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stored to liberty, and could now hasten to her children,
but she came back to them as a poor widow, for the

> were on hers

seals of the ““one and indivisible republic’
and her children’s property as well as on that of all other
aristoerats.

CHAPTER III

CONSEQUENCES OF THE REVOLUTION.

Franor drew a breath of relief; the Reign of Terror
was at an end, and a milder and more moderate govern-
ment wielded the sceptre over the poor land that had so
lately lain in the agonies of death. It was no longer a
capital offence to bear an aristocratic name, to be better
dressed than the sans-culottes, to wear no Jacobin-cap,
and to be related to the emigrants. The guillotine, which
had ruled over Paris during two years of blood and
tears, now rested from its horrid work, and allowed the
Parisians to think of something else besides making their
wills and preparing for death.

Mindful of the uncertainty of the times, the people
were disposed to make the most of this release from the
fear of immediate death, and to enjoy themselves to the
utmost while they could.

They had so long wept, that they eagerly desired to
laugh once more; so long lived in sorrow and fear, that
they now ardently longed for amusement and relaxation.
The beauntiful women of Paris, who had been dethroned
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by the guillotine, and from whose hands the reins had
been torn, now found the courage to grasp these reins
again, and reconquer the position from which the storm-
wind of the revolution had hurled them.

Madame Tallien, the all-powerful wife of one of the
five directors who now swayed the destinies of France;
Madame Réeamier, the friend of all the eminent and dis-
tinguished men of that period; and Madame de Staél,
the daughter of Necker, and the wife of the ambassadoz
of Sweden, whose government had recognized the re.
public—these three ladies gave to Paris its drawing
rooms, its reunions, its fétes, its fashions, and its luxury.
All Paris had assumed a new form, and, although the
Church had nof yet again obtained official recognition,

the belief in a Supreme Being was already re-established.

Robespierre had already been bold enough to canse the
inseription, “ There is a Supreme Being,” fo be piaced
over the altars of the churches that had beer. converted
into “Temples of Reason.” Yes, therc is a Supreme
Being ; and Robespierre, who had first acknowledged its
existence, was soon to experience in himself that such
was the case. Betrayed by his own associates, and
charged by them with desiring to make himself dictator,
and place himself at the head of the new Roman-French
Republic as a new Caesar, Robespierre fell a prey to the
Tribunal of Terror which he himself had called into ex-
istence. While engaged in the Hotel de Ville in signing
death-sentences which were to furnish fresh victims to
the guillotine, he was arrested by the Jacobins and Na-
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tional Guards, who had stormed the gates and penetrated
into the building, and the attempt to blow out his brains
with his pistol miscarried. Bleeding, his jaw shattered
by the bullet, he was dragged before Fouquier-Tainville
to receive his sentence, and to be conducted thence to the
scaffold. In order that the proceeding should be attended
with all formalities, he was, however, first conducted to
the Tuileries, where the Committee of Public Safety was
then sitting in the chamber of Queen Marie Antoinetie.
Into the bedchamber of the queen whom Robespierre
had brought to the scaffold, the bleeding, half-lifeless
dictator was now dragged. Like a bundle of rags he was
contemptuously thrown on the large table that stood in
the middle of the room. But yesterday Robespierre had
been enthroned at this table as almighty ruler over the
lives and possessions of all Frenchmen ; but yesterday he
had here issued his decrees and signed the death-sen-
tences, that lay on the table, unexecuted. These papers
were now the only salve the ghastly, groaning man could
apply to the wound in his face, from which blood poured
in streams. The death-sentences signed by himself now
drank his own blood, and he had nothing but a rag of a
tricolor, thrown him by a compassionate sans-culoite,
with which to bind up the great, gaping wound on his
head. As he sat there in the midst of the blood-saturated

papers, bleeding, groaning, and complaining, an old Na-
tionai Guard, with outstretched arms, pointing to this
ghastly objeet, cried: “ Yes, Robespierre was right.

There is a Supreme Being !”
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This period of blood and terror was now over; Robes-
pierre was dead ; Théroigne de Méricourt was no longer
the Goddess of Reason, and Mademoiselle Maillard no
longer Goddess of Liberty and Virtue. Women had
given up representing divinities, and desired to be them-
selves again, and to rebuild in the drawing-rooms of the
capital, by means of their intellect and grace, the throne
which had gone down in the revolution.

Madame Tallien, Madame Récamier, and Madame de
Staél, reorganized society, and all were anxious to obtain
admission to their parlors. To be sure, these entertain-
ments and reunions still wore a sufficiently strange and
tantastic appearance. Fashion, which had so long been
compelled to give way to the carmagnole and red cap,
endeavored to avenge its long banishment by all manner
of caprices and humors, and in doing so assumed a polit-
lcal, reactionary aspect. Coiffures ¢ la Jacobine were
now supplanted by coiffures @ la victime and au repentir.
In order to exhibit one’s taste for the fine arts, the draper-
ies of the statues of Greece and ancient Rome were now
worn. Grecian féfes were given, at which the black
soup of -Lyeurgus was duly honored, and Roman feasts
which, in splendor and extravagance, rivalled those of
Lucullus. These Roman feasts were particnlarly in
vogue at the palace of Luxembourg, where the directors
of the republic had now taken up their residence, and
where Madame Tallien exhibited to the new Erench s0-
ciety the new wonders of luxury and fashion. Too
proud to wear the generally-adopted costume of the Gre-
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cian republic, Madame Tallien chose the attire of the
loman patrician lady ; and the gold-embroidered purple
robes, and the golden tiara in her black, shining hair,
gave to the charming and beantiful daughter of the re-
public the magnificence of an empress. She had also
drawn around her a splendid court. All eagerly pressed
forward to pay their respects to and obtain the good
will of the mighty wife of the mighty Tallien. Her
house was the great point of attraction to all those who
occupied prominent positions in Paris, or aspired to such.
While in the parlors of Madame Récamier, who, despite
the revolution, had remained a zealous royalist, the past
and the good time of the Bourbons were whispered of,
and witty and often sanguinary bon mots at the expense
of the republic uttered—while in Madame de Staél’s par-
lors art and science had found am asylum—Madame Tal-
lien and court lived for the present, and basked in the
splendor with which she knew how to invest the palace
of the dictators of France.

In the mean while, Viscountess Josephine Beauhar-
nais had been living, with her children, in quiet retire-
ment, a prey to sad memories. A day came, however,
when she was compelled to tear herself from this last
consolation of the unhappy, the brooding over the sor-
rows and losses of the past, or see her children become
the victims of misery and want. The time had come
when she must leave her retirement, and step, as a peti-
tioner, before those who had the power to grant, as a
favor, that which was hers by right. and restore to her, at
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least in part, her sequestered estate. Josephine had
known Madame Tallien when she was still Madame de

Fontenay, and it now oceurred to her that she might

assist her in her attempt to recover the inheritance efﬁ

her father. Madame Tallien, the “ Merveilleuse de Tnx-
embourg,” also called by her admirers, “ Notre-dame de
Thermidor,” felt much flattered at being called on by a
real viscountess, who had filled a distinguished position
at the court of King Louis. She therefore received her
with great amiability, and endeavored to make the
charming and beautiful viscountess her friend. But
Josephine found that estates were more easily lost than
recovered. The republic, one and indivisible, was always
ready to take, but not to give; and, even with the kindly
offices of Madame Tallien freely exerted in her behalf, it
was some time before Josephine succeeded in recovering
herestate. In the mean time, she really suffered want, and
she and her children were compelled to bear the hard-
ships and mortifications which poverty brings in its
train. But true friends still remained to her in her mis-
ery ; friends who, with true delicacy, furnished her with
the prime necessities of life—with food and clothing for
herself and children. In general, it was characteristic of
this period that no one felt humiliated by accepting bene-
fits of this kind from his friends. Those who had lost
all had not done so through their own fault; and those
who had saved their property out of the general wreck
could not attribute their fortune to their own merit or

wisdom, but merely to chance. They therefore consid-
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ered it a sacred duty to divide with those who had been
less fortunate; and the laster would point with pride
to the poverty which proved that they had been true to
themselves and prineiple, and accept what friendship
offered. This was the result of a kind of community
of property, to which the revolution had given birth.
Those who had possessions considered it their duty to
divide with those who had not, and the latter regarded
this division rather as a right than as a benefit conferred.

Josephine could, therefore, accept the assistance of
her friends without blushing; she could, with propriety,
allow Madame de Montmorin to provide for the ward-
robe of herself and daughter; and she and Hortense
could accept the invitation of Madame Dumoulin to dine
with her twice a week. There, at Madame Dumoulin’s,
were assembled, on certain days, a number of friends,
who had been robbed of their fortunes by the storms of
the revolution. Madame Dumoulin, the wife of a rich

army-contractor, gave these dinners to her friends, but

each guest was expected to bring with him his own |

white-bread. White-bread was, at that time, considered
one of the greatest dainties; for, there being a scarcity
of grain, a law had been proclaimed allotting to each sec-
tion of Paris a certain amount of bread, and providing
that no individual should be entitled to purchase more

than two ounces daily. It had, therefore, become the

general custom to add the following to all invitations:}

“You are requested to bring your white bread with

you,” for the reason that no more than the allotted two |
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ounces could be had for money, and that amount cost
the purchaser dearly.* Josephine, however, had not
even the money to buy the portion allowed Ler by law.
An exception to this rule was, however, made in favor
of Josephine and Hortense ; and at Madame Dumonulin’s
dinners the hostess always provided white bread for
them, and for them alone of all her guests. Viscountess
Beauharnais was soon, however, to be freeqd from this
want. One day when she had been invited by Madame
Tallien to dinner, and had walked to the palace with
Hortense, Tallien informed her that the government had
favorably considered her petition, and was willing to
make some concessions to the widow of a true patriot
who had sealed his devotion to principle with his blood ;
that he had procured an ordinance from the adminisira-
tion of domains, pursuant to which the seals were at once
to be removed from her furniture and other personal
property, and that the republic had remitted to her,
throngh him, an order on the treasury for her relief,
until the sequestration of her landed estates should be
annulled, which he expected would soon take place.
Josephine found no words in which to express her
thanks. She pressed her daughter to her heart and eried
out, her face bathed in tears: “ We shall at last be

o | 4 s
happv\. My children shall no longer suffer want!?”

This time the tears Josephine shed were tears of joy, the
first in long years.

E;'I\Iémoims de Monsiear de Bourrienne sur Napoleon, ete,, vol. i,
Pp- 80.
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Care and want were now over. Josephine could now
give her children an education suitable to their rank;
she could now once more assume the position in society
to which her beauty, youth, amiability, and name entitled
her. She no longer came to Madame Tallien’s parlor as
a suppliant, she was now its ornament, and all were
eager to do homage to the adored friend of Madame
Tallien, to the beautiful and charming viscountess. But
Josephine preferred the quiet bliss of homelife in the
circle of her children to the brilliant life of society ; she
gradoally withdrew from the noisy circles of the outer
world, in order that she might, in peaceful retirement,
devote herself to the cultivation of the hearts and minds
of her promising children.

Eugene was now a youth of sixteen years, and, as his
personal security no longer required him to deny his
name and rank, he had left his master’s carpenter-shop,
and laid aside his blouse. He was preparing himself for
military service under the instruction of excellent teach-
ers, whom he astonished by his zeal and rare powers of
comprehension. The military renown and heroic deeds
of France filled him with enthusiasm ; and one day, while
speaking with his teacher of the deeds of Turenne, Eu-
gene exclaimed with sparkling eyes and glowing counte-
nance: “I too will become a gallant general, some day!?”

Hortense, now a girl of twelve years, lived with her
mother, who was searcely thirty years old, in the sweet
companionship of an elder and younger sister. They
were inseparable companions; Nature had given Hor-
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tense beanty with a lavish hand ; her mother gave to this
beauty grace and dignity. Competent teachers instructed
her daughter’s intellect, while the mother cultivated her
heart. Harly accustomed to care and want, this child had
not the giddy, thoughtless disposition usually character-
istic of girls of her age. She had too early gained an in-
sight into the uncerfainty and emptiness of all earthly mag-
nificence, not to appreciate the littleness of those things
upon which young girls usually place so high an estimate.
Her thoughts were not occupied with the adornment of
her person, and she did not bend her young head be-
neath the yoke of capricious fashion: for her, there were
higher and nobler enjoyments, and Hortense was never
happier than when her mother dispensed with her attend-
ance at the enfertainments at the house of Madame Tallien
or Madame Barras, and permitted her to remain at home,
to amuse herself with her books and harp in a better and
more useful, if not in a more agreeable manner, than she
could have done in the brilliant parlors to which her
mother had repaired. Early matured in the school of
experience and suffering, the girl of twelve had acquired
a womanly earnestness and resolution, and yet her noble
and chaste features still wore the impress of childhood,
and in her large blue eyes reposed a whole heaven of

innocence and peace. When she sat with her harp at

the window in the evening twilight, the last rays of the
setting sun gilding her sweet countenance, and surround-
ing as with a halo her beautiful blond hair, Josephine
imagined she saw before her one of those angel-forms of
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innocence and love which the poet and painter portray.
In a kind of trance she listened to the sweet sounds and
melodies which Hortense lured from her harp, and ac-
companied with the silvery tones of her voice, in words
composed by herself, half-childish prayer, half rhapsody
of love, and revealing the most secret thonghts of the
fair young being who stood on the threshold of woman-
hood, bidding adieu to childhood with a blissful smile,
and dreaming of the futuore.

~ CHAPTER 1V.

GENERAL BUONAPARTE.

Waire Josephine de.Beauharnais, after the trials of
these long and stormy years, was enjoying blissful days
of quiet happiness and repose, the gusts of revolution
kept bursting forth from time to time in fits of fury, and
tranquillity continued far from being permanently re-
stored. The clubs, those hot-beds of the revolution, still
exercised their pestilential influence over the populace of
Paris, and stirred the rude masses incessantly to fresh
paroxysms of discontent and disorder.

But already the man had been found who was to
crush those wild masses in his iron grasp, and dash the
speakers of the clubs down into the dust with the flash-
ing master-glance of his resistless eye.

That man was Napoleon Buonaparte. He was hardly
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twentv-nine years of age, yet already all France was talk-
ing of him as a hero crowned with laurels, already had
he trodden a brilliant career of victory. As commander
of a battalion he had performed prodigies of valor at the
recapture of Toulon; and then, after being promoted to
the rank of general, had gone to the army in Italy on be-
half of the republic. Bedecked with the laurels of his
Italian campaign, the young general of five-and-twenty
had returned to France. There, the government, being
still hostile and ill-disposed toward him, wished to re-
move him from Paris, and send him to La Vendée as a
brizadier-general. Buonaparte declined this mission, be-
canse he preferred remaining in the artillery service, and,
for that reason, the government of the republic relieved
him of his duties and put him on half-pay.

So, Buonaparte remained in Paris and waited. He
waited for the brilliant star that was soon to climb the
firmament for him, and shed the fulness of its rays over
the whole world. Perhaps, the secret voices which whis-
pered in his breast of a dazzling future, and a fabulous
career of military glory, had already announced the rising
of his star.

So Buonaparte lived on in Paris, and waited. He
there passed quiet, retired, and inactive days, associating
with a few devoted friends only, who aided him, with
delicate tact, in his restricted cirenmstances. For Buona-
parte was poor ; he had lost his limited means in the tem-
pests of the revolution, and all that he possessed consisted
of the laurels he had won on the battle-field, and his half
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pay as a brigadier-general. But, like the Viscountess
de Beanharnais, Napoleon had some trne friends who
deemed it an honor to receive him as a guest at their
table, and also, like Josephine, he was too poor to bring
his wheaten loaf with him to the dinners that he at-
tended, as was then the prevailing custom. He often
dined, in company with his brother Louis, at the house
of his boyhood’s friend Bourrienne, and his future secre-
tary was at that time still his host, favored of the gods.
The young general, instead of, like his brother, bringing
his wheaten loaf, bronght only his ration, which was rye-
bread, and this he always abandoned to his brother Louis,
who was very fond of it, while Madame Bourrienne took
care that he should invariably find his supply of white-
bread at his plate. She had managed to get some flour

smuggled into Paris from her husband’s estate, and had

white-bread made of it secretly, at the pastry-cook’s.
Had this been diseovered, it would inevitably have pre-
pared the way for all of them fo the seaffold.

Thus, then, young General Buonaparte, or, as he sab-
sequently wrote the name himself, ¢ Bonaparte,” passed
quiet days of expectation, hoping that, should the exist-
ing government, so hostile to him, be suppressed by an-
other, his wishes might be at last fulfilled. These wishes
were, by the way, of a rather unpretending character.
“If T could only live here quietly, at Paris,” he once
remarked to his friend Bourrienne, “and rent that pretty
little house yonder, opposite to my friends, and keep a

carriage besides, I should be the happiest of men!”
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He was quite seriously entertaining the idea of rent-
ing the “ pretty Litle house” in common with his uncle
Fesch, afterwaré the cardinal, when the important events
that soon sheok Paris once more prevented him, and the
famous 13th Vendémiaire, 1795, again summoned the
young general away from his meditations to stern prae-
tical activity. It was on that day, the 13th Vendémiaire
(October 5th), that there came the outburst of the storm,
the subterranean rumblings of which had been so long
perceptible. The sections of Paris rose against the Na-
tional Convention which had given France a new consti-
tution, and so fixed it that two thirds of the members of
the Convention should reappear in the new legislative
body. The sections of Paris, however, were prepared to
accept the new constitution only when it provided that
the legislative body should spring from fresh elections
entirely. The Convention, thus assailed in its ambitious
hankering for power, was resolved to stand its ground,
and called upon the representatives who commanded the
armed forees, to defend the republic of their creation.
Barras was appointed the first general commanding the
Army of the Interior, and Bonaparte the second. It was
not long before a ferocious conflict broke out in the
streets between the army and the insurgent sections. At
that time the populace were not always so ready, as they
have been since then, to tear up the pavements for barri-
cades, and the revolters, put to flight by the terrible fire
and the fierce onset of the artillery, made the Church of
St. Roch and the Palais Royal their defensive points; but
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they were driven from them also; the struggie in the
streets recommenced, and streams of blood had to flow
ere it was over.

After the lapse of two days order was restored, and
Barras declared to the triumphant National Convention
that the victory over the insurgents was chiefly due to
the comprehensive and gallant conduct of General Bona-
parte.

The National Convention, as a token of gratitude,
conferred upon the latter the permanent position of sec-
ond general of the Army of the Interior, which had been
allotted to him temporarily, only on the day of peril.
From that moment, Bonaparte emerged from obscurity ;
his name had risen above the horizon !

He now had a position, and he could better compre-
hend the whispering voices that sang within his bosom
the proud, triumphant song of his future career. He
was now already conscious that he had a shining goal be-
fore his gaze—a goal to which he dared not yet assign a
title, that flitted about him like a dazzling fairy tale, and
which he swore to make reality at last.

One day, there came to the headquarters of the young
general-in-chief a young man who very pressingly asked
to see him. Bonaparte had him admitted, and the dig-
nified form, the courageous, fiery glance, the noble, hand-
some countenance of the stranger, at once prepossessed
him in the young man’s favor, and he forthwith ques-
tioned him in gentle, friendly tones, concerning the object
of his visit.
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« General,” said the young man, “my name 15 Engene

Beauharnais, and I have served the republic on the Rhine.
My father was denounced before the Committee of Pub-

lic Safety as a suspect, and given over to the Revolution-
ary Tribunal, who had him murdered, three days before
the fall of Robespierre.”

“ Murdered ! ? exclaimed Bonaparte, in threatening
tones.

“ Yes, general, murdered!” repeated Eugene, with
resolution. I eome now to request, in the name of my
mother, that you will have the kindness to bring your in-
fluence to bear upon the committee, to induce them to
give me back my father’s sword. I will faithfully use it
in fighting the enemies of my country and defending the
cause of the republic.”

These proud and noble words called up a gentle,
kindly smile to the stern, pale face of the young general,
and the fiery flash of his eyes grew softer.

“Good! young man, very good!” he said. “I like
this, spirit, and this filial tenderness. The sword of your
father—the sword of General Beauharnais—shall be re-
stored to you. Wait!”

With this, he called one of his adjutants, and gave
him the necessary commands. A short time only had
elapsed, when the adjutant returned, bringing with him
the sword of General Beanharnais.

Bonaparte himself handed it to Engene. The young
man, overwhelmed with strong emotion, pressed the
weapon—the sole, dear possession of his father—to his
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lips and to his heart, and tears of sacred emotion started
into his eyes.

Instantly the general stepped to his side, and his slen-
der white hand, which knew so well how to wield the
sword, and yet was as soft, as delicate, and as trans-
parent as the hand of a duchess, rested lightly on Eu-
gene’s shoulder.

“ My young friend,” said he, in that gentle tone which
won all hearts to him, *“I should be very happy could T
do anything for you or your family.”

Eugene gazed at him with an expression of childish
amazement. “Good general!” he managed to say; “then
mamma and my sister will pray for you.”

This ingenuousness made the general smile ; and,
with a friendly nod, he desired Eugene to offer his
respects to his mother, and to call upon him soon
again.

This meeting of Eugene and General Bonaparte was
the commencement of the aequaintanceship between
Bonaparte and Josephine. The sword of the guillotined
General Beanharnais placed an imperial crown upon the
head of his widow, and adorned the brows of his son and
Lis daughter with royal diadems.

THE MARRIAGE.

CHAPTER V.

THE MARRTAGE.

A FEw days after this interview between Bonaparte
and Engene, Josephine met Bonaparte at one of the

brilliant soérées given by Barras, the first general-in-chief.
She asked Barras to introduce her to the young general,
and then, in her usual frank manner, utterly the opposite
of all prudery, yet none the less delicate and decorous,
extending her hand to Bonaparte, she thanked him, with
the tender warmth of a mother, for the friendliness and
kindness he had manifested to her son.

The general looked with wondering admiration at this
young and beautiful woman, who claimed to be the
mother of a lad grown up to manhood. Her enchanting
face beamed with youth and beauty, and a sea of warmth
and passion streamed from her large, dark eyes, while the
gentle, love-enticing smile that played around her mouth
revealed the tender feminine gentleness and amiability of
her disposition. Bonaparte had never mastered the art
of flattering women in the light, frivelous style of the
fashionable coxeomb ; and when he attempted it his com-
pliments were frequently of so unusual and startling a
character that they might just as well contain an affront
as a tribute of eulogy.

“Ah! ah! How striking that looks!” he once said,
while he was emperor, to the charming Duchess de Chev-

rense. ‘ What remarkable red hair ),"011 have!”
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« Possibly so, sire,” she replied, “ but this is the first
time that a man ever told me so.”

And the duchess was right ; for her hair was not red,
but of a very handsome blond.*

To another lady, whose round, white arms pleased
him, he once said: © Al, good Heavens, what red arms
you have!” Then, again, to another: “ What beantiful
hair you have; but what an ugly head-dress that is!
Who could have put it up for you in such ridiculous
style 27

Bonaparte, as I have said, did not know how to compli-
ment women with words; but Josephine well understood
the flattering language that his eyes addressed to her.
She knew that she had, in that very hour, conquered the
bold young lion, and she felt proud and happy at the

thought ; for the unusually imposing appearance of the

young hero had awakened her own heart, which she had

thought was dead, to livelier palpitations.

From that time forth they saw each other more fre-
quently, and, ere long, Josephine heard from Bonaparte’s
own lips the glowing confession of his love. She reeip-
rocated it, and promised him her hand. In vain her
powerful friends, Tallien and Barras, endeavored to dis-
suade her from marrying this young, penniless general;
in vain did they remind her that he might be killed in
the very next battle, and that she might thus again be

* The Duchoss de Chevreuse was shortly afterward banished to
Tours, because she refused to serve as a lady of honor to the Queen of

Spain.
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left a reduced widow. Josephine shook her handsome
curls, with a peculiar smile. Perhaps she was thinking
of the propheey of the negress at Martinique; perhaps
she had read in the fiery glances of Bonaparte’s eye, and
on his broad, thoughtful brow, that he might be the very
man to bring that prophecy to its consummation; per-
haps she loved him ardently enough to prefer an humble
lot, when shared with him, to any richer or more brilliant
alliance. The representations of her friends did not
frighten her away, and she remained firm in her deter-
mination to become the wife of the young general, poor
as he was. Their wedding-day was fixed, and both has-
tened with joyous impatience to make their modest little
preparations for their new housekeeping establishment.
Yet Bonaparte had not been able to complete his dream
of happiness; he possessed neither house nor carriage,
and Josephine, too, was without an equipage. :
Thus both of them often had to content themselves
with going on foot through the streets, and it may be
that, in this haleyon period of their felicity, the\: Te-
garded the circumstance rather as a favor t];r-m"as a sevurvy
trick of Fortune. Their tender and confidential com-
munications were not disturbed by the lond rattle of the
wheels, and they were not obliged to interrupt their
sweet interchange of sentiment while getting into and
out of a vehicle. Arm-in-arm, they strolled together
along the promenades, he smiling proudly when the
passers-by broke out in spontaneous exc]a.m;rions of de-
light at J i:sephine's beauty, and she happy and exultant
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as she overheard the whispered admiration and respect
with which the multitude everywhere greeted Bonaparte,
as she pressed with the general through the throng.

One day, Bonaparte accompanied the viscountess on a
visit to Ragideau, the smallest man but the greatest law-
yer in Paris. He had been the business attorney of the
Beaunharnais family for a long time, and Josephine now
wished to withdraw from his hands, for her own dis-
posal, a sumn of money belonging to her that had been
deposited with him. Bonaparte remained in the ante-
room while Josephine went into the adjoining apartment,
which was Ragidean’s office.

“T have come to tell you that T am going to marry
again,” said Josephine, with her winning smile, fo Ragi-
deau.

The little attorney gave a friendly nod, as he replied :
“You do well, and I congratulate you with all my heart,
visconntess, for I am satisfied that you have made no
other than a worthy choice.”

“Undoubtedly, a very worthy choice,” exclaimed
Josephine, with the proud and happy look of a person
really in love. My future husband is General Bona-
parte !’

The little great man (of a lawyer) fairly started with
alarm. “How 2” said he, “ Yon !—the Viscountess Beau-
harnais, you—marry this little General Bonaparte, this
general of the republic, which has already deposed him
onee, and may depose him again to-morrow, and throw
him back into insignificance ?”
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Josephine’s only reply was this: “I love him.”

“Yes, you love him, now,” exclaimed Ragideau,
warmly. ‘“ But you are wrong in marrying him, and you
will, one day, rue it. You are committing a folly, vis-
countess, for you want to marry a man who has nothing
but his hat and his sword.”

“ But who also has a future,” said Josephine, gayly,
and then, turning the conversation, she began to speak of
the practical matters that had brought her thither.

When her business with the notary had been con-
cluded, Josephine returned to the anteroom where Bona-
parte was waiting for her. He came, smiling, to meet
her, buf, at the same moment, he gave the notary, who
was with her, so fierce and wrathful a glance that the
latter shrank back in consternation. Josephine also re-
marked that Bonaparte’s countenance was paler that
day than usual, and that he was less communicative and
less disposed to chat with her; but she had already
learned that it was not advisable to question him as to
the cause of his different moods. So, she kept silent on
that score, and her cheerfulness and amiability soon
drove away the clouds that had obscured the general’s
brow. :

The nuptials of Bonaparte and Josephine followed,
on the 9th of March, 1796, and the witnesses, besides
Engene and Hortense, Josephine’s children, were Barras,

Jean Lemarois, Tallien, Calmelet, and Leclerq. The

marriage-contract contained, along with the absolutely

requisite facts of the case, a very pleasant piece of flat-
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tery for Josephine, since, in order to establish an equality
of ages between the two parties, Bonaparte had him-
self put down a year older, and Josephine four years
younger, than they really were. Bonaparte was not, a8
the contract staves, born on the 5th of February, 1768,
but on the 15th of August, 1769; and Josephine not, as
the document represents, on the 23d of July, 1767, but
on the 23d of June, 1763.*

Josephine acknowledged this gallant act of her young
spouse in queenly fashion, for she brought him, as her
wedding-gift, his appointment to the command of the
Ttalian army, which Barras and Tallien had granted to
her, at her own request.

But, before the young bridegroom repaired to his
new scene of activity, there to win fresh laurels and re-
nown, he passed a few happy weeks with his lovely wife
and his new family, in the small residence in the Rue
Chautereine, which he had purchased a short time before
his marriage, and which Josephine had fitted up with
that elevated and refined good taste that bhad always
distinguished her.

One-half of Bonaparte’s darling wish was at length
fulfilled. e had his house, which was Jarge enough to

receive his friends. There was now only a carriage to |
be procured in order to make the general the « happiest §

of men.”

But, as the wishes of men always aspire still farther §

the farther they advance, Bonaparte was no longer con- 8

# Bourrienne, vol. i, p. 350.
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tent with the possession of a small house in Paris. He
now wanted an establishment in the country also
(55 - . i i
Look me up a little place in your beautiful valley
of the Yonne,” he wrote about this time to Bourrienne
‘s
who was then living on his property near Sens; “and as
soon as I get the money, I will buy it. Then I will re-
. - F - 3L et
tire to it. Now, don’t forget that I do not want any of
the national domains.” *
As for the carriage, the peace of Campo Formio
brougcht the victorions Geners: : ifi
b ous General Bonaparte a magnificent
team of six gray horses, which was a present to the gen-
eral of the French Republic from the Emperor of Aus-
tria, who did not dream that, scarcely ten years later, he
: o 3
would have him for a son-in-law.
Aga o = TS - 1
These superb grays, however, were—excepting the
laurels of Arcola, Marengo, and Mantua, the only spoils
of war that Bonaparte brought back with him from his
amous [talian campaign—the only gift which the gen-
eral had not refused to accept.
It is true that the six grays could not be very conven-
iently hitched to a simple private carriage, but they had
an imposing look attached to the gilded coach of state in

which, a year later, the first consul made his solemn entry
into the Tuileries. ;

* Bourrienne, vol. i, p. 103.




