will end only with my
life.”

Josephine’s feelings were most deeply wounded. Over-
whelmed by these declarations, she knew not whether she
was lost amidst the wild mazes of a dream, or whether
her eyes were gazing upon the earliest rays of the sun.
These reproaches produced upon her an impression difficult
to be described; she was terrified at her situation; she
foresaw nothing but trouble and pain. Trembling, and
afraid to speak, she said to the viscount, with that accent
which belongs only to innocence: “ 1 have not, then,
reached the goal of my mistortures? A new and more
terrible one has befallen me; the father of my Eugene,
of my Hortense, dares to suspect me. Oh, I shudder at
the thought! Can you believe, Alexander, that another
can efface from my heart the affections which wholly belong
to you? The fate that awaits me is, I see plainly, the
fruit of infamous treachery. A woman who calls herself
my friend and yours, has inspired me with some suspicions
against you, which are perhaps unjust. Unbappily, I laid
open before her the most secret workings of my heart. If,
at any time, the name of the son of M. de K has
escaped me, that woman, at least, ought not to sharpen
against me the weapons of calumny. You are well ‘aware
that I have preserved for that friend of my childhood a
kindly recollection ; but never, I here dare affirm, never,
since our union, has it weighed a feather against the sincere
attachment which my heart bears towards you. I have
not had the least correspondence with him, nor any inter-
view since my arrival in France. You bave no need to
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place injurious restrictions upon me; your distrust, your
suspicions—all such subterfuges are, I insist, unworthy of
M. de Beauharnais. I cannot but regard with sovereign
contempt this Madame de V. , who, after urging me to
write that letter to my father, was infamous enough to send
it to you. Perfectly at peace with my conscience, I have
refused to follow her further advice to write to William de
K himself—to that young man whose name alone
serves you as a pretext to aggravate my misfortunes!”
To a feeling of terror instantly succeeded one of melting
tenderness, which she was unable to control ; and, rushing
towards him, she burst into tears, and exclaimed: ¢ Be

assured that time will unveil to you all that this impene-
trable mystery now conceals.” She swooned. Her husband,
really moved, repeated, in an accent of grief:

“ Rise, rise, my dear Josephine; I am sensible of all
your afflictions, and sincerely pity you!”

The pretty Creole, with eyes filled with tears, locked
upon him, extended her hand, and pardoned him.

“ Alas!” cried the viscount, * how little are you able
to read what passes in my heart, and the feelings which my
silence must express!”

He then called her women, and entrusted her to their
care. Overcome by these heartrending emotions, Josephine
remained for some days a prey to the most poignant gricf,
and was attacked by a serious malady, which occasioned
apprehensions for her life. It was some time before her
health was re-established; but at length the scrupulous
care of her friends and the youthful vigour of her consti-
tution saved her. Her ardent imagination flattered her
with the idea that her husband would again yield her his
confidence. But in this she was destined soon to be
undeceived. Alas!

“D'un sexe infortuné, les armes sont les pleurs.”
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CHAPTER VII

How painful is a state of expectation! and, unhappily,
expectation is inevitable. Who can escape from it? He
would, indeed, be a perfectly happy being.

Such were the reflections natural to a mother, who,
long alone and disconsolate with her children, was guiding
their early footsteps. They had now learned to pronounce
that cherished name with a voice so sweet, that maternal
love knew no bliss like hearing it repeated. Already did
she see upon the lips of Hortense that bewitching smile
which often recalled the memory of a perjured spouse and
his noble features; but, alas! all her other thoughts and
feelings turned upon herself, mixed with the bitterest
sorrows and the most harassing apprehensions.

The arts might have afforded her consolation, but
the sight of the most beautiful specimens, far from
diverting her thoughts, only served to replunge her into
profound melancholy. Vainly did she seek to charm her
leisure hours and lighten the weight of her griefs; her
mind was so oppressed that she more than ever confined
herself to her apartments.!

Besides, the proceedings of her husband were little
calculated to comfort her, and each passing moment only
added to her troubles.

]

1 M. de Beauharnais had a country house at Croisy. He, as well
as his wife, was closely related to Madame Hostein, whose estate lay
near to theirs. The children of this lady, and those of M. de Beau-
harnais, were brought up together.
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She was deprived of her son, who was placed at a
private boarding-house. She felt the loss of Eugene the
more because his age still required her maternal cares.
For some weeks she was inconsolable. The dwelling she
lived in became more and more wearisome to her.! The
viscount rarely showed himself at her house. She ad-
dressed him some touching reproofs: ¢ Unhappy beings,”
said she, pressing her children to her bosom; ¢ poor
victims ! through what troubles have you come into the
world. Alas! why were you born ?”

Learning from Madame Renaudin that it was the
purpose of the marquis’s son to place an eternal barrier
between him and her, she besought him to spare her
this last humiliation. I could,” she wrote to him,
¢ have desired, for the honour of M. de Beauharnais,
that he should have contented himself with a voluntary
separation; for he ought to feel a repugnance at making
the tribunals ring with his complaints. She who has
stolen away the heart of my husband, and his esteem for
me, is unworthy of him; that woman is known by her
coquetry and her numerous adventures.” But nothing is
weaker than a jealous man; he answered her in a tone
of angry severity. The afflicted woman thought it her
duty to go and relate her troubles to Madame Montesson,
hoping that she would. deign to employ all the means in
her power to open the eyes of the man whom she had
never ceased to esteem, and to make him see plainly the
~ consequences ot the publicity which he contemplated, and
to divert him from his strange resolution.

1 Josephine had, so to speak, sequestered herself from the world,
in order to devote herself entirely to the cares demanded by her
two infants. At Croisy she lived quite retired, receiving no visits
except from persons whom she could not refuse to see.
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But here again the unfortunate Josephine was mis-
taken. Absorbed for a time in sad thought, she dreamed
of the days of her past felicity; they had passed away
swiftly; and she now chose the monastery of Panthe-
mont, where she shut herself up with all her sorrows.
Condemned to endure a long solitude, she found her
only consolation in looking upon her daughter. She alone
remained to soothe and solace her woes. c

The perpetual silence which reigned around her - the
hours which rolled away with fatiguing heaviness; every-
thing concurred to make her look upon life under a gloomy
aspect, which seemed fast approaching its close. In this
solemn abode, even the trees, as old as the world, seemed
formed to banish all gaiety. Their thick foliage served
as an asylum for those birds to which the daylight is
irksome, and whose piercing cries were a terror to the
timid soul of Josephine. ¢ Here,” said she, ‘I listen only
to the singing of the ¢bird of death’; everything warns
me that this place will probably be my tomb.” Her
customary reading served only to nourish her sombre
melancholy.

Young's ¢ Night Thoughts” became her familiar study,
and gave her a taste for the philosophic dreams of Hervey.
She regarded the latter’s ¢ Meditations” as sublime and
profound teachings. She turned her thoughts upon the
immensity of the Creator’s works, the abyss of nothing-
ness, and an eternity of happiness.

Fatigued, borne down by these despairing thoughts,
a fitful slumber would for a moment close her eyelids;
then, throngs of frighttul dreams arose to torment her.
But the habits of her mind always brought her back to
her primitive character; by nature gladsome and lively,
she could not help remarking the strange contrast between
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this oriental pomp which she witnessed, and the simplicity
of true religion. The lady abbess frequently laid upon
her a fatiguing burden of observances; buu even after
listening to that daughter of centuries, who, by means
of such observances, governed the convent, the light-
hearted American could not help often infringing the
ancient regulations. In fact, it was impossible for her
to subject herself to the futile ceremonies which filled
up every minute of the day.

But the expense which she was occasioning, in some
degree, soothed her for the loss of her liberty.! With the
exception of some female friends who kindly remembered
her, she might have supposed herself abandoned by the
whole world.

There happened, in a convent near to that of Panthe-
mont,? an event which, for some brief moments, relieved
her sadness, and afforded amusement by its singularity.

One of her windows looked out upon a little court
belonging to the house of the nuns of Belle Chasse.
Josephine had noticed that each evening, at the hour
the osprey ceased its frightful cry, the silvery rays of
the moon, as they fell upon her couch of sorrow, revealed
a silent and touching scene. Everything, even the zephyr,
was still; all was peaceful, and seemed to resemble the
sleep of her angelic child, whose breathing was scarcely
audible. Josephine had descried one of the discreet
mothers, who seemed to take especial care to avoid
being seen while she introduced herself into this same
enclosure,

1 Madame de Beauharnais shut herself up voluntarily at Panthe-
mont, and did not leave it till after she had defeated her husband
in his suit for a divorce.

2 An enclosure wall separated this abbey from the convent of
the Carmelites, and from that of the sisters of Belle Chasse.
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She usually carried in her hand a lantern, which she
would set down upon the ground with great caution, and
then, seizing a bunch of keys which she took from a
basket, turn upon its hinges a heavy door with brass
trimmings, which, when opened, revealed to the view a
species of phantom. This apparition moved about slowly,
frequently stopping in front of one of the walls less
elevated than the rest.

Scarcely could Josephine see her move; but she heard
some animated words ringing through the gloom. The
religious dame again locked up her prisoner, whose features
and stature it was impossible to ascertain.

Afterwards the woman visited her again through the
same door, but how she got into the enclosure Josephine
could not discover. But she resolved to unravel this
mystery, which, she presumed, concealed some work of
iniquity. ¢ Still another victim of conjugal despotism,”
said she, not doubting that this woman was confined by
virtue of some imperative mandate. The next morning
she went in person to make an examination, and found
that this gloomy passage-way led to the burying-ground
of the sisters of Belle Chasse. She communicated her dis-
coveries to Mesdames de and de C , who were in
the habit of coming and spending a few minutes with her
every day. Both these ladies being related by blood to
the lady superior of the sisters of , promised to use
all their efforts to get from her this secret. They agreed
to play a trick upon her, and pretend that they had had
a strange dream, changing the locality and the description
of the persons that were to figure in it. Having perfected
their plan, they hastened to put it in execution.

While listening to the account they gave of their pre-
tended dream, Sister Rosaure seemed overcome by emotion,

VOL. I 5
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and wiped the tears from her eyes. They could only
express vague hints. But they could not doubt that the
imprisonment of this hapless victim was entirely arbitrary,
and consequently omitted nothing for the accomplishment
of their object. They succeeded, and in the course of a
few days arrived at the most precise and extraordinary
developments.

For four years an interesting novice had, so to speak,
found herself forced to renounce the world. On the day of
the august ceremony, Sister Irene mournfully ascended the
steps of the altar. Scarcely had she pronounced her
solemn vows when a sudden darkness came over her eyes,
and she fell down senseless. Her body was immediately
removed out of sight, and the next day the ‘report was
circulated that she was dead. Her funeral obsequies were
performed in secret, and without any of the accustomed
display. The body was not even exhibited in public (15).
This circumstance excited murmurs, but the lady abbess
excused it for pretended reasons of a private nature, and
henceforth the inmates avoided speaking of it; indeed, it
was forbidden even to pronounce her name. It seemed,
therefore, probable that the unfortunate creature was still in
existence. But how to raise the curtain that concealed her
fate, and rescue her from her living tomb, was the question.
Alas! there was no apparent pathway to the place of her
retreat. What hope was there of approaching her and .
surprising her watchful guardian? The nuns of Belle
Chasse used to assemble at night. While they were sing-
ing psalms, chanting and thanking God for having taken
them under the shadow of His wing, far from a stormy
world, a young devotee, in the same sanctuary and close
by their side, was groaning amidst the horrors they had
inflicted.
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The victim of monkish fanaticism could only address
sighs and groans to the God of mercy and peace. At dawn
the solemn chants would cease, the lights were extin-
guished, the sounding vaults no longer echoed the melan-
choly accents which only impressed with deeper sadness
the heart of the youthful sufferer. Madame Beauharnais
seemed to see her kneeling on the cold marble before her
rude altar, covered with a straw mat, time-worn and rotten
with humidity, with a worm-eaten desk before her, and a
book of canticles ready to fall to pieces.

The darkness of the holy place, the monuments of the
dead which covered the graves, and which would almost be
taken for ghosts, all conspired to augment the terror which
seized her imagination. She seemed to hear the last stave
which usually terminates the matin songs—*‘ Dona ets pacem”
—repeated over her head.

Josephine and her companions awaited impatiently the
return of the moon, resolved, by its rays, to find their way
into the narrow enclosure where the sorrowing victim was
confined. How slowly for them did Time stretch his wings!
How tumultuous were their thoughts! They yearned,
though still afraid, to witness the truth.

But now the hour of night insensibly drew near. Con-
cealed behind a leafy hedge, they easily passed into the
garden, and then, by means of a ladder, which they had
carefully provided, into the inner court.

Afraid, and scarcely daring to breathe, for a moment
they remained still in this gloomy place. They had been
long accustomed to the lugubrious sights presented by the
places consecrated to eternal retirement.

They pierced their way into an enclosure where
everything bore an impress of gloom; where dark de-
spair seemed to hold perpetual empire.

L+
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Suddenly groans, interrupted by sobs, roused theit
attention ; the Marchioness of C was frightened, and
screamed out, when an object presented itself before them,
which at first they took for a spirit.

It was the unhappy prisoner. On seeing them she
attempted to fly, but her feeble knees failed her, and she
sank prostrate on the ground. Though the rays of the

moon fell directly upon her, its uncertain light scarcely
enabled the beholders to determine whether it was really
a human being.

They were also afraid lest her unpitying, Argus-eyed
guardian might present herself before they were able to dis-
cover her age or the cause of her detention. After putting
to her some questions, the fugitives from Panthemont re-
solved to leave, when, with difficulty raising herself up, the
unhappy creature half uttered a few words which showed
how horror-stricken she was at their unexpected visit.
They reassured her, and, entirely to dissipate her fears, the
viscount’s wife called herself by name. The nun then took
confidence, and, with a trembling and almost inaudible
voice, addressed them as follows :—

¢ I was destined to the cloister from my youth ; nothing
could change the determination of my parents. Not being
the arbiter of my own destiny, I had to cover my brow
with the eternal veil, in this monastery. I am now twenty-
two years old, and I pray the merciful God to put an end
to my wretched existence. You see me a young and
innocent victim—you see me prostrated at the foot cf
our Saviour’s image. Ah, how unjust, how cruel were
my parents to me ! . Religion alone has given me courage
to abide their monstrous inhumanity. It is true, mesdames
(continued she), I manifested so much disgust for the kind
of life I had been forced to lead, that I completely alienated
the affections of my new companions. A letter which was
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addressed to me, but which was unluckily intercepted,
served as a pretext for erasing my name for ever from the
list of the living. I had been promised from my cradle
to the only son of the Count of (16). Alas, alas!
at the age of twelve I lost my best friend. My father im-
mediately contracted a second marriage, and three years
after a son was born to crown his desires, and hasten
my misfortunes. I was henceforth devoted to religious
retirement, because 1 had nothing to hope for from my
mother’s fortune, whom my father had married dowerless,
and from inclination. Her successor, who brought him
considerable property, soon became the absolute mistress
of his thoughts and actions. She was the chief, or rather
sole, cause of my ruin, in wringing from my father the
fatal assent which banished me for ever from the bosom
of society. This cruel woman pushed her insolence so
far as to appear at the grate of the august temple the
day I tock my vows, in order the more completely to
enjoy her triumph. The very sight of that barbarous
step-mother produced such a dreadful impression on me
that I was bereft of my reason.

“When the pall was removed from me, I gave no sign
of life. I had fallen into a kind of lethargy; I could not
open my eyes to the light, although I heard all that
passed around me. In this insensible state I was carried
out of the church.

¢ In vain did the attendants lavish their cares upon
me; I could not be recalled to a state of feeling. As
bad luck would have it, the nuns, in stripping me of my
monastic robes, found upon my person a protestation
against the vows I had taken, written wholly with my own
hand; they secured it, and the paper itself became a
fearful instrument in the hands of my enemies.

“In the evening I recovered my reason; but they were
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correct in their opinion that I should make a nun without
fervour, and that, sooner or later, I should seek to free
myself from the austere yoke. Already the Government
entertained the purpose of suppressing certain monas-
teries. It was decided in the chapter that the answer
to be returned at the grate should be that I had fallen
a victim to mental alienation; my family were told so,
and my worthy father deigned to accord me some tears.
I was then thrown into this solitary building, separated
from the rest of the house, where each day one of the
sisters is charged to convey me my food. True, although
in the bosom of bondage, my primary wants are supplied ;
I have the same clothing, the same food as the other nuns;
my narrow abode contains the first objects necessary to
existence—but I am for ever deprived of all society with
my fellows. Were I not supported by a sense of religious
duty, I should long ago have sunk under the weight of
my ills. Vainly do I combat the emotions of my heart—
I find it impossible to conquer them. Wretched maiden
that I am! the sacred earth on which I tread has become
my only hope.”  And at these words she fell down in
a swoon, the forerunner of death, firmly laying hold of
a stone crucifix which stood in her gloomy dwelling-
place.

This scene recalled to Josephine’s mind the touching La
Valliere, who was found nearly in the same situation. The
one sought to fly from a monarch whom she adored, and to
bury herself in a nunnery; the other, in the spring-time of
life, had felt her heart palpitate at the name of a mortal
who was once destined for her. The poor nun uttered
an ardent prayer again to join her mother.—¢¢'Tis this
way,” said she, heaving a deep sigh, ¢’tis there that the
road to eternity and salvation opens to my view! Already
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[ feel myself pierced by the arrows of death; soon shall I
bow my head, and fall to earth like the lily of the valley;
but celestial hope consoles me, and points me to heaven and
to that blessed Saviour who offers me the pardon and con-
solation which mortals deny me. My spirit, a captive in
this body which wanders on the earth, yearns to be united
to the Holy Spirit which created it. Oh, how precious a
gift of God is eternal night !

Thus spoke the nun, while tears of anguish streamed
from her eyes. Who could paint her wild despair, the
cruel pangs which rent her heart? But soon a sweet and
pious resignation took possession of her; her lips pro-
nounced no name but that of her Creator Josephine and
her friends mingled their prayers with hers ; they entreated
Heaven to put an end to her miseries ; they encouraged her
to hope for a happier lot in future; but being without
any confidence, she again wept, and concluded in these
words :—

¢ To me the most painful restraint is the being obliged
to conceal my feelings in the presence of the lady superior.
Pity is here a crime, and each moment thus becomes to me
an intolerable punishment. My health, already impaired
by protracted sufferings, is gradually failing. At the end of
one year you will, perhaps, find me dying. I shall carry
into the grave a body as pure and stainless as it was in my
infancy. Yet I cannot deposit my painful secrets in the
bosom of any kind and compassionate friend. My desire is
that my father, and also Madame the Countess of Mon-
tesson, may be informed that I am still alive.”

At the mention of the name of her illustrious protec-
tress, Madame Beauharnais experienced a sensation difficult
to describe ; her marble brow was resting prostrate on the
cold and humid earth; a sense of her own trials and mis-
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fortunes awoke; it wrung her heart; and her present
situation, so different from what it had once been, now
stared her mournfully in the face.

Still, she hoped that a purer and brighter day might
dawn upon her. Indeed, she had already begun to descry
for herself a more happy future, while the hapless daughter
of the Count de could see hers only in eternity.
While their conversation continued, they discovered in the
distance the pale flickering of a lantern slowly approaching
them.

«“’Tis my guardian,” said the nun; ‘she is not un-
feeling; she seeks to soften the rigorous service required of
her in respect to me; she anticipates my wants; I should
be no longer alive but for her humanity. Retire a little;
I am unwilling her sensitive soul should learn that her
noble devotion is known to you; she might, perhaps, sus-
pect the secret of her conduct was divulged. ’Tis to her
that T am indebted for the shadow of freedom I have thus
far enjoyed; the community rely upon her prudence and
discretion.”

The cold and serious manner in which she pronounced
these words lent them additional bitterness. She gave them
not the least accent ; they resembled neither a demand nor
an exclamation, expressed neither curiosity nor surprise:
her heart found no utterance in those monotonous tones.
1n a few moments her looks became as dull and vacant as
ever. Josephine and her two friends could not resist the
touching spectacle. They burst into tears, and, in com-
pliance with her request, promised her to write the details
of her sad history. Madame de Beauharnais undertook to
bring her sufferings to a close. She contrived to hold a
correspondence with her during the latter part of her stay
at Panthemont.
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She interested several influential persons in her behalf,
and among them the Archbishop of Paris. When that
prelate demanded the opening of the cloister doors of the
convent of Belle Chasse, he was told that the sparks of life
were nearly extinct in Mademoiselle St. Cl , and that she
would probably soon breathe her last. “Happy will it be,”
said one of the elder sisters, ‘“ when we can say of that
sister, ¢ She is now tn the bosom of the Divinity I°” At these
words, a holy anger flashed from the eyes of the venerable
archbishop. Too indignant to pardon the authors of an
outrage which he could not overlook, he exclaimed, casting
on them an expressive glance:—

“Alas! another victim sacrificed to error and ambition.
She perhaps opposed some resistance to the sacrifice of
herself, and that was enough to make her the object of
your persecution.

“ Unfecling and cruel women,” added he; ¢“I have
kept my mouth shut until to-day. I have been silent;
but now I shall make myself heard.”?

Several months had passed since Madame de Beau-
harnais had lived entirely secluded from the world. The
sad, heart-stricken Josephine knew no other joy than
that of gazing upon her beloved daughter.

The young Hortense, sensible of the tender cares of
her mother, returned with usury the caresses she re-
ceived. Seeking to please and to love her tender parent,
filial gratitude was the sole sentiment by which she was
animated. This afflicted wife, now an interesting recluse,
daily received the most gratifying news from her friends;
she was about to revisit them, and to gain the suit which

1 Afterwards, and some time before the Revolution, the question
of secularising this religious order was seriously discussed in the
Council of State, and even at the Court of Rome.
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CHAPTER VIII

AT length Josephine meets her children, and is happy.
Drunk with bliss, she exclaimed: ¢ O liberty! I feel that
thou art not a chimera, and that man, escaping from the
darkness of a prison can alone render thee fitting homage.”

However natural were the feelings which then agitated
her, she perceived that reflection was fast weakening the
charm. After the first gust of enthusiastic exultation at
seeing herself so strikingly avenged had subsided, she
began to reflect upon her forlorn situation. The decree
of the Parliament of Paris was ertirely favourable to her,
and made her absolutely free; but M. de Beauharnais
was lost for her.

[Here end the events which I presume to be contained
in the manuscripts which are wanting. I lay aside the
pen in order to place before the reader the Memoirs
forming the sequel to those which I have supplied.}]

The advice I received from time to time from M. de
Tascher was to return to Martinique. He wrote that

1 The remainder of the work, until near the close of her life, in
1814, appears to be the production of Josephine herself. In her
dedication to the Emperor Alexander, our authoress assures us that
* these Secret Memoirs were, in a great measure, prepared by the
Empress herself, and that was the reason which led her to place them
under his special protection;” and in her preface she remarks that
the illustrious subject of her pages, *‘during her leisure moments at
Malmaison, used to narrate the different events of her life; she pre-
served the most secret particulars of her husband’s reign, and destined
these precious manuscripts to posterity.”—TRANSLATOR.
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the charms of tranquillity are never so highly relished
as when one has been tossed by the storms of adversity
I received many visits from my friends, and hastened
to return them. Some listened attentively to my most
trifling remarks, and seemed to watch me, while others,
indulging in indiscreet questions, pretended to congratu-
late me on what they called my triumph. I distinguished
among them several who were my true friends, and
passed some moments of real quietude in their society.
And yet I felt that I had lost that peace of mind with-
out which happiness is impossible. I no longer saw my
husband, and an habitual gloom took possession of me.

Continued sorrow had wrought a change in my
countenance and in my mental faculties; I regarded
myself as an unfortunate woman, and, without the
society of my children, who both aided me to support
existence, I should infallibly have sunk under the weight
of my melancholy. This state of mind made me love
solitude; my friends addressed to me some obliging
reproofs for thus sequestering myself from the world.
“If,” said they, ‘“the study of the human heart is an
affliction to him who pursues it, we are yet bound to
interrogate its most hidden mysteries.”

One day my friends had, so to speak, dragged me
against my will to Versailles, where I appeared but
rarely. 1 spent some hours in examining the two
Trianons.!! The smaller attracted, particularly, throngs

1 Trianons.—This is the name of two beautiful country seats
near Versailles. Passing along the promenade of the garden of
Versailles, you arrive at the *Grand Trianon.” The celebrated
Mansard constructed this chiteau in the oriental style. The fagade
is but one story high, but the richness and variety of the marble
composing it render it beautiful: the garden was planned by Lenébre.

At the end of the park is situated the * Petit Trianon.” Its
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of the curious. The embellishments executed by the
orders of the Queen lent an inexpressible charm to
those enchanting spots. I felt a curiosity to see the
delicious abode where the wife of Louis XVI. delighted
to lay aside the severe etiquette of the palace. Here the
daughter of the Casars used to repair and resign her-
self to meditation, and taste in peace the sweets of an
innocent liberty.

Maria Antoinette was then what she never ceased
to be—good, compassionate, amiable. Quitting her high
rank and the pomp of the throne, she here seemed to
descend and listen to the complaints of her people; and
often did she pass out of this terrestrial paradise to gaze
on the clear, pure country sky. Often was she seen
wandering among those delicious groves, so dense that
the light of day scarcely penetrated them ; hiding herself
from that throng of gilded insects that pullulated at her
Court, and giving herself up to the society of such
persons as could participate in her simple and rustic
tastes.

In thus throwing aside the state and splendour of
royalty, Maria Antoinette only appeared the more
beautiful —she might have been taken for the Queen
of the Graces.

How beautiful was she then, when all the feelings

picturesque garden, arranged in English style, and its magnificent
pavilion, constructed in the Roman style, were the favourite resorts
of Maria Antoinette. During the Reign of Terror, it was nearly
demolished by the fury of the populace. A common public table
was furnished in the same apartments where the descendant of
Maria Theresa used to lay aside the burdens of royalty and enjoy
the charms of a country life. Napoleon reunited this elegant estate
to the imperial domains, The Princess Pauline Borghese, the
Emperor’s sister, used to reside there.—TRANSLATOR.
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of an ardent heart were reflected from her august
countenance ?

The impression I experienced on entering, for the
first time, the Queen’s apartments, it would be difficult
to describe. A melancholy thought seized me, which
I could neither repel nor explain—a secret and undefined
fear seemed to whisper to me that the sovereign of this
charming retreat would soon cease to be such. Every-
thing presaged, even now, the series of woes with which
that celestial woman was to be overwhelmed, and the
strokes of that execrable calumny of which she was to
become the victim. The affair of Cardinal Rohan had
already shown to what excess this sort of licence could
be carried, if unchecked at its birth (18).

From that moment the sincere friends of the monarchy
should have foreseen that the schemers would not pause
in their career. A multitude of apocryphal pamphlets
daily inundated Paris and Versailles, propagating the
most absurd and false reports. The enemies of the
wife of Louis XVI. represented her as a second Medicis.
In their rage they dared to make her the object of the
most unjust and cruel charges. They even endeavoured
to cast a stain upon her chastity. The public, greedy
for news, never gave themselves the trouble to examine
the source whence these stories proceeded. They always
receive more readily tales of contempt and insult than
those which express the homage due to virtue, or the
love and respect of the people for their legitimate princes.
Besides, the French rarely take pains to reflect upon the
impressions made upon them by envenomed writings or
speeches ; but suffer themselves to be seduced and blinded
by the recital of unfaithful, piquant and scandalous anec-
dotes, especially where important personages are the object.
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The royal majesty thus vilified, everything announced
the approach of that tempest which was destined to over-
throw the throne and the monarch. The Queen was,
perhaps, the only one who did not partake of that feeling
of security to which the whole Court surrendered itself.
Incessantly a prey to gloomy forebodings, she found in
the retreats of the Trianons a kind of solace for her woes.}
This Princess, a worthy daughter of Maria Theresa,
derived from the teachings of her illustrious mother that
courage so superior to all vicissitudes, which enabled her
to oppose a manly and truly heroic resistance to the
plotters of the ruin and overthrow of states.

Such were my thoughts while wandering through
those modern ¢ Gardens of Alcinous,” where art seemed
combined with nature to increase its charms. 1 con-
templated with admiration every object that presented
itself to my enchanted gaze. As I was infinitely fond
of botany, I took pleasure in examining every description
of plant I met with. I roved along the alleys where the
majestic trees, with polished bark and evergreen foliage,
sprang up and seemed to pierce the skies. To rest our-
selves we entered one of the mansions which the company
had been admiring. Our guide was engaged in giving
us some interesting historical details(19) connected with
it, when our attention was attracted by the confused cries
of numerous voices which seemed to be approaching. Our
surprise was increased on seeing the Queen herself coming,

1 *“ Notre cour nous suit,
Et tout nous fuit;"”

“I well know I am traduced,” said the Queen, often, to the
unfortunate Louis XVI. “I see the courtiers’ smile; it conceals
perfidious falsehood ; it is the moral stiletto. The cowards who
use it inflict a wound, and then turn and fly. The cold looks of
the most of them annoy and disgust me."
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surrounded by her whole Court. She advanced towards
us, and, without any appearance of surprise at seeing
strangers in the place, saluted us with that grace which
was so natural to her. I was encouraged by the sweet
accents of her voice and the language she deigned to
address to me. Her Majesty was pleased to say, with
an air of condescension: ¢ Madame de Beauharnais, you
are at liberty to view the two Trianons; I am perfectly
aware you know how to appreciate their beauties. I
should be much pleased to learn what objects you think
the most remarkable, and to hear your personal obser-
vations upon them. I shall always receive you with
pleasure” (20).

I answered these gracious words with a respectful
salutation ; each one of them is graven on my memory,
for my afflicted heart needed their sweet consolation. The
Queen passed on, leaving our whole company penetrated
with a feeling of love and respect. The daughter of
Maria Theresa was at that time far from imagining that
she to whom she had spoken in such obliging terms would become
the wife of a geneval, who should one day place upon his head
the crown of the Kings of France.—DBut let us not anticipate
the events which are, in fact, to follow with too rapid a
pace.

The inspector of the gardens conducted us to, and
showed us every part of, the two royal mansions. I care-
fully observed every object I met with, and took a note
of it in my tablets; and, faithful to the promise I had
made to Her Majesty, prepared to offer her the results
of my reflections. Some days afterwards, I was admitted
to a private audience, in which, with the sweetest accent,
Maria Antoinette deigned to assure me of her august pro-
tection. She conversed with me with the greatest freedom,
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and the King, who came in during the interview, assured
me, in an impressive manner, that M. de Beauharnais and
his children should ever be entitled to the enlightened
justice of the Court. ¢ Besides,” added he, ¢ 1 shall never
forget the devotion of my subjects in America in sustaining
the honour of the crown. My ancestors have received from
that generous people considerable sums of money, and I
have not, in regard to them, dispensed with the obligations
of gratitude. Madam,” continued he, smiling, “I must
acquit myself of all arrears towards you; you will receive
them from the hands of the Queen.” I bowed respectfully.
The Queen then condescended to promise me a brevet for
my son, and, at the same time, untying an antique orna-
ment of precious stones which she wore about her neck,
she passed it round my own. The portraits of L. L. and
M. M. embellished the reverse of the medallion.

"Tis thus that monarchs ought ever to acknowledge
important services rendered them by the people; but to
the people it belongs to know and to appreciate such
sovereigns. ,

Louis XVI. and his august spouse were never judged
impartially by their contemporaries. A terrible and pro-
longed revolution was needed, in order to make their real
virtues manifest, to unveil the infamy of their calumniators
and the villainy of their executioners.

About this period I received news from my mother. She
urged me by the most powerful motives to return to her,
and pour out my griefs on her bosom. The poison of
calumny had for a long time been distilling its venom upon
me, an unhappy wife; and Madame de la Pagerie was
anxious to repair, in some sort, what she called ker maternal
errovs. 1 decided on quitting France—that France where
such strange destinies still awaited me.

VOL. 1 6
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The thought of separating myself from my son cost me
many and bitter pangs. I went and conjured M. de Beau-
harnais to entrust him to my care. He refused, in a very
formal way. ¢ What harshness!” cried I, while gazing
despairingly upon one of his friends, who came a few days
before my departure to console me respecting that cruel
denial. He listened to me, wept with me, and promised to
interest himself in my behalf with my husband. The aid
which a firm and generous friendship renders to innocence
and misfortune is the prop of suffering virtue. I recom-
mended to him my Eugene, and said to him : “ I go to kiss
the earth which saw me born, and to bedew it with my
tears; for I perceive that I can no longer be happy in
France. Adieu, adieu; speak not of Hortense to M. de
Beauharnais! Can the daughter interest one to whom the
mother is odious? Alexander,” continued I, ¢ you shall
account to me for the exile I am compelled to undergo.
Your own peace is its sole object; but at least forgive my
tears.” A few days afterwards I went on board the
frail bark, which bore me away from my son and my
husband.

Assisted by the tide and a light breeze from the north-
east, the shallop left the port. The air was calm, the sky
clear, and the sea, smooth as glass, reflected the burning
beams of the sun. The sailors raised their song, keeping
time with their oars, which rose and fell in unison with
their strains.

And now the sails are spread ; the pilot holds the helm ;
the vessel bounds forward; it cleaves the billows, and
begins to roll. It soon became the sport of the waves,
which tossed it wildly about, and drove it to and fro. It
may be imagined what I must have suffered at seeing little
Hortense, who was not at all habitnated to this continual
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bounding, and found it impossible to keep her feet or to
endure the ship’s motion without sea-sickness.

On the morning of the thirtieth day of our voyage, the
captain on a sudden discovered a large craft bearing right
down upon us. Whether he or his pilot was remiss in his
duty is uncertain, though it is certain that the crew first
informed him that the two vessels were running foul of
each other, bow to bow. The captain grew pale, but
uniting presence of mind with courage, quickly ordered
all hands to the quarter-deck, and, by a strong effort
bringing his vessel to the wind, changed her direction,
and saved us at the moment the two bowsprits were
coming in contact. The stranger vessel, which bore the
English flag, passed us alongside and veered off. Shouts
of joy evinced the heart-felt gratitude of the crew for
this narrow escape. The captain congratulated 'us pas-
sengers, and me particularly, on his having beeu: able to
rescue us from one of the most frightful peril< of the sea.
Squalls from the south, however, frequeuity threatened
us with shipwreck or hidden rocks. KEaving become, by
mental suffering, utterly heedless of the yawning gulfs
beneath me, and leaning against a sail, I measured with
curious eye the depths of the wate.s, I defied the green
waves that rose mountains high arvund me, and seemed
about to swallow up the frail bark and the crew it bore.
At length, however, after a long and perilous passage,
during which we twice ran the risk of a collision with
other vessels, we terminated our voyage; and my feet
again touched the beloved soil of my native land.

It seemed to me that I now became animated by a new
existence—a firmness of mind, a feeling of disdain for
every species of constraint. I was henceforth nothing but
a woman, fully determined to maintain that personal

6—2
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CHAPTER IX

-

Omn, let the man who has wandered far from the
paternal roof look within himself and ask his heart for
an explanation of that delicious melancholy which he feels
on returning, after long absence and many troubles, to the
cradle of his infancy! Then will he feel that Nature,
which does so much for her ungrateful children, in bind-
ing them to their native land by habit, friendship, and
youthful recollections, seems to have fixed an eternal
boundary to that yearning after bliss which devours with-
out ever satisfying. _

But in vain does sad experience teach us this; in vain
does the flitting dove, wounded and palpitating, come
and fall at our feet. The transitory impression she makes
upon our hearts is quickly effaced by the rapid movements
and tumultuous phantoms which our ever busy passions
produce within us.

I again found myself within the bosom of my family.
I began to enjoy that serenity of mind which I had
hitherto seldom felt. The place which saw him born
affords to every man of feeling an almost indescribable
pleasure. We love to retrace the scenes of our youth,
to revisit its interesting theatre, and to tread our
natal soil. I would have freely forgotten the luxuries
of Europe to enjoy again in the colony the precious
boon of freedom. If sometimes I turned my eyes towards
France, it was only to recall the fact that the father
of my children dwelt in that cradle of taste, arts and
industry.
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Such, indeed, were the sentiments which I expressed
to the Countess de Montesson, to whom I often wrote
after my arrival at Martinique.

In my second letter to her I said: ¢ Nature, rich and
sumptuous, has covered our fields with a carpeting which
charms as well by the variety of its colours as of its
objects. She has strewn the banks of our rivers with
flowers, and planted the freshest forests around our fertile
borders. I cannot resist the temptation to breathe the
pure, aromatic odours wafted on the zephyr's wings; I
love to hide myself in the green woods that skirt our
dwelling ; there I tread on flowers which exhale a perfume
as rich as that of the orange grove, and more grateful to
the senses. How many charms has this pleasant retreat
for one in my situation! When I want to weep without
any witness of my tears, over the loss of my husband and
my son, I retire to these sequestered spots; their profound
silence inspires me with a secret awe and soothes my sad-
ness. Every day do I seem to hear my Eugene’s voice, to
see his beautiful face, his pleasant smile; I seem to press
him to my bosom—and find myself alone with Hortense !
The lovely little creature seems already to compassionate
the ills her poor mother endures for her. By degrees my
reason triumphs over my weakness and restores me to
myself. I find myself in the midst of my relations and
the old friends who once loved and still love me tenderly.”

Nearly three years had passed away since my separa-
tion from my husband, when secret advices reached me
from France that M. de Beauharnais was prepared to treat
me more kindly. ‘“He would,” I was told, ‘“not only
change his wrathful conduct, but was disposed to show
me some particular favours.”—¢ My Eugene,” said I to
Madame de la Pagerie, *“my Eugene will alone be the seal
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of our reconciliation ; for, but for the love I bear him, I
should choose to end my days in my favourite island.”
This sole consolation which remained to me in the midst
of such multiplied sufferings—the double pleasure of re-
ceiving, as a wife, M. de Beauharnais’ acknowledgment
that I had never ceased to deserve his confidence, and, as a
mother, of pressing my beloved son again to my heart—
healed my wounds, and made me forget whole years of
sorrow and misfortune. I could quit my family and home,
and bear a yoke which might, perhaps, still be an oppressive
one. I could do all this, for when the happiness of her off-
spring is concerned, a mother has stern duties to perform,
and the evils which threaten them appear to her more for-
midable than those which she herself may incur. But my
friends opposed my return to the Continent. ¢ You have
your daughter,” said they continually; ¢ her society will
console you for her father’s rigorous treatment.”——¢ But my
son is far from me,” was my reply; ¢ my satisfaction can
never be complete while that is the case; I am anxious to
join him.” I yielded for a moment to the importunities of
my father; for, of all the ties that bind us to life, those of
kindred are the strongest. But still my eyes were turned
towards France. A few days before making my prepara-
tions to leave Martinique I was witness of an event which
particularly struck my attention.

While returning one morning from the ¢ Three Islets,”
I noticed a considerable gathering of people in front of a
meanly appearing dwelling, and hastened to inform myself
of the cause which was exciting so much interest among
the by-standers. A Creole woman told me, with tears in
her eyes, that ¢“mother David, otherwise Euphemia, had
broken her leg, and that they had taken her to her house,
where she bhad fainted. This woman,” said she, ¢is
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universally beloved ; all the settlers treat her well and feel
a deep interest in her. She has, moreover, great authority
over the negroes, for nothing happens in the colony that
she does not foresee. Nothing escapes her eagle eyes.
The most secret projects of mankind are no mysteries to
her.”

I called to mind the fact that my own curiosity had once
led me to consult this wise mulatto woman, and felt an
irresistible desire to visit her a second time. I had been
very far from tasting that happiness which she had promised
me, and I could no longer cherish the dream with which she
had once flattered my imagination.. On this occasion I
found her confined to her bed by the wound she had re-
ceived, and surrounded by the slaves who were so fond of
her. From the vault of a spacious chamber hung a lamp,
resembling those which are used in tombs. Its lurid rays,
mingled with the thick darkness, served only to render
visible the gloominess of the place. Nevertheless, the old
woman immediately recognised me. I informed her that
her predictions were not only not realised, but that since
the time I had, like others, yielded to a feeling of curiosity,
I had experienced nothing but misfortune.

¢ Patience,” said the aged sibyl, gazing at me;
““ patience!” She pronounced some almost unintelligible
words, the sense of which was—That my husband was about
to vise in the world by his own mevit ; but that ememies would one
day attempt to take kis life, and that in the end he would lose his
head.

I ventured to put some other questions, but Euphemia
refused absolutely to answer them. She continually re-
peated: “I still hold the same opinion; and when you go away
theve will appear, not the same prodigy as when you fivst left us,
but cruel and perfidious enemies, who are only waiting for your

Y
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departuve tn order to carvy five and swovd into the midst of us,
and again lay waste the colony ” (21).

I was struck by the perfect coolness of her manner,
and the tone of calm assurance she employed. During
the following month I made my preparations to sail for
the Continent. The passage was quite unpleasant.

The ship I embarked in twice took fire, which I re-
garded as a favourable augury (22); for such is the force
of early impressions that they are seldom, if ever, effaced.
The moment we came in sight of the coast of France, the
captain ordered the sails to be furled.

My heart could not resist the emotions caused by
recollections so dear to it, and I endeavoured to persuade
myself that the father of my children was, perhaps, the
innocent cause of my troubles, which I presumed to be all
the work of the deceitful Madame de V. It seemed
to me impossible that I could have raised the storm
which roared above my head.

Could I, who had never been drawn into the torrent
of human follies, imagine that a proper sense of what
honour and religion prescribe would one day be imputed
to me as a crime?

But if anything could allay the unjust suspicions of
which my enemy, Madame de V

, had made me the
object, it was the engagement which I had long since
made with myself to banish from my mind the image of
William de K b

His name, indeed, often escaped the lips of some of
my acquaintances, who still took the liberty to recall him
to my memory; and many of them took real pleasure in
carrying on constant intrigues with him, and showing me
his letters.

Resolved to remain utterly indifferent, I adhered in-
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violably to the resolution I had formed at the time of my
marriage, to return, without opening them, the numerous
letters from that colonist; and whenever he came from
Edinburgh I carefully avoided seeing him. ¢ It shall be
even thus,” said 1 (love is fecble while it is timid), ““and I
will prove to my husband that a rash judgment is often
unjust ; that too much severity savours of tyranny, and
that among our equals we ought to respect ourselves.”
Thus did I seek to smother the memory of my past dis-
grace, and, notwithstanding all my efforts, I remained for
whole days inactive and listless. Whatever caused me to
think, drove me to tears. Hortense! was my only comfort;
by her playfulness she forced me in a manner to forget
the past—that past which had been so full of trials—and
to look forward to the future, which had in store for me
such grand, such wonderful destinies.

At the end of a few days of security, I heard of the
horrible revolution which had broken out in Martinique.
I trembled for the precious lives of my family and friends.

The negroes had ceased to work. I seemed to see
those slaves, powerful by their numbers, armed with
flaming torches, thirsting for blood and carnage, ravaging
the country, carrying off flocks and herds, setting fire to
houses, putting the whites to flight, taking them prisoners,
or striking them down with the murderous poniard. If

1 Hortense was presented to her father in the simple and charming
dress of a young Creole. *'Tis I,” cried the viscount; **I recognise
my features. I looked just so at the age of seven.” He kissed his
daughter repeatedly, and appeared enchanted by the little surprise
which Josephine had practised upon him. He said, with a smile, to
Madame Montmorin, who, in concert with the Marquis de Beau-
harnais, had brought about this interview: * Verum putes haud acgre,

quod vald2 expetas"'—'* We easily believe what we ardently desire to be
true.”
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CHAPTER X

A secreT presentiment, much more than the continual
assaults made upon me, inspired me with a blind courage
—filled me with the most lively hope. Will that hope last?

I was, at length, united to M. de Beauharnais in sweet
concord. Peace, daughter of the skies, signed the treaty
of reconciliation (23); oblivion of all past complaints was
expressly stipulated ; Eugene and Hortense were the
guarantees. My days began to flow on happily, and
the affection of my children smoothed their current.
Several months were passed in the bosom of this pure
felicity. I went but seldom into society, and avoided
all company where wit shows itself only in sallies of
satire. DMy visitors were from the ordinary circle. In
order to please my husband, who began to be friendly
to me, I banished from my drawing-room those idlers,
those coquettish women whose conversation is so charm-
ing, but whose levity often produces such mischievous
consequences.

I was often received at Madame the Countess of
Montesson’s.  That lovely and intellectual lady en-
chanted me, not only by her rare qualities, but by the
style of her conversation. She attracted around her the
most brilliant society, and numbered among her admirers
men of the highest worth and the most distinguished
attainments. She deigned to honour me with particular
attentions; and whenever she experienced anxieties,
‘twas on my bosom that she sought to soothe them.

She had received into her circle of friends William de
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K , whose young wife had been presented to her.
She would often say to me, “ My leart} I perceive that
the companion of your childhood bas only obeyed the
law of necessity. By his marriage he has scattered all
your husband’s doubts; he has given him, in some sort,

an assurance of perpetual safety; but his poor heart
seems to me to be ill at ease.”

He contrived to hide, under the mask of politeness,
his indifference, and even his coldness. Besides the
affectionate regard which he affected, he seemed to be
penetrated with a kind of awe towards her.

Madame de K became the mother of a daughter,
and refused to entrust the infant to the care of any third
person; in this she acquitted herself with the tenderness
of an excellent mother. William honoured his wife, ad-
mired her virtues, and lamented his inability to love her.

“Ah!” said he, “I should enjoy the highest bliss
could I feel for her that with which another woman
long since inspired me! But I must avoid this latter;
her peace and mine equally demand it; and yet she is
the only object on earth that I love more than my own
existence.”

This young Creole, through the influence of the
Duchess of Grammont (24), was endeavouring to obtain
from the French Court an order for the reimbursement
of the moneys lent by the ancestor of Lord Lov to
Louis XIV. during the wars of the succession. Com-
pelled to go over to England to obtain certain important
papers, he in the meantime confided his wife to our
care. This mark of friendship touched Beauharnais.
Madame de K became, so to speak, my best friend.

z A name of endearment given by the Countess to Josephine.
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I endeavoured to alleviate her anxieties during her
husband’s absence. I knew how to sympathise with her,
but I also knew how to hide myself under an impenetrable
veil. The image of the man whom I had known from my
cradle, and whose child exhibited to me every day an exact
resemblance to her father, did not cease to haunt me. I
caressed the babe from a feeling of friendship towards
him; and the little Elinora (for that was her name)
might well imagine that she had two mothers, who loved
her with equal tenderness.

Devoted to the pleasures of friendship, to my dear
children, and my adopted daughter, I now enjoyed that
bliss which peace of mind alone can give. Absence and
the past feed the memory. Like painting, the heart’s
recolle- ions restors to us the features, the image of the
beings wnom fate separates from us, whether that separa-
tiou be caused by injustice or death. More powerful than
art, and less <evere than fate, it recalls to us their feelings,
thoughts, mauners, smiles and tears, and even the inflections
of their voice. ¢ Astonishing power of the past!” I ex-
claimed; ‘“while we, frail children of sorrow, have lost
all power over it, and can be severed from it only by
death |

At length letters were received from William. He was
at the Bath Springs; he wrote that he should not return
for some months; that he had had a long sickness, and
must take time to recover his health. He besought
Beauharnais to continue to be the protector of his wife
and child. In a second letter, which soon followed the
first, he said—

“I am afraid I shall be forced to remain absent tor
a long time, for there seems to be a sort of ferment here,
and many of the officers of the corps I command solicit,
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as a special favour, to be sent into the country of Tippo-
Séeb. Who knows but I shall be obliged to follow them ?
In that event, I know not when I shall return. In view
of this, I send you the papers which are necessary in
regard to my claim” (25).

About this epoch the political horizon in France began
to be darkened; the minds of men were in a ferment;
the large cities resounded with the names of the deputies
who sat in the Constituent Assembly. It was natural
that a new constitution should lead to great changes,
and the struggle between the people and the Court pro-
duced a deep impression upon my mind. I was alarmed
at seeing Beauharnais obliged to figure in those tumultuous
scenes. He could not, however, quit the post confided to
him by his constituents; and yet, for his personal safety,
I could have preferred to see him at Martinique in the
midst of his countrymen, whose confidence and esteem
he had once enjoyed.

As the wise men of the time had long foreseen, the
provincial Assemblies having separated without coming to
any decision, matters became so embroiled that the King?
felt it his duty to convoke the three estates of the kingdom.
The result showed that the remedy was worse than the
disease. The deputies from the nobility and the clergy
refused to make any sacrifice in favour of the commons
(tiers état); while the people, for the first time, felt that
they could conquer by force. They were sustained in
their claims by the famous Mirabeau.

At the time when the different orders seemed ready to

1 The time was now approaching when the language of Hume in
reference to Charles I. might be applied to Louis XVI.—* He found
himself in a situation where faults were irreparable; a situation incon-
sistent with feeble human nature.”
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come to an understanding, the evils of the Government
had become incurable.!

M. de Beauharnais was by no means a hot-head in
the Convention. He was distinguished for his moderation
and his attachment to the principles of the monarchy,
and often deplored the fatal divisions which were springing
up. “The tribune,” said he, *“is an arena where the most
eloquent voices should be heard; and yet it is a scene
of mutual provocation and insult. Omne might suppose,
on seeing certain orators, that they had just come out of
a circus, and were running about in quest of new gladiators
upon whom to try their strength, even in the presence of
the fathers of the country.”

I knew at that time nothing about politics, but I was
forced every day to listen to interminable discussions,
and to meet in society those senseless brawlers who were
labouring with all their might to pull down the monarchy,
whose fall must inevitably crush them. I was visited by
the most influential men in the Assembly. The imposing
presence of the Abbé Maury, Bergasse, Cazalés and the
popular Mirabeau seemed to put me to silence. I listened
to them with profound interest. That great and celebrated
orator, who, perhaps, aspired to the ¢ara, and who, had
he been the rival of Sextus Quintus, would have found
the means of imposing laws upon Rome, appeared to me
to be a profoundly ambitious man. He shrewdly covered
himself with the mantle of Christian charity, and readily
perceived that, in defending the Church, he was advancing
his own interest.

He was desirous of being made a bishop, and clearly

1 The true authors of the Revolution, we are told by a celebrated
man, ‘‘were absolule power, despotic ministers, insolent mobles, and greedy
favourites I"'—(Napoleon ?—TRANSLATOR.)
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foresaw that the moment the Church should be despoiled
its best situation would be of no advantage to him.

My opinion of the Abbé Maury was derived from him-
self, and when I heard of his being made a cardinal, I
was not surprised. He had for a long time been paving
the way to that eminent post, and had put everything
in requisition for its attainment.! As to Mirabeau, he
marched straight forward to his object; he had not been
well treated at Court, and he sought to annihilate those
who had been his adversaries.

Cazalés was adroit, intellectual, and possessed talent
at extempore speaking.? M. de Beauharnais often replied
to him. Though with some shades of difference, their
opinions were the same, the former wishing to become
a great man, while the latter looked only at the good of
France. They agreed, however, that Louis XVI. did
not possess the firmness necessary to check the progress
of the Revolution.

1 When Racine had become devout, he appeared abashed in the
presence of Mademoiselle Champmélé; he blushed at his verses in
the presence of the Dauphiness. Mademoiselle C remarked '
‘“Had you not written them, you would not have been here.”

2 Cazalés and Rewbel had a violent altercation. The latter had
the best of it. The celebrated orator, overwhelmed with confusion,
shouted out: *“You have the advantage, Jacobin! but I have succeeded
in making myself heard by your wife.”” The celebrated Mirabeau, who
was present, looked at him with surprise, and coolly said: ¢ Cazales,
remember that among gentlemen this would be regarded only as a
politeness, while a petty burgher would regard it as a serious insult.”
Mirabeau's sang-froid really petrified poor Rewbel.

Rewbel was anxious to avoid a quarrel with his antagonist, and
begged his honourable colleague to give him his opinion upon this
important business. Mirabeau brought about a reconciliation, and:
whispered in the ear of the offended husband :—

* Tout homme prudent doit se garder toujours
De donner trop crédit & de mauvais discours.”
VOL. I 7
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Bergasse was an enlightened and profound politician ;
he deplored the errors of the Court, and coolly calculated
the effects of a change in the political system. ¢ The
explosion,” said he, “will be terrible—there is not one
of us who will not fall before it.”

His counsels were sage; he pointed out the remedy,
but his voice was lost as in a desert. The Assembly
would have it that he belonged to the society of the
Illuminati. But this deputy was a man of great energy
of character, and not afraid to strip from his brethren
the mask of hypocrisy with which they sought to shroud
themselves. Sometimes he thundered like Cicero; he
attacked those modern Catilines face to face; but being
too feeble, alone and single-handed, to cope with an
immense majority, he at length contented himself with
communicating his opinions by his' writings, which are
indeed masterpieces, filled with the maxims of an en-
lightened senator and profound statesman.

When, by the votes of all, Beauharnais was elected
President of the National Assembly, I could not help
calling to mind the famous horoscope of the prophetess
of Martinique; the prediction began to be fulfilled; for
my husband had begun to act a most important part (26).
Whenever he appeared at Court it was with profound
anxiety ; he loved Louis XVI. and appreciated his virtues.
Yet he could have wished him to make some sacrifices
which circumstances now rendered necessary, but which,
at the commencement of the Revolution, he himself had
opposed. He earnestly recommended them in 1791,
What was called the Orleans faction had kept up its
agitations for half-a-century. It was now in its full
vigour ; one step farther, and the Duke of Orleans would
bave been able to seize the supreme power. But
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Philip (27), as some thought, was wanting in native
courage, while, according to others, he was afraid to
assume the diadem which was offered him by certain
partisans. More than once did Beaubarnais raise his
voice in defence of Louis XVI. He saw this unhappy
Prince exposed to the attacks of the Jacobins, who were
labouring to destroy him in the estimation of the people.
Seductive proposals were made to him, but he well knew
how to resist the charms of popular favour, and in reality
belonged to no party.

Though the romance of liberty had turned his head,
yet his purposes were as straightforward and pure as
his heart was upright; and, although as an orator he
occupied only a second rank in the two Assemblies, his
reputation as an honest man was universally admitted.
He did not seek after place; but, possessing fine military
talents, the career of arms was the only one to which he
aspired. The moment the war was declared against the
Northern Powers, he laid aside the senatorial mantle and
resumed the sword.

He asked for and obtained the command of the army
of the Alps, where he acquired a great reputation. His
fidelity to his king was more than once put to the proof;
and, like Bayard, he replied to some noblemen who urged
him to emigrate: ¢ Go, join your princes; for my part, my
place is in France, and my duty as a soldier is to fight
the enemies of the State. Never will I bear arms against
my country! 1 pity those who, to gratify an offended
pride, propose, as you say, to sacrifice their lives for
the best of kings, but who go off into foreign lands and
leave him alone. It is not by abandoning him to the
mercy of faction that you will prove to Europe your per-
fect devotion to the interests of the monarchy. On the

7—2
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contrary, you are destroying the throne, and sapping its
very foundations. By remaining at home, the emigrant
nobility might have held the balance of power, and de-
cided the choice of the National Assembly and the Con-
vention. They might have prevented a factious minority
from declaring war upon the best of Frenchmen, the
intrepid friends of the monarchy; they might have
restrained the men who produced the bloody scenes of
the sth and 6th of October, the 14th of July, &c. (28),
by resisting the evil at its beginning, by making to
the nation the sacrifices demanded by the dilapidated
state of the finances, by doing homage to the people in
giving them some share in the public honours. The
most of the emigrants would better have served the
cause of Louis XVI. by throwing around him a rampart
of their bodies, than by running off and begging the
service of other nations. Doubtless those Frenchmen
imagined they were born to be the defenders of the throne,
and that, like true knights, they were bound to wage a
crusade in order to deliver their unhappy monarch from
the prison of his own palace. Their courage was truly
beroic, and they armed themselves in the noblest of
causes. But have those who sought to attach to their
banner the Powers of Europe, shown all the energy
which they ought to display in such circumstances?
Why have the most of them accepted the perfidious aid
of the ancient enemy of France? Shades of Duguesclin
and Clisson! where are you? You would be ashamed
to come out of your tombs; your manes would shudder
at the outrage which has tarnished the name of your
descendants. It was in the breach, Frenchmen, that
you should have defended yourselves; ’twas in sacrificing
a portion of your fortunes, in order to supply that enor-
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mous deficit which threatened the downfall of the throne,
that the nobility should have shown themselves worthy of
the age of Henry IV., and that the virtuous Louis XVI.
would have been enabled to reign over a people so
worthy of him!” Such was M. de Beauharnais!

The French Revolution took a character at once the
most terrible within and the most formidable without.
The royal family were about to experience the most
frightful catastrophe. ¢ Paris,” said a celebrated woman
(Madame de Staél), ¢ presented nothing but a picture of
crime and weakness, while the army displayed one of
devotion and glory.”

The best generals, however, became the sport of per-
fidious denunciations. M. de Beauharnais was secretly
warned of the menacing storm. By his political conduct
he sought to impart confidence to the true friends of the
country ; but, unfortunately, there were but few who
deserved that honourable title. An open warfare was
waged among the different parties, and our modern Catos
presented no resemblance to that Roman senate who sincerely
aimed at the good of the republic, and whose members
flew to the defence of their country. The Romans, as
magistrates and warriors, cemented their government in
a two-fold way.

The Fabricii, the Cincinnati, after having subdued the
enemies of Rome, returned to spend the period of peace in
the bosom of their families! Those proud warriors sus-
pended their lances on the walls of the Temple of Ammon ;

1 Fabricius died so poor that the senate was obliged to charge the
republic with the expense of his daughter’s marriage.

M. Baldus adds that, after the death of Epaminondas, the whole of
the movable property found in his possession consisted of a spit and
a kettle.
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they laid aside the buckler, and with their victorious hands
turned the furrows in their peaceful fields.

Yes, those masters of the world quitted #hesr occupa-
tions only when called by their country to humble the pride
of the confederated nations which sought to subject them
to their dominion.!

How far were our modern legislators from imitating
those whom they affected to take as their models! The
words ¢ Liberty and Country” were continually in their
mouths. DBut the numerous Luculluses by their pomp
outdid the famous Sybarite, and, towards the close of the
Legislative Assembly, they were seen armed against each
other. Every day the most courageous deputies were
compelled to abandon the orator’s tribune to the factionists.
« Wargus esto!”* was continually repeated. ¢ Say, rather,”
answered Beauharnais, ‘“say, rather, ¢ Death to France!’ if
she is to be governed thus.” The ancient riding-school
(manzge), where the people’s representatives sat, resembled
a real circus, where gladiators came to display their
prowess and engage in perpetual combats. Louis was
but the phantom of a king; the sword of faction already
menaced his head. The dreadful events of the 2oth of
June, and the 1oth of August, lifted the veil from the
approaching destinies of France. It was under the same
frightful auspices that, on the 22nd of September, the
republic, one and indivisible, was proclaimed.

The monarch, already declared dethroned by a guilty
minority,® perceived, but too late, that his weakness had

1 Said the Athenians, after the ravages of the Persians in Greece:
*We still have the soil; that is enongh for a victorious people.”

2 ‘“ Death to the opposing party!”

3 Crowns are lost only by timidity. Had the unhappy Louis XVI.
been convinced of this truth, how many evils would it have saved
Francel
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but emboldened audacity, and forged the manacles with
which his own hands and those of his family were to be
loaded.

An inexplicable fear paralysed the guilty Areopagus;
they saw that they themseclves could not try the King.
It was for the Convention to show to Europe the example
of possessing itself of the supreme power. Champfort,
Vergniaud, Guadet, Valazé, eloquent apostles in the cause
of liberty, all served it with talent, and some of them with
good faith and courage. DBut the brilliant genius of the
Gironde party appeared only as a star in the midst of thick
darkness ; it glittered but to mislead those who gazed upon
it. Louis had already let fall from his feeble grasp the
sceptre won for him by Henry IV.; he had become the
pity of some, and the scorn of others. The friends of the
monarch contented themselves with mourning over his
fate, without opposing any barrier to the dark projects of
the assassins.! And thus it was that the heir of an ancient
monarchy was detained as a prisoner in his own.estates,
whence he was not to escape but on the wings of im-
mortality.? The Legislative Assembly seized the royal
authority; but it was reserved for the Convention to
conduct the King to the scaffold.

Il est donc, en naissant, des races condemnées,

Par un triste ascendant vers les crimes poussées,

Que formérent des dieux les decrets eternels

Pour étre en épouvante aux malheureux mortels.
—VOLTAIRE.

1 ** The whole history of Lonis XVI. is bnt a series of bungling
refnsals and imprndent concessions. The whole Revolution was but
audacity on the one side and fear on the other "—(Madame de Staél).

2 ‘' Adieu, lovely and generons France! adieu, thou who didst
desire liberty, and who mightst have obtained it. Now am I doomed
to sketch first thy fanlts, next thy crimes, and lastly thy woes|'—
(Madame de Staél).
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CHAPTER XI

Unuappy people! shun, or approach with sacred awe,
that tower of the temple, whose walls imprison your hapless
sovereign. The chamber where Louis XVI. retired to pre-
pare for death is a sanctuary whose portals open to heaven.
Here the torch of truth burns with a cloudless ray; here
the mask of hypocrisy falls; here the heart appears in all
its nakedness. Here the virtuous monarch appeared as he
really was, for it is on the brink of the grave that virtue
shows itself in its true light. God himself rends away the
veil and shows His own. However imposing the exterior
which pride lends to the heroes of a vain glory, their
borrowed grandeur here gives itself the lie. Virtue alone
retains its majesty in the arms of Death; in the grasp of
that tyrant, the true hero alone can triumphk. O Louis,
with what rigour did he treat thee!

Twice was the King dragged before the National Con-
vention, which had erected itself into a court for the
purpose of trying him. He refused to acknowledge the
crimes imputed to him.

Why did he not follow the example of Charles 1., and
deny the authority of his judges?* (29). In that case, per-
haps he might have been saved, for the French really loved
their sovereign., DBut, under the pretext of sustaining justice

1 It seems clear that such a plea would have availed him nothing;
his death was but a part of the revolutionary system, and was as
necessary as the *‘1oth of August.” The law decreed his personal
inviolability, and his counsel (M. Deseze) made that a point in his
defence. But to what purpose? His time had come—the monarchy
was to be extinguished.—TRANSLATOR.
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and the laws, a few obscure, ignorant and ambitious men
presumed, in the face of the astonished world, to condemn
to an ignominious death their master and their King.

Day of mourning! fatal 21st of January, 1793! who can
efface the memory of its gloomy tragedy ? Shameful epoch
in our history, what an abyss did it create in France! An
age will not suffice to sound its depths. The blood of the
just was shed; it bedewed a land covered with crimes, and
instead of invigorating the pretended Tree of Liberty, the
parricidal offering only served to engender the most un-
bridled licence. This regicide act, which covered the name
of the sovereign people with shame, was, nevertheless, the
work of a minority. It astonished all Europe. The death
of Louis XVI. was an infamous violation of every principle
—an assault upon the people themselves, and a terrible
blow at all sovereigns (30).

M. de Beauharnais raised his voice against that exe-
crable crime. He foresaw the dangers which menaced the
kingdom, and, though he could have wished tc abandon the
theatre of horror, yet the state of things prevented. War
was breaking out on al sides, and it was necessary to make
a decided stand in the face of Europe. His arms had not
arrested the murder of the Xing ; his troops had not been
able to subdue a people waow: i was supposed easy to
enslave.

Fear roused the energy of the nation, ana the iove
of glory wrought prodigies.

Our soldiers showed themselves the equals and even
the superiors of their predecessors in the military career.
By a spontaneous movement all France rushed to arms.
The war-cry rang from one extremity of the kingdom
to the other—*¢The invader must be expelled !”

But the French always transcend the limits they pre-
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scribe to themselves, and the love of great and generous
actions feeds the flame that animates them. Alas, woe
to the men who know not how to take advantage of
their sublime impulses!

The august chief of the nation should, at the very
dawn of the Revolution, have placed himself at their
head. Had this been done, France, sustained by the
valour of her soldiers, and protected by her tutelary laws,
would have witnessed the triumph of those noble, sublime,
and philanthropic ideas which constitute the glory of a
great nation.

But the political horizon was covered with dark clouds.
The revolutionary tribunal took the place of that of the
1oth of August, and daily sent numbers of unfortunate
persons to the scaffold. Every man trembled for his
own safety; for, whatever his rank, he could not elude
the bloodthirsty vigilance of the times. The noble and
the plebeian were confined together and sat upon the same
criminals’ bench. The most devoted generals became
martyrs to their own fidelity, and even the firmest sup-
porters of the new Government perished before that hideous
idol, popular licence, whose thirst could only be slaked
by rivers of gore. The hired informers denounced even
their own families, and hurled their insults at the Deity.
The temples of worship were -subjected to their sacri-
legious assaults; they despoiled the sanctuary and broke
in pieces the consecrated vessels, the more easily to steal
them. The Saturnalia (31) of antiquity seemed renewed.
The slaves became the masters, and the Goddess of Reason
stood beneath the sacred arch in the temple of religion.
The ministers of this new worship were also the pillars
of the Jacobin club. 'Twas that impure cavern which
belched forth the famous revolutionary committees, those
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representatives of Fouquier de Thinville, and the ring-
leaders of the popular societies, who got up the fabricated
conspiracies in which multitudes of persons, unknown to
each other, found themselves implicated. Everyone looked
upon himself with a shudder; the father trembled for the
son, the son for the father, and the husband for his
wife. People fled from the capital as from another Nine-
veh. The troubles at Lyons, in Le Comtat Venaissin,
the taking of Toulon by the English, and its recap-
ture by the French, who there exercised unheard-of
vengeance, struck all France with affright. La Vendée
seemed to rise from its ashes. The decree which ordered
all the rebel cities to be burnt, drove the principal in-
habitants from them. It was there that the snare was
laid in which the new cannibals proposed to catch all
those ministers. of the Gospel who had refused to take
the civic oath; they hoped to overwhelm, with the same
proscription, all those who had uttered murmurs against
the new order of things. The greater part of the in-
habitants abandoned their labour; some sank under
the pressure of misfortune, while others fled before the
pro-consuls, who carried terror and death in their train.
The major part of the proscribed were ignorant people,.
not attached to their village lords, and displeased with
the priests, who had taken the civic oath, and who came
to occupy the places of their old curates. Many of these
new pastors fanned the flames of discord, and took the lead
in the popular disturbances in the towns; while others held
it to be their duty not to treat with their consciences.
Hence, schisms arose and became a source of the
greatest calamities. The flight of General Lafayette,
and the desertion of General Dumouriez soon followed.
The Convention daily summoned to its bar the most
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distinguished military officers. The aged Luckner was
one of the first to fall beneath its strokes, and General
Custine soon took the seat of an accused person before the
revolutionary tribunal. He learned, too late, the folly of
having served such a cause. Nor was the Duke de Biron
slow to appear before the same tribunal; and while our
armies were covering themselves with glory, the powers at
Paris were,like cowards, cutting the throats of the generals
who had led our troops to battle, and who, with them, had
everywhere reaped the laurels of victory, whetherin their
efforts to expel the foreign forces who had dared to invade
France in 1792, 0r in crowning their numerous exploits by
the subjugation of Belgium, the ever memorable victory
of Jemmapes, or the not less glorious victory of Fleurus.

I began to be really alarmed for the safety of my hus-
band. Itwas he alone who could dissipate my anxiety ;
his political and military conduct was worthy of all praise;
he had made everykind of sacrifice during the Revolution.
He showed himself the firm friend of the wisest measures,
though he had sworn eternal hatred against the factions
which tore France asunder. He used to say to the prin-
cipalleaders: “ The true spirit of patriotism, that which in
days gone by produced so many miracles and so many
heroes, is a wise and rational love of country, an enlight-
ened confidence in her strength and resources; and not
that weak and jealous scorn, by means of which some peo-
ple seek to supply the place of that vigorous national
hatred which is inspired in every honest bosom by the vio-
lation of the principles of justice, the ravages of ambition,
or the efforts of tyranny. Rome did not fall a prey to the
Gauls and her other foes until she had become so blinded
as to recognise only rude barbarians in the simple but
warlike nations which overthrew her empire.”
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Such were the noble thoughts of a citizen zealous for
his country’s good. But this was enough to place his name
on the lists of proscription. He shared, with other victims,
honourable chains, and the palace built by the Medicis
opened its doors and served them as a prison (32).

There, all ranks and sexes were confounded together;
men of all nations were seen there. There, the heir of a
lordly house shared his bread, and often his amusements,
with the son of an honest artisan; and he who still re-
membered the proud position he had once occupied in
society, here sought by kindly acts alone to make himself
better known to the unfortunates by whom he was sur-
rounded. M. de Beauharnais soon distinguished himself
by acts of generosity. He not only alleviated the wants
of his companions in misfortune, but, by his example,
endeavoured to inspire them with fortitude, which seemed
to forsake them. Military men, who had braved death
twenty times in battle, were seen to tremble at the approach
of their trial, and fainted at receiving the formal act of their
accusation.

These examples show that the certainty of death
humbles the courage; while, on the field of battle, the
really brave man forgets the danger in the hope of victory.

If reached by the deadly steel or lead, he falls with
brows entwined with the laurels he has won; or, at least,
he has not felt the certainty of approaching destruction.
What matters it to him, provided he dies with arms in his
hands? The sons of Mars ask for no other apotheosis.

Numbers of those warriors whom the scythe of Time
had spared fell beneath the revolutionary axe. The general
of the army of the Alps shared the fate of those illustrious
unfortunates, and his last moments were those of a man
who knew how to unite greatness of soul to philosophy.
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He gazed upon the road to immortality with the calmness
of a sage. Less fortunate than Cato, he could not follow
the example of that virtuous Roman and fall by his own
sword ; but he ascended the scaffold with perfect firmness,
and the letter which he sent to his disconsolate widow,
the true interpreter of his last thoughts, astonished his
executioners. Even Thinville, the ferocious Thinville,
was overwhelmed by it.!

* Et ce monstre, aprés lui trainant tous ses forfaits,
Va, dans des flots de sang, se battre 4 jamais."

I was, at this epoch, detained in a solitary prison,
where Time, seated side by side with Sorrow, drooped
his wings; where the innocent and the guilty drained,
drop by drop, the cup of adversity.

It was written that in this place of horror I should
receive the last will of my husband; alas! it recalled
bitter and cruel recollections (33).

The dawn of each day announced to us that new
victims had been carried away during the night. Those
who remained spent the morning in agonising reflections.
In the afternoon, I joined my fellow-prisoners, and hastily
ran over the journals, which were then but the archives
of death (34). Judge of my surprise—depict my anguish,
on seeing, among the number of the executed, the name
of my husband! I fell down senseless. ¢ Let me die!”
I cried, in the delirium of agony; ‘peace is only in the
grave., My hapless children will perish in this struggle

1 “I condemn you ' (wrote M. de Beauharnais to the successors of
Jeffreys) ¢to read, every day, the predictions of Vergniaud. He said
truly when he told you that in a short time you should reign over
corpses and heaps of bones; over the ashes of the dead, scattered to
the four corners of your republic. Pause! stand upon the graves you
have filled; look each other in the face, and read in each other’s eyes
the maledictions of Nature herself |
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of virtue against crime!” Such were my exclamations.
On the morrow of this gloomy day, they presented to
me the act of my own accusation. Stupefied with horror,
I was unable to read it. A mournful silence, the calmness
of hopeless woe, were the only sentiments manifested to-
wards me. Other victims were soon removed from our °
prison. I was called in my turn. I tore myself from
the arms of Madame d'Orm and Madame R-
who strove in vain to hold me. Rushing, with eyes full
of tears, to the keeper of the prison, not knowing but I
might be included in the fatal list, I sought, for the last
time, to press to my bosom the sad fruits of an unhappy
marriage. The agents of tyranny maintained a disdainful
silence, and directed me to go away. One of them
manifested some surprise on recognising me (35), and so
great was the number of the condemned, that, it would
seem, from that circumstance alone, my name had been
erased from the fatal list. What do I say? The
ascendant of my star directed my course far away from
the impending danger, but only to expose me in future
to the caprices of inconstant fortune.

As if they had determined that we should suffer a
thousand deaths before inflicting the one they were

preparing for us, they suffered us, contrary to the
custom adopted by those Cerberuses, to whose surveil-
lance we were subjected, to linger for twelve long hours
in the corridors, which had, in some sort, become the
head-quarters of the prisoners. Here they questioned
and answered one another in a loud tone of voice;
suspense, affright, and terror froze our senses. Each
one imagined the moment of his death was come. For
several weeks it had been rumoured abroad that deep
pits had been dug under the different houses used for
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prisons in the capital, in which the wretched prisoners
were to be buried. The générale was beaten; the tocsin
sounded on every side; my companions could not dis-
semble their fear, and the dreadful scemes of the 2nd
and 3rd of September! presented themselves vividly to
their affrighted imaginations. Terror was painted on
every countenance; every mouth uttered the accents of
despair. The long expectation of that death which
these ferocious men hurled around them at hazard,
seemed more terrible than even the stroke which
awaited us on the scaffold. Those who clearly saw
their end approaching, soon became resigned to their
fate, though they could not banish from their minds
that sentiment of dread, which is the inevitable com-
panion of the end of human life.

For some hours, the unfortunate females who were
with me uttered loud lamentations. A young dog be-
longing to one of them set up a mournful howling (36).
This spread a universal panic. But even in the midst
of so much gloom, some of them sought to lull them-
selves with the illusions of hope. The Duchess of K
seemed suddenly inspired—¢ We need fear nothing,” said
she; “the future Queen of France is among us. It was foretold
to her that she should occupy the throne; it is utterly
impossible that the prediction should be fulfilled in this
horrible place; it must be verified elsewhere. I venture
to express the prediction that we shall all escape from
the destruction which now threatens us.” Will it be
believed ? These words produced such an effect upon

1 1792. The allusion is to the -lawless and bloody butcheries in
the prisons of Paris, from the 2nd to the 7th of that month, during
which time, it is said, 1,005 persons were put to death in the prisons;
among them, the Princess Lamballe met a tragical end.—TRANSLATOR.
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those who heard them, that they thronged around that
weeping widow, who was then far, very far, from supposing
that, in ¢wo lustrums afterwards, she should have occasion
to call to mind, in behalf of themselves and their families,
the obliging promises which, to amuse them, she then
made to those women. One of the keepers of the prison,
whose rough manners had always inspired us with dread,
now came among us in apparent trepidation, and setting
down the vessels which contained our scanty meal, seemed
to preserve a mournful silence. What were we to infer
from this? Some conceived a feeble hope, which the
rest regarded as a vain chimera.

This state of uncertainty and anxiety lasted till ten
o'clock at night.

A person who took an interest in our sufferings found
the means of sending us the following note :—

¢« Robespierre and his accomplices are marked for ac-
cusation; be quiet—you are saved.”?

Our first emotion found vent in thanking that kind
Providence who had deigned to save us. Never did we
address to Heaven more heartfelt thanks. Yet I alone,
after recovering from the overwhelming effects of this
deliverance —1 alone presumed to murmur against the
laws of that Providence who had seen fit to take from
me the most worthy of husbands. Five days later, and
M. de Beauharnais would have escaped the rage of his

1 What citizen was there, in those tragical times, who did not
mourn the loss of a relation, a friend confined in chains, or expiring
under the murderous axe which the sacrilegious knaves presumed to
call the *axe of Justice ? "—as if Justice reigned only in the midst of
terror, over ruins and coffins! Alas! mourning and lamentation filled
all hearts; stupor and affright were depicted on every countenance,
and the tyrant and his minions made it a crime even to appear to
lament the loss of friends.

VoL, I 8
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persecutors, who had charged themselves with phrveying
to that man-devouring tribunal; and the phenomenon of
my astonishing elevation would not have surprised the
two worlds.

Many days thus passed away in waiting for the desired
moment of our deliverance. More happy than my com-
panions, I had recovered my liberty the night before the
fall of the blood - thirsty Robespierre (37). At length
Bourdon de I'Oise and Legendre entered the houses of
arrest, to set at liberty the victims of a frightful tyranny.
They were received with universal blessings. From the
impulses of pity, they liberated many whom they did not
at first intend to release.

The former acted from a motive of fear; the latter
from an honest conviction of his past political errors.

‘Who would then have supposed that Legendre to be
the same man who had proposed, in the National Con-
vention, to divide the body of Louis XVI., and send a
portion of it to each of the several departments; and that
the same hand which now opened the prison doors, had
signed the death-warrant of his King! Just God! Thou
whom the hypocrisy of those men of blood so often
offended, look upon them with pity! How have they
suffered under Thy avenging hand |

“ Le cruel repentir est le premier bourrean,
Qui dans un sein coupable enfonca le couteaun.”
—RACINE.

What did those new Cromwells gain by their blood-
thirsty ambition? Riches, honours, power? Power!
alas, time will show them they paid for it dearly. They
will find themselves abased from their grandeur, banished,
miserable, a prey to fierce remorse. What will then re-
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CHAPTER XII

I cast my eyes around me. I saw men actuated by
no other sentiments than hatred, pride and mutual dis-
trust. But there was one among them whose soul was
susceptible of friendship, who inspired confidence, and who
did not stand in fear of others. He enjoyed not only the
happiness of having wrenched their bloody sceptre from
the hands of the decemvirs, but was looked up to as
being able to do much good in future by extending a
helping hand to those illustrious families whose names,
whose wealth and whose talents had excited the envy
and fed the cupidity of the successors of Sylla. These
families he should have covered with a protecting wgis
(38)-

Rescued from the sword of my executioners and
restored to my children, I pressed them both to my
bosom and covered them with my tears. FEugene had
become an Emile (39), and my beloved daughter had
undergone extreme suffering. My industry was now their
only support.

I swore in the face of Heaven an eternal hatred to
the assassins of their father. But who would have thought
that, in the course of a few years, I should actually have
it in my power to avenge (40) myself? The property of
M. de Beauharnais had become the booty of the plunderers
of France, and I was left in a state of destitution. While
away from my family the greater part of my friends were
scattered ; those who remained, though they well knew
my wants, were in a situation no better than my own.
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While waiting for the National Convention to allow my
just claims, I united my feeble resources to theirs. We
had a mutual understanding and furnished each other
information (41). Someone, who was really interested
in my welfare, advised me to cultivate seriously the
acquaintance of the Deputy Tallien, in order to accelerate
the liberation of my .personal property from the seques-
tration to which it had become subject. That personage
had become all-powerful. I saw him but seldom; but
from a feeling of confidence in him, having by his means
so narrowly escaped being one of the victims of the
Reign of Terror, I presented myself among the circle of
friends surrounding that celebrated man, who, on the
gth Thermidor, had displayed so much energy and inspired
other. representatives with his courage.

I expressed to him, in the most glowing terms, my
acknowledgments for the political miracles he had wrought,
not forgetting to suggest to him that much yet remained
for him to do, and that it especially appertained to his
dignity to effect a restitution of their estates to the children
of the condemned. I insisted strongly on this point, and
flattered myself with the expectation of soon seeing my
own taking possession of their patrimony. But even
this was not enough for me: I pleaded the cause of all
those who had been the victims of the different factions—
factions ever divided among themselves, and who, since
1793, seemed never to be united, except for inflicting
death.

The deputy seemed deeply impressed with the nature
of my claim. He told me the step I had taken was
a courageous one, and one which, in his eyes, did me
infinite honour. For the rest he advised me to arm
myself with patience, and frankly told me that time alone
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dould bring about that great act of justice which I had
come to solicit at his hands.

The tone and manner of the representative produced
a very deep impression on my mind. His approaching
marriage with Madame Fontenay was the theme of every
tongue (42). Everybody told anecdotes about it, some of
which were quite curious, and furnished plausible excuses
for that extraordinary union.

Some censured her and accused her of selfishness and
precipitation, while others, more wise and clear-sighted,
congratulated her on obeying the impulses of her heart.

The men were moved with envy at the good fortune of
the modern Antony, when they saw him espouse a young
woman whose beauty rivalled that of Cleopatra. To the
resources of a superior mind, Madame Fontenay united
the noblest moral sentiments, which presented a strong
contrast between her and the“ancient Queen of Egypt.
The latter, devoured by ambition, greedy for absolute
power, would have attached to her car either Lepidus or
Octavius; while the interesting daughter of Cabarrus,
prompted by a sentiment of friendship, and obeying the
dictates of her own heart, contracted this second alliance.
She afterwards refused to listen to the insinuations of
another and a powerful man (43), who often proposed to
her to rupture the chains of Hymen, and attach herself
to the fortunes of Caesar. '

Eugene soon began to display that noble character
which he was destined one day fully to develop. His
lively and ardent imagination led him to seize with trans-
port upon whatever related to his illustrious father. When
listening to the story of our victories, he would say with a
sigh: «I certainly should have witnessed this new triumph
if my father had lived. What glory would he have acquired
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for himself and us!”! My son was fond of the history of
the French Revolution,and though still young, investigated
its primary causes; he sometimes astonished his teachers.
He said.one day: “I want to become a great captain; 1 will
crush into their original nothingness the oppressors of my
country, and as for my mamma, I would, should I reach the
rank of general, surround her with the greatest dignity.” I
warned him of the dangers of passing the bounds of a just
ambition, and, for his instruction, cited some celebrated
examples. ¢ My boy,” said I, ““an honest fortune is pre-
ferable to the highest distinctions. I should be unwilling to
quit the sphere in which fortune has placed me, in order to
move in one more extended.” I did not fail to make known
to him the unmerited persecutions which the Queen and
Madame Elizabeth had undergone. Would it not have been
better for those princesses to have been born in a hovel,
than in the palace of kings? (44). This tender-hearted
boy would sometimes picture to me my future grandeur,
and recall to my mind the predictions made at Martinique,
and more recentiy mm Pans. 1 admit that I had the
weakness to place some confidence in them, and suffered
myself to be led by the example of M. and Madame R ;
to visit and consult a young woman who had dared to utter
some cutting truths in the faces of the ferocious decemvirs
(45). But I have since attributed to chance what perhaps
is only the fruit of long and serious reflections.

Eugene flattered himself with the hope of being, one
day, the sole author of my happiness. Excellent prince !
when you shall peruse the Memoirs of thy mother’s life,
you will remember with emotion that, in your infancy, you
dreamed of projects which you intended one day to execute;

1 Eugene was in the campaign of 1792 with his father, though not
twelve years old.



120 SECRET MEMOIRS OPF

but, alas! it belonged to another mortal to change my
peaceful existence, to conduct me upon a vast theatre,
and to present me to the gaze of posterity.

Hortense had become my only companion, and I took
pleasure in cultivating her mind. She was captivated by
the love of the fine arts; her pencil was ever in her hand,
sketching my own features or those of her brother. She
could already draw tolerably well.

I often visited Tallien; he had become my protector, and
I was in the habit of daily taking my son and daughter to
him. Through his intervention I had succeeded in obtain-
ing some small indemnity from the managers of the public
property, but my principal claim still remained unanswered.
It was necessary to provide for the wants and the education
of my children, in which my friends, knowing my situation,
kindly came to my aid.

They furnished me with employment which enabled me,
for the time being, to re-establish my affairs, and to sup-
port, at least with greater fortitude, the ills which had
befallen me, and which were the more cruel because they
were not merited.
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CHAPTER XIII

AT length the Directory took the place of that mon-
strous government, the Convention. The supreme power
was exercised by five individuals. An assembly far more
pacific, and animated by better intentions, put an end to the
anarchy which, since 1792, had desolated France. Serenity
began to be enjoyed ; the citizen saw religious and political
toleration succeed to the Reign of Terror!; Frenchmen who
had hitherto been fugitives began to re-appear; society
was re-established, and the meetings of friends and ac-
quaintances began to be interesting; the nobility again
animated the saloons; jokes and pleasantries were con-
stantly directed against the new dictators of France (46).

Our governors were content to laugh at them, and one
of them remarked good-naturedly to his colleagues: “ What
of all this? 'We must let them talk about politics as they
please ; while they do nothing but make songs, bouts-rumés,
charades and riddles, we may well accord to them this sort
of indemnity for the property of which they have been
despoiled. Don't let us trouble their sports; let them ap-
pease their wrath with fétes and balls a la victime (47).
This will afford them recreation and some sort of recom-
pense for the numberless ills they have felt. We ought to
be more liberal that the Convention; they undertcok to
enchain the thoughts of men; but it is the duty of the

1 Rome was drenched with blood at the time of the triumph of

Lepidus for the victories in Spain, and with unexampled folly he

ordered every one to join in it on pain of proscription.

4



122 SECRET MEMOIRS OFf

Directory to give the mind scope. It is, perhaps, the surest
means of ascertaining public opinion, and of remedying
those evils into which an abuse of power may betray us.”

Thus reasoned one of our new sovereigns. The people
in general detested them, but the more wise and considerate
awaited in silence the results of the late Revolution.

Letourneur de la Manche was an insignificant charac-
ter, of a frigid temperament, and, in good faith, a republi-
can; one of those men of whom little good can be said,
and who are not so criminal as to justify us in imputing
much evil to them (48).

Rewbel’s look was rather sour; his aspect, at first
blush, seemed repulsive, but, on further acquaintance,
became more agreeable. Having no great experience in
the field of politics, he obeyed, voluntarily, the impulses
of the majority of his colleagues, and yielded readily to
his fears (49).

La Revelliére 'Epeaux was a true philanthropist. Like
the successor of