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Diogenes of Istria was all that now afforded enjoyment
to the broken-down old hero. It was with intense de-
light that he heard the social grandeur and distinctions
that had cost him so dear made ridiculous by this half-
witted fellow, whose peculiar forte it was to jeer at the
pomp that surrounded the governor, and imitate French
elegance in a highly-burlesque manner ; and when he did
this, his poor prineely friend’s delight knew no bounds.
On one occasion, after the poor fellow had been en-
tertaining him in this manner, the Duke d’Abrantes threw
himself, in his enthusiasm, in his friend’s arms, and in-
vested him with the insignia of the Legion of Honor, by
hanging around his neck the grand-cross of this order
hitherto worn by himself. The emperor had given Ju-
not authority to distribute this order to the deserving
throughout the provinces of Illyria and Istria, and the
governor himself having invested this mad Diogenes
with the decoration, there was no one who was compe-
tent to deprive him of it. For weeks this mad fool was
t0 be seen in the streets of Gorizia, parading himself like
a peacock, with the grand-cross of the honorable order of
the Emperor Napoleon, and, at the same time, nttering
the mést pointed and biting bon mots at the expense of
his own decoration. The duke often accompanied him
in his wanderings through the town, sometimes langhing
loudly at the fool’s jests, sometimes listening with earnest
attention, as though his utterances were oracles. Thus
this strange couple passed the time, either lounging
through the streets together, or seated side by side on a
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stone by the way, engaged in curious reflections on the
passers-by, or philosophizing over the emptiness of all
glory and grandeur, and over the littleness and malice of
the world, realizing the heart-rending, impressive scenes
between Lear and his fool, which Shakespeare’s genius
has depicted.

After weeks of anxious suspense, the imperial mes-
sage, relieving Junot of his authority, and placing the
Duke of Otranto in his place, at last arrived. The poor
Duke d’Abrantes left Illyria, and returned to France,
where, in the little town of Maitbart, after long and
painful struggles, he ended, in sadness and solitude, a life
»f renown, heroism, and irreproachable integrity.

CHAPTER XL

LOUIS NAPOLEON AS A VENDER OF VIOLETS.

Grapoarry, the brilliancy of the sun that had so
long dazzled the eyes of all Europe began to wax pale,
and the luminous star of Napoleon to grow dim among
the dark eclouds that were gathering around him. For-
tune had accorded him all that it counld bestow upon a
mortal. Tt had laid all the crowns of Europe at his feet,
and made him master of all the monarchies and peoples.
Napoleon’s antechamber in Erfurt and in Dresden had
been the rendezvous of the emperors, kings, and princes
of Europe, and England alone had never disguised its
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hostility beneath the mask of friendship, and bent the
knee to a hated and feared neighbor. Napoleon, the
master of Europe, whom emperors and kings gladly
called “brother,” could now proudly remember his past;
he had now risen so high that he no longer had cause
to deny his humble origin ; this very lowliness had now
become a new triumph of his grandeur.

On one occasion, during the congress at Erfurt, all
the emperors, kings, and princes, were assembled around
Napoleon’s table. He occupied the seat between his en-
thusiastic friend the Emperor of Russia, and his father-
inlaw, the Emperor of Austria. Opposite them sat the
King of Prussia, his ally, although Napoleon had de-
prived him of the Rhine provinces; and the Kings of
Bavaria and Wiirtemberg, to whom Napoleon had given
crowns, whose electorate and duchy he had converted
into kingdoms, and of whom the first had given his

danghter in marriage to Napoleon’s adopted son, Eugene,

and the second his daughter to Napoleon’s brother Je-
rome. There were, further, at the table, the King of
Saxony and the Grand-duke of Baden, to the latter of
whom Napoleon had given the hand of Josephine’s
niece, Stephanie de Beauharnais. All these were princes,
“by the grace of God,” of brilliant and hanghty dynas-
ties; and in their midst sat the son of the advocate of
Corsica—he, the Emperor of France—he, upon whom the
gaze of all these emperors and kings was fastened in ad-
miration and respect. Napoleon’s extraordinary memory
had just been the topic of conversation, and the emperor

LOUIS NAPOLEON AS A VENDER OF VIOLETS. 149

was abont to explain how he had brought it to such a
state of perfection.

« While I was still a sub-lieutenant,” began Napoleon,
and instantly his hearers let fall their gaze, and looked
down in shame at their plates, while a cloud of displeas-
are passed over the brow of the emperor of Austria at
this mention of the low origin of his son-indaw. Napo-
Jeon observed this, and for an instant his eagle glance
rested on the embarrassed countenances that surrounded
him ; he then paused for a moment. He began again,
speaking with sharp emphasis: “ When I still had the
honor of being a sublieutenant,” said he, and the Em-
peror Alexander of Russia, the only one of the princes
who had remained unembarrassed, laid his hand on the
emperor’s shoulder, smiled approvingly, and listened with
interest and pleasure to the emperor’s narrative of the
time when he “still had the honor of being a sub-lieu-
tenant.” *

Napoleon, as we have said, had already mounted so
high that for him there was no longer a summit to be
attained, and now his heart’s last and dearest wish had
been granted by destiny. His wife, Marie Louise, had
given birth to a son on the 20th of May, 1811, and the
advent of the little King of Rome had fulfilled the
warmest desires of Napoleon and of France. The em-
peror now had an heir; Napoleon’s dynasty was assured.

Festivities were therefore held in honor of this event,
in the Tuileries, at the courts of the Queen of Naples, of

* Bossuet, Mémoires, vol. V.
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the Grand-duchess de Guastalla, of all the dukes of the
empire, and of the Queen of Holland.

Hortense was ill and in pain; a nervous headache,
that she had been suffering from for some time, betrayed
the secret of the pain and grief she had so long con-
cealed from observation. Her cheeks had grown pale,
and her eyes had lost their lustre. Her mother wept
over her lost happiness in Malmaison, and, when Hor-
tense had wept with and consoled her mother, she was
compelled to dry her eyes and hasten to the Tuileries,
and appear, with a smiling countenance, before her who
was now her empress and her mother’s happy rival.

But Hortense had accepted her destiny, and was de-
termined to demean herself as became her own and her
mother’s dignity. She endeavored to be a true and sin-
cere friend to the young empress, and fulfil the em-
peror’s wishes, and to give brilliant entertainments in
honor of the King of Rome, in spite of the pain it must
cost her. “The emperor wills it, the emperor requires
it;” that was sufficient for all who were about him, and
it was sufficient for her. Her mother had gone because
it was his will, she had remained because it was his will,
and she now gave these entertainments for the same
reason. But there was an element of sadness and gloom
even in these festivities of the carnival of 1813; the
presence of so many cripples and invalids recalled the
memory of the reverses of’the past year. Af the balls
there was a great scarcity of young men who could
dance; incessant wars had made the youth of France old
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before their time, and had converted vigorous men into

cripples.

Her heart filled with dark forebodings, Hortense si-
lently prepared herself against the days of misfortune
which she knew must inevitably come. When these
days should come, she wished to 'be ready to meet them
with a brave heart and a resolute soul, and she also en-
deavored to impress on the minds of her two beloved
gons the inconstancy of fortune, in order that they might
look misfortune boldly in the face. She had no compas-
sion with the tender youth of these boys, who were now
eight and six years old; no compassion, because she
loved them too well not to strive to prepare them for
adversity.

One day the Duchess of Bassano gave a ball in honor
of the queen, and Hortense, although low-spirited and
indisposed, summoned her resolution to her aid, and
arrayed herself for the occasion. Her blond hair, that
reached to her feet when unbound, was dressed in the
ancient Greek style, and adorned with a wreath of flow-
ers, not natural flowers, however, but consisting of Hor-
tensias in diamonds. Her dress was of pink-crape em-
broidered with Hortensias in silver. The hem of her
dress and its train was encircled with a garland of flow-
ers composed of roses and violets. A bouquet of Hor-
tensias in diamonds glittered on her bosom, and her
necklace and bracelets consisted of little diamond Hor-
tensias. In this rich and tasteful attire, a present sent

her by the Empress Josephine the day before, Hortense
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entered the parlor where the ladies and gentlemen of her
court awaited her, brilliantly arrayed for the occasion.

The parlor, filled with these ladies glittering with
diamonds, and with these cavaliers in their rich, gold-
embroidered uniforms, presented a brilliant spectacle.
The queen’s two sons, who came running into the room
at this moment to bid their “ bonne petite maman ” adieu,
stood still for an instant, dazzled by this magnificence,
and then timidly approached the mother who seemed to
them a queen from the fairy-realm floating in rosy
clouds. The queen divined the thoughts of her boys,
whose countenances were for her an open book in which
she read every emotion.

She extended a hand to each of her children, and led

them to a sofa, on which she seated herself, taking the

youngest, Louis Napoleon, who was scarcely six years

old, in her lap, while his elder brother, Napoleon Louis,
stood at her side, his curly head resting on Hortense’s
shoulder, gazing tenderly into the pale, expressive face
of his beautiful mother.

“1I am very prettily dressed to-day, am I not, Napo-
leon 2” said Hortense, laying her little hand, that sparkled
with diamonds, on the head of her eldest son. “ Would
you like me less if T were poor, and wore no dizmonds,
but merely a plain black dress? Would you love me less
then 2”

“No, maman !” exclaimed the boy, almost angrily,
and little Lounis Napoleon, who sat in his mother’s lap,

repeated in his shrill little voice : “No, maman ! ”
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The queen smiled. “ Diamonds and dress do not eon-
stitute happiness, and we three would love each other just
as much if we had no jewelry, and were poor. But tell
me, Napoleon, if you had nothing, and were entirely
alone in the world, what would you do for yourself 27

“I would become a soldier,” cried Napoleon, with
sparkling eyes, “and I would ficht so bravely that T
should soon be made an officer.”

“ And you, Lonis, what would you do to earn your
daily bread 2’ .

The little fellow had listened earnestly to his brother’s
words, and seemed to be thinking over them still. Per-
haps he felt that the knapsack and musket were too heavy
for his little shoulders, and that he was, as yet, too weak
to become a soldier.

“1” said he, after a pause, “ I wonld sell bouquets of
violets, like the little boy who stands at the gates of the
Tuileries, and from whom we buy our flowers every day.”

The ladies and cavaliers, who had listened to this
curious conversation in silence, now laughed loudly at
this naive reply of the little prince.

“Do not laugh, ladies,” said the queen, earnestly, as
she now arose; “it was no jest, but a lesson that I gave
my children, who were so dazzled by jewelry. It is the
misfortune of princes that they believe that everything is
subject to them, that they are made of another stuff than
other men, and have no duties to perform. They know
nothing of human suffering and want, and do not believe

that they can ever be affected by anything of the kind.
11 :
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And this is why they are so astounded, and remain so
helpless, when the hand of misfortune does strike them.
1 wish to preserve my sons trom this.” *

She then stooped and kissed her boys, who, while
she and her brilliant suite were driving to the Tnileries,
busied their little heads, considering whether it was easier
to carn one’s bread as a soldier, or by selling violets at
the gates of the Tuileries, like the little beggar-boy.

CHAPTER XIIL

THE DAYS OF MISFORTUNE.

Tae round of festivities with which the people of
France endeavored to banish the shadow of impending
misfortune, was soon to be abruptly terminated. The
thunder of the cannon on the battlefields of Hanau and
Leipsie silenced the dancing-musie in the Tuileries ; and
in the drawing-rooms of Queen Hortense, hitherto de-
voted to music and literature, the ladies were now busily
engaged in picking lint for the wounded who were daily

arriving at the hospitals of Paris from the army. The

declaration of war of Austria and Russia had aroused
France from its haughty sense of invineibility. All felt
that a erisis was at hand. All were preparing for the
ominous events that were gathering like storm-clouds
over France. Each of the faithful hastened to assume

* The queen’s own words,
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the position to which honor and duty called him. And
it was in response to such an appeal that Louis Bonaparte
now returned from Gritz to Paris; he had heard the
ominous tones of the voice that threatened the emperor,
and wished to be at his side in the hour of danger.

It was not as the wife, but in the spirit of a French-
woman and a queen, that Hortense received the intelli-
gence of her husband’s return. “I am delighted to hear
it,” said she ; “my husband is a good Frenehman, and he
proves it by returning at the moment when all Europe
has declared against France. He is a man of honor, and
if our characters could not be made to harmonize, it was
probably because we both had defects that were irrecon-
cilable.

“1,” added she, with a gentle smile, I was too proud,
I had been spoiled, and was probably too deeply impressed
with a sense of my own worth ; and this defeet is not
conducive to pleasant relations with one who is distrust-
ful and low-spirited. But our interests were always the
same, and his hastening to France, to enroll himself with
all his brother Frenchmen, for the defence of his country,
is worthy of the king’s character. It is only by doing
thus that we can testify our gratitude for the benefits
the people have conferred upon our family.” *

In the first days of January, 1814, the news that the
enemy had crossed the boundaries of France, and that
the Austrians, Russians, and Prussians, were marching on
Paris, created a panic throughout the entire city. For

* Cochelet, Mémoires sur la reine Hortense, vol. i, p.- 167,
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the first time, after so many years of triumph, France
trembled for its proud army, and believed in the possi-
bility of defeat.

In the Tuileries, also, gloom and dejection ruled the
hour for the first time: and while, when the army had
heretofore gone forth, the question had been, “ When
shall we receive the first intellicence of victory ?” there
were now only mute, inquiring glances bent on the em-
peror’s clouded countenance.

On the 24th of January, Napoleon left Paris, in or-
der to repair to the army. The empress, whom he had

made regent, giving her a council, consisting of his

brothers and the ministers, as a support—the empress.

had taken leave of him in a flood of tears, and Queen
Hortense, who had alone been present on this occasion,
had been compelled to remain for some time with the
empress, in order to console and encourage her.

But Hortense was far from feeling the confidence
which she exhibited in the presence of the empress and
of her own court. She had never believed in the dura-
tion of these triumphs and of this fortune; she had
always awaited the coming evil in silent expectation,
and she was therefore now ready to face it bravely, and
to defend herself and her children against its attacks.

She therefore was calm and self-possessed, while the en-

tire imperial family was terror-stricken, while all Paris
: : : o : e
was in a panic, while the fearful intelligence, ¢ The Cos-
3 2] R P el

sacks are coming, the Cossacks are marching on Paris!

was overrunning the city. «The Grand-duke Constan-

THE DAYS OF MISFORTUNE. 1597

tine has promised his troops that they shall warm them-
selves at the burning ruins of Paris, and the Emperor
Alexander has sworn that he will sleep in the Tuileries.”

Nothing was now dreamed of but plundering, mur-
der, and rapine; people trembled not only for their
lives, but also for their property, and hastened to bury
their treasures, their jewelry, their gold and silver, to
secure it from the rapacious hands of the terrible Cos-
sacks, Treasures were buried in cellars, or hid away
in the walls of houses. The Duchess de Bassano cansed
all her valuable effects to be put in a hidden recess, and
the entrance to the same to be walled up and covered
with paper. There were among these valuable effects
several large clocks, in golden cases, that were richly
studded with precious stones, but it had unfortunately
been forgotten to stop them, so that for the next week
they continued to strike the hours regularly, and thereby
betrayed to the neighbors the secret the duchess had se
anxiously endeavored to conceal.

But the cry, “The Cossacks are coming!” was not
the only alarm-cry of the Parisians. Another, and a
long=silent ery, was now heard in Paris—a strange ery,
that had no music for the ear of the imperialist, but one
that, to the royalist, had a sweet and familiar sound.
This ery was, “ The Count de Lille!” or, as the royalists
said, “King Lounis XVIIL” The royalists no longer
whispered this name, but proclaimed it loudly and with
enthusiasm, and even those of them who had attached

themselves to the imperial court, and played a part af
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the same, now dared to remove their masks a little, and
show their true countenance.

Madame Ducayla, one of the most zealous royalists,
although attached to the court society of the Tuileries,
had gone to Hartwell, to convey to him messages of love
and respect in the name of all the royalists of Paris, and
to tell him that they had now begun to smooth the way
for his return to France and the throne of his ancestors.
She had returned with authority to organize the con-
spiracy of the royalists, and to give them the king’s sanc-
tion. Talleyrand, the minister of Napoleon, the glitter-
ing weathercock in politics, had already experienced a
change in disposition, in consequence of the shifting po-
litical wind, and when Countess Dueayla, provided with
secret instructions for Talleyrand from Lounis X VIIL,
entered his ecabinet and said in a loud voice, “I come
from Hartwell, I have seen the king, and he has in-
structed me—"" he interrupted her in loud and angry
tones, exclaiming : “ Are you mad, madame? You dare
to confess such a erime to me?” He had, however,
then added in a low voice: “ You have seen him, then ?
Well, I am his most devoted servant.” *

The royalists held meetings and formed conspiracies
with but little attempt at concealmen#. and the minister
of police, Fouché, whose eyes and ears were always on
the alert, and who knew of everything that occurred in
Paris, also knew of these conspiracies of the royalists;
he did not prevent them, however, but advised eaution,

* Mémoires d’une femme de qualité, vol. i, p. 183
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endeavoring to prove to them thereby the deep rever-
ence which he himself experienced for the unfortunate
royal family.

In the midst of all this econfusion and anxiety, Queen
Hortense alone preserved her composure and courage,
and far from endeavoring, like others, to conceal and
secure her treasures, jewelry, and other valuables, she de-
termined to make no change or reduetion whatever in

her manner of living ; she wished to show the Parisians
that the confidence of the imperial family in the emperor
and his invincibility was not to be shaken. She there-
fore continued to conduct her household in truly royal
style, although she had received from the exhausted

state treasury no payment of the appanage set apart for
herself and children for a period of three months. But
she thonght little of this; her generous heart was oceu-
pied with entirely different interests than those of her
own pecuniary affairs.

She wished to inspire Marie Louise, whom the em-
peror had constituted empress-regent on his departure
for the army, with the courage which she herself pos-
sessed. She conjured her to show herself worthy of the
confidence the emperor had reposed in her at this critical
time, and to adopt firm and energetic measures. ‘When,
on the 28th of March, the terror-inspiring news was eir-
culated that the hostile armies were only five leagues
from Paris, and while the people were flying from the
city in troops, Hortense hastened to the Tuileries to con-
jure the empress to be firm, and not to leave Paris. She
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entreated Marie Louise, in the name of the emperor, her
husband, and the King of Rome, her son, not to heed
the voice of the state council, who, after a long sitting,
* had unanimously declared that Paris conld not be held,
and that the empress, with her son and her council,
should therefore leave the capital.

But Marie Louise had remained deaf to all these
pressing and energetic representations, and the queen
had not been able to inspire her young and weak sister-
in-law with her own resolution.

* My sister,” Hortense had said to her, “you will at
least understand that by leaving Paris now you paralyze
1ts defence, and thereby endanger your erown, but I see
that you are resigned to this sacrifice.”

“It is true,” Marie Louise had sadly replied. “I
well know that I should act differently, but it is too late.
The state couneil has decided, and I ean do nothing!”

In sadness and dejection Hortense had then returned
to her dwelling, where Lavalette, Madame Ney, and the
ladies of her court, awaited her.

“ All is lost,” said she, sadly. “ Yes, all is lost. The

empress has determined to leave Paris. She lightly aban-

dons France and the emperor. She is about to depart.”

“If she does that,” exclaimed General Lavalette, in
despair, “then all is really lost, and yet her firmness
and courage might now save the emperor, who is ad-
vancing toward Paris by forced marches. After all this
weighing and deliberating, they have elected to take the

worst course they could choose! But, as this has finally
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been determined on, what course will your majesty now
pursue 2 ”

“T remain in Paris,” said the queen, resolutely ; “as
I am permitted to be mistress of my own actions, I am
resolved to remain here and share the fortunes of the
Parisians, be they good or evil! This is at least a better
and worthier course than to incur the risk of being made
a prisoner on the public highway.”

Now that she had come to a decision, the queen ex-
hibited a joyous determination, and her mind recovered
from its depression. She hastened to dispatch a courier
to Malmaison to the Empress Josephine, now forgotten
and neglected by all, to conjure her to leave for Novara
at once. She then retired to her bedechamber to seek the
rest she so much needed after so many hours of excite-
ment.

But at midnight she was aroused from her repose to a
gad awakening. Her husband, with whom she had held
no kind of intercourse since his return, had now, in the
hour of danger, determined to assert his marital authority
over his wife and children. He wrote the queen a letter,
requiring her to leave Paris with her children, and follow
the empress.

Hortense replied with a decided refusal. A second
categoric message from her husband was the response.
He declared that if she should not at once conform to
his will, and follow the empress with her children, he
would immediately take his children into his own cus-
tody, by virtue of his authority as husband and father.
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At this threat, the queen sprang up like an enraged
lioness from her lair. With glowing cheeks and spark-
ling eyes she commanded that her children should be at
once brought to her, and then, pressing her two boys
to her heart with passionate tenderness, she exclaimed :
“Tell the king that I shall leave the city within the
hour!”

CHAPTER XIIL

THE ALLIES IN PARIS.

Tae anxiety of motherly love had effected what
neither the departure of the empress nor the news of the
approach of the Cossacks could do. Hortense had taken
her departure. She had quitted Paris, with her children
and suite, which had already begun to grow gensibly
smaller, and arrived, after a hurried flight, endangered
by bands of marauding Cossacks, in Novara, where the
Empress Josephine, with tears of sorrow and of joy alike,
pressed her daughter to her heart. Although her own
happiness and grandeur were gone, and although the
misfortunes of the Emperor Napoleon—whom she still
dearly loved—oppressed her heart, Josephine now had
her daughter and dearest friend at her side, and that was
a sweet consolation in the midst of all these misfortunes
and cares.

At Novara, Hortense received the intelligence of the
fall of the empire, of the capitulation of Paris, of the
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entrance of the allies, and of the abdication of Na-
poleon.

‘When the courier sent by the Duke of Bassano with
this intelligence further informed the Empress Josephine
that the island of Elba had been assigned Napoleon as a
domicile, and that he was on the point of leaving France
to go into exile, Josephine fell, amid tears of anguish,
into her daughter’s arms, crying : “ Hortense, he is un-
happy, and I am not with him! e is banished to Elba!
Alas! but for his wife, I would hasten to his side, to share
his exile !

While the empress was weeping and lamenting, Hor-
tense had silently withdrawn to her apartments. She
saw and fully appreciated the consequences that must
ensue to the emperor’s entire family, from his fall ; she
already felt the mortifications and insults to which the
Bonapartes would now be exposed from all quarters, and
she wished to withdraw herself and children from their
influence. She formed a quick resolve, and determined
to carry it out at once. She caused Mademoiselle de
Cochelet, one of the few ladies of her court who had
remained faithful, to be called, in order that she might
impart to her her resolution.

“ Louise,” sald she, *“I intend to emigrate. I am

alone and defenceless, and ever threatened by a misfor-
tone that would be more cruel than the loss of crown
and grandeur—the misfortune of seeing my children torn
from me by my husband. My mother can remain in
France—her divorece has made her free and independent:
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but I bear a name that will no longer be gladly heard in
France, now that the Bourbons are returning. T have
no other fortune than my diamonds. These I shall sell,
and then go, with my children, to my mother’s estate in
Martinique. I lived there when a child, and have re-
tained a pleasant remembrance of the place. It is un-
doubtedly hard to be compelled to give up country,
mother, and friends ; but one must face these gre;t
strokes of destiny courageously. I will give my children
a good education, and that shall be my (,-.(mso]at;on.”

Mademoiselle de Cochelet burst into tears, kissed the
queen’s extended hand, and begged so earnestly that she
might be permitted to accompany her, that Hortense at
last gave a reluctant consent. It was arranged between
them that Louise should hasten to Paris, in order to
make the necessary preparations for the queen’s long
Journey ; and she departed on this mission, under the
protection of the courier, on the following morning.

How changed and terrible was the aspect Paris pre-
sented on her arrival! At the gate through which they
entered Cossacks stood on guard ; the streets were filled
with Rqssian, Anustrian, and Prussian soldiery, at whose
side the proud ladies of the Faubourg St. Germain were
to be seen walking, in joyous triumph, bestowing upon
the vanquishers of France as great a devotion as they
could have lavished upon the beloved Bourbons them-
selves, whose return was expected in a few days.

A Swedish regiment was quartered in the queen’s
dwelling ; her servants had fled ; her glittering drawing-
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rooms now sheltered the conquerors of France; and in
the Tuileries preparations were already being made for
the reception of the Bourbons.

No one dared to pronounce the name of Napoleon.
Those who were formerly his most zealous flatterers were

now the most ready to condemn him. Those upon whom
he had conferred the greatest benefits were now the first
to deny him, hoping thereby to wipe out the remembrance
of the benefits they had received. The most zealous Na-
poleonists now became the most ardent royalists, and

placed the largest white cockades in their hats, in order
that they might the sooner attract the attention of the
new rulers.

But theré was still one man who pronounced the name
of Napoleon loudly, and with affectionate admiration, and
publicly accorded him the tribute of his respect.

This one was the Emperor Alexander of Russia. He
had loved Napoleon so dearly, that even the position of
hostility which policy compelled him to assume could not
banish from his heart friendship for the hero who had so
long ruled Europe.

Napoleon’s fate was'decided ; and it was attributable
to the zealous efforts of the ezar that the allies had con-
sented to the emperor’s demands, and appointed him sov-
ereign of the island of Elba. Now that Alexander could
do nothing more for Napoleon, he desired to make him-
self useful to his family, at least, and thereby testify the
admiration which he still felt for the fallen Titan.

The Empress Marie Louise and the little King of
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Rome had no need of his assistance. The empress had
not availed herself of the permission of the allies to ac-
company her husband to Elba, but had placed herself and
son under the protection of her father, the Emperor of
Austria.

The Emperor Alexander therefore bestowed his whole
sympathy upon Napoleon’s divorced wife and her chil-
dren, the Viceroy of Italy and the Queen of Holland.
He took so great an interest in the queen, that he de-
clared his intention, in case Hortense should not come

to Paris, of going to Novara to see her, in order to learn

from her own lips in what manner he conld serve her,
and how she desired that her future should be shaped.

Count Nesselrode, the emperor’s minister, was also
zealous in his endeavors to serve the queen. The count
had long been the intimate friend of Lonise de Cochelet ;
and, desirous of giving her a further proof of his friend-
ghip, he knew of no better way of doing so than by ren-
dering a service to Queen Hortense and her children.
Louise informed the count of the queen’s intended de-
partare for Martinique. Count Nesselrode smiled sadly
over this desperate resolve of a brave mother’s heart, and
instructed Louise to beg the queen to impart o him,
through her confidante, all her wishes and demands, in
order that he might lay them before the emperor.

The queen’s fate was the subject of great sympathy in
all quarters. When, in one of the sessions of the min-
isters of the allies, in which the fate of France, of the
Bourbons, and of the Bonapartes, was to be the subject
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of deliberation, the question of making some provision
for the emperor’s family came up for consideration, the
Prince of Benevento exclaimed: “1 plead for Queen
Hortense alone; for she is the only one for whom I
have any esteem.” Count Nesselrode added: “ Who
would not be proud to claim her as a countrywoman ?
She is the pearl of her France!” And Metternich
united with the rest in her praise.®

But it was in vain that Louise de Cochelet imparted
this intelligence to the queen ; the entreaties and repre-
sentations of her friends were powerless to persuade Hor-
tense to leave her retirement and come to Paris.

The following letter of the queen, written to Louise,
concerning her affairs, will testify to her beautiful and
womanly sentiments. This letter is as follows :

“ My pear Lovise—Youn and all my friends write me
the same questions : ¢ What do you want? What do youn
demand 2’ T reply to all of you: I want nothing what-
ever! What should I desire? Is not my fate already
determined ? When one has the strength to form a great
resolution, and when one can firmly and calmly contem-
plate the idea of making a journey to India or America,
it is unnecessary to demand any thing of any one. I en-
treat yon to take no steps that I should be compelled to
disavow ; I know that you love me, and this might induce
you to do so. I am really not to be pitied ; it was in the
midst of grandeur and splendor that I have suffered! I

* Cochelet, vol. i., p 279,




