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tirely with the friends and servants of the emperor and
of the Duchess of St. Leu. But, in order not to excite
suspicion against these, Hortense now addressed herself
to him with whom she had the slightest acquaintance,
and whose devotion to the Orleans family was too well
known to be called in doubt by her undertaking. Hor-
tense therefore addressed herself to M. de Houdetot, the
adjutant of the king, or rather, she caused her friend
Mile. de Massuyer to write to him. She was instructed
to inform the count that she had come to Paris with an
English family, and was the bearer of a commission from
the Duchess of St. Leu to M. de Houdetot.

M. de Houdetot responded to her request, and came
to the Hotel de Hollande to see Mlle. Massuyer. With
surprise and emotion, he recognized in the supposititious
English lady the Duchess of St. Len, who was believed
by all the world to be on the way to Malta, and for
whom her friends (who feared the fatigue of so long a
journey would be too much for Hortense in her weak

state of health) had already taken steps to obtain for her

permission to pass through France on her way to England.

Hortense informed Count Houdetot of the last
strokes of destiny that had fallen upon her, and ex-
pressed her desire to see the king, in order to speak with
him in person about the future of her son.

M. de Houdetot undertook to acquaint the king with
her desire, and came on the following day to inform the
duchess of the result of his mission. He told the duch-
ess that the king had loudly lamented her boldness in
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coming to France, and the impossibility of his seeing
her. He told her, moreover, that, as the king" had a re-
sponsible ministry at his side, he had been compelled to
inform the premier of her arrival, and that Minister
Casimir Perrier would call on her during the day.

A few hours later, Louis Philippe’s celebrated minis-
ter arrived. He came with an air of earnest severity, as
it were to sit in judgment upon the accused duchess, but
her artless sincerity and her gentle dignity disarmed him,
and soon caused him to assume a more delicate and po-
lite bearing.

“1 well know,” said Hortense in the course of the
conversation, “I well know that I have broken a law, by
coming hither; T fully appreciate the gravity of this
offence ; you have the right to cause me to be arrested,
and it would be perfectly just in you to do so!”—Casi-
mir Perrier shook his head slowly, and replied : * Just,
no! Lawful, yes!”*

CHAPTER VIIL

LOUIS PHILIPPE AND THE DUCHESS OF ST. LEU.

TrEe visit which Casimir Perrier had paid the duch-
ess seemed to have convineced him that the fears which
the king and his ministry had entertained had really been
groundless, that the step-daughter of Napoleon had not
come to Paris to conspire and to elaim the still somewhat

4 ]
* La Reine Hortense: Voyage en Italie, ete., p. 110.
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unstable throne of France for the Duke de Reichstadt,
or for Louis Napoleon, but that she had only chosen
the way throngh France, in the anxiety of maternal love,
in order to rescue her son.

In accordance with this conviction, Louis Philippe no
longer considered it impossible to see the Duchess of‘ St.
Len, but now requested her to call. Perhaps the king,
who had so fine a memory for figures and money-mat-
ters, remembered that it had been Hortense (then still
Queen of Holland) who, during the hundred days of the
empire in 1815, had procured for the Duchess Ol‘].ﬁ’,ﬂ.ﬂ‘s-
Penthidvre, from the emperor, permission to remain in
Paris and a pension of two hundred thousand francs per
annum ; that it had been Hortense who had done the
same for the aunt of the present king, the Duchess of
Orleans-Bourbon. Then, in their joy over an assured
and brilliant future, these ladies had written the duchess
the most affectionate and devoted letters; then they had
assured Hortense of their eternal and imperishable grati-
tude.* Perhaps Louis Philippe remembered this, and
was desirous of rewarding Hortense for her services to
his mother and his aunt. :

He solicited a visit from Hortense, and, on the second
day of her sojourn in Paris, M. de Houdetot conducted
the Duchess of St. Len to the Tuileries, in which she had
once lived as a young girl, as the step-daughter of the
emperor; then as Queen of Holland, as the wife of the
emperor’s brother; and which she now beheld once more,

* La Reine Hortense: Voyage en Italie, ete.. p. 185.
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a poor, nameless pilgrim, a fugitive with shrouded coun-
tenance, imploring a little toleration and protection of
those to whom she had once accorded toleration and pro-
tection.

Louis Philippe received the Duchess of St. Leu with
all the elegance and graciousness which the Citizen
King” so well knew how to assume, and that had always
been an inheritance of his house, with all the amiability
and apparent open-heartedness beneath which he so well
knew how to conceal his real disposition. Coming to
the point at once, he spoke of that which doubtlessly
interested the duchess most, of the decree of banish-
ment.

“T am familiar,” said the king, “ with all the pains of
exile, and it is not my fault that yours have not been
alleviated.” He assured her that this decree of banish-
ment against the Bonaparte family was a heavy burden
on his heart; he went so far as to excuse himself for it
by saying that the exile pronounced against the imperial
family was only an article of the same law which the con-
ventionists had abolished, and the renewal of which had
been so vehemently demanded by the country! Thus it
had seemed as though he had uttered a new decree of
banishment, while in point of fact he had only renewed
a law that had already existed under the consulate of

Napoleon. * But,” continued the king with exultation,

“the time is no longer distant when there will be no more
exiles; I will have none under my government ! ”
Then, as if to remind the duchess that there had been
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exiles and decrees of banishment at all times, also under
the republic, the consulate, and the kingdom, he spoke of
his own exile, of the needy and humiliating situation in
which he had found himself, and which had compelled
him to hire himself out as a teacher and give instruction
for a paltry consideration.

The duchess had listened to the king with a gentle
smile, and replied that she knew the story of his exile,
and that it did him honor.

Then the duchess informed the king that her son
had accompanied her on her journey, and was now with
her in Paris; she also told him that her son, in his
glowing enthusiasm for his country, had written to the
king, begging that he might be permitted to enter the
army.

¢ Lend me the letter,” replied Lonis Philippe ;  Per-
rier shall bring it to me, and, if circumstances permit, T
shall be perfectly willing to grant your son’s request ; and
it will also give me great pleasure to serve you at all
times. I know that you have legitimate claims on the
government, and that you have appealed to the justice of
all former ministries in vain. Write out a statement of
all that France owes yon, and send it fo me alone. 1 un-
derstand business matters, and constitute myself from this
time on your chargé d’affaires.* The Duke of Rovigo,”
he continued, “ has informed me that the other members
of the imperial family have similar claims. It will afford
me great pleasure to be of assistance to all of you, and I

* The king’s own words. See Voyage en Italie, etc., p. 201.
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shall interest myself particularly for the Princess de Mont-
fort.” *

Hortense had listened to the king, her whole face
radiant with delight. The king’s beneficent countenance,
his friendly smile, his hearty and cordial manner, dis-
pelled all doubt of his sincerity in Hortense’s mind. She
believed in his goodness and in his kindly disposition
toward herself ; and, in her joyous emotion, she thanked
him with words of enthusiasm for his promised benefits,
never doubting that it was his intention to keep his word.

“ Ah, sire!” she exclaimed, “the entire imperial
family is in misfortune, and you will have many wrongs
to redress. France owes us all a great deal, and it will
be worthy of you to liquidate these debts.”

The king declared his readiness to do every thing.
He who was so fond of taking in millions and of specu-
lating, smilingly promised, in the name of France, to dis-
burse millions, and to pay off the old state debt !

The duchess believed him. She believed in his pro-
testations of friendship, and in his blunt sincerity. She
allowed him to conduct her to his wife, the queen, and
was received by her and Madame Adelaide with the same
cordiality the king had shown. Onee only in the course
of the conversation did Madame Adelaide forget her cor-
dial disposition. She asked the duchess how long she
expected to remain in Paris, and when the latter replied
that she intended remaining three days longer, Madame

4 The Princess de Montfort was the wife of Jerome, the sister of
the King of Wurtemberg, and a cousin of the Emperor of Russia.
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exclaimed, in a tone of anxious dismay: “So long!
Three days still! And there are so many Englishmen
here who have seen your son in Ttaly, and might recog-
nize youn here!”

But Fate itself seemed to delay the departure of the
duchess and her son. On returning home from her visit
to the Tuileries, she found her son on his bed in a violent
fever, and the physician who had been called in declared
that he was suffering from inflammation of the throat.

Hortense was to tremble once more for the life of a
son, and this son was the last treasure Fate had left her.

Once more the mother sat at the bedside of her son,
watehing over him, lovingly, day and night. That her
son’s life might be preserved was now her only wish, her

only prayer; all else became void of interest, and was lost

sight of. She only left her son’s side when Casimir Per-
rier came, as he was in the habit of doing daily, to inquire
after her son’s condition in the name of the king, and to
request the duchess to name the amount of her claims
against France, and to impart to him all her wishes with
regard to her future. Hortense now had but one ardent
wish—the recovery of her son ; and her only request was,
that she might be permitted to visit the French baths of
the Pyrenees during the summer, in order to restore her
failing health.

The minister promised to procure this permission of
the king, and of the Chambers, that were soon to be con-
vened. “In this way we shall gradually become accus-
tomed to your presence,” observed Casimir Perrier. “ As
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far as you are personally concerned, we shall be inclined
to throw open the gates of the country to you. But with
your son it is different, his name will be a perpetual
obstacle in his way. If he should really desire at any
time to take service in the army, it would be, above all,
necessary that he should lay aside his name. We are in
duty bound to consider the wishes of foreign govern-
ments: France is divided into so many parties, that a
war could only be ruinous, and therefore your son must
change his name, if—"

But now the duchess, her cheeks glowing, blushing
with displeasure and anger, interrupted him. “ What!”
exclaimed she, “lay aside the noble name with which
France may well adorn itself, conceal it as though we
had cause to be ashamed of it?”

Beside herself with anger, regardless, in her agitation,
even of the suffering condition of her son, she hastened
to his bedside, to inform him of the proposition made to
her by Louis Philippe’s minister.

The prince arose in his couch, his eyes flaming, and
his cheeks burning at the same time with the fever-heat
of disease and of anger.

“ Lay aside my name!” he exclaimed. “Who dares
to make such a proposition to me? Let us think of all
these things no more, mother. Let us go back to our
retirement. Ah, you were right, mother: our time is
passed, or it has not yet come!”
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CHAPTER IX.
THE DEPARTURE OF THE DUCHESS FROM PARIS.

Excrrement had made the patient worse, and caused
his fever to return with renewed violence. Hortense
was now inseparable from his bedside; she herself ap-
plied ice to his burning throat, and assisted in applying
the leeches ordered by the physician. But this continu-
ous anxiety and excitement, all these troubles of the
present, and sad remembrances of the past, had at last
exhausted the strength of the delicate woman ; the flush
of fever now began to show itself on her cheeks also,
and the physician urged her to take daily exercise in the
open air if she desired to avoid falling ill.

Hortense followed his advice. In the evening twi-
light, in plain attire, her face concealed by a heavy black
veil, she now daily quitted her son’s bedside, and went
out into the street for a walk, accompanied by the young
Marquis Zappi. No one recognized her, no one greeted
her, no one dreamed that the veiled figure that walked

go quietly and shyly was she who, as Queen of Holland,

had formerly driven through these same streets in gilded

coaches, hailed by the joyous shouts of the people.

But, in these wanderings through Paris, Hortense also
lived in her memories only. She showed the marquis
the dwelling she had once oceupied, and which had for
her a single happy association : her sons had been born
there. With a soft smile she looked up at the proud
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Jagade of this building, the windows of which were bril-
liantly illamined, and in whose parlors some banker or
ennobled provision-dealer was now perhaps giving a ball ;
pointing to these windows with her slender white hand,
she said : “I wished to see this house, in order fo re-
proach myself for having been unhappy in it; yes, I
then dared to complain even in the midst of so much
splendor; I was so far from dreaming of the weight of
the misfortnne that was one day to come upon me.” *

She looked down again and passed on, to seek the
houses of several friends, of whom she knew that they
had remained faithful; heavily veiled and enveloped in
Ler dark cloak she stood in front of these houses, not
daring to acquaint her friends with her presence, con-
tented with the sweet sense of being near them !

When, after having strengthened her heart with the
conscionsness of being near friends, she passed on
through the streets, in which she, the daughter of France,
was now unknown, homeless, and forgotten!—no, not
forgotten !—as she chanced to glance in at a store she
was just passing, she saw in the lighted window her own
portrait at the side of that of the emperor.

Overcome by a sweet emotion, Hortense stood still
and gazed at these pictures. The laughing, noisy crowd
on the sidewalk passed on, heedless of the shronded
woman who stood there before the shop-window, gazing
with tearful eyes at her own portrait. * It seems we are

still remembered,” whispered she, in a low voice. * Those

* The duchess’s own words: see Voyage, ete., p. 225.
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who wear crowns are not to be envied, and should not
lament their loss; but is it possible that the love of the
people, to receive which is so sweet, has not yet been
wholly withdrawn from us??”

The profound indifference with which France had
accepted the exile of the Bonapartes had grieved her
deeply. She had only longed for some token of love and
fidelity in order that she might go back into exile con-
soled and strengthened. And now she found it. France
proved to her through these portraits that she was not
forgotten.

Hortense stepped with her companion into the store
to purchase the portraits of herself and of the €mperor ;
and when she was told that these portraits were in great
demand, and that many of them were sold to the people,
she hardly found strength to repress the tears of blissful
emotion that rose from her heart to her eyes. She took
the portraits and hastened home, to show them to her
son and to bring to him with them the love-greetings of
France. While the duchess, her thoughts divided be-
tween the remembrances of the past and the cares and
troubles of the present, had been sojourning in Paris for
twelve days, all the papers were extolling the heroism of
the duchess in having saved her son, and of her having
embarked at Malta in order to take him to England.

Even the king’s ministerial council occupied itself
with this matter, and thought it proper to make repre-
sentations to his majesty on the subject. Marshal Sebas-
tiani informed the king that the Duchess of St. Leu, to
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his certain knowledge, had landed at Corfu. With lively
interest he spoke of the fatigning journey at sea that the
duchess would be compelled to make, and asked almost
timidly if she might not be permitted to travel through
France.

The king’s countenance assumed an almost sombre
look, and he replied, dryly: “Let her continue her jour-
ney.” Casimir Perrier bowed his head over the paper
that lay before him, in order to conceal his mirth, and
minister Barthe availed himself of the opportunity to
give a proof of his eloquence and of his severity, by ob-
serving that a law existed against the duchess, and that a
law was a sacred thing that no one should be permitted
to evade.

But the presence of the duchess, although kept a se-
cret, began to cause the king and his premier Casimir
Perrier more and more uneasiness. The latter had al-
ready once informed her through M. de Houdetot that
her departure was absolutely necessary and must take
place at once, and he had only been moved to consent to
her further sojourn by the condition of the prince, whose
inflammation of the throat had rendered a second appli-
cation of leeches necessary.

They were now, however, on the eve of a great and
dangerous day, of the 5th of May.* The people of Paris
were strangely moved, and the new government saw

with much apprehension the dawn of this day of such
great memories for France. There seemed to be some

* The anniversary of Napoleon’s death.




358 QUEEN HORTENSE,

justification for this apprehension. Since the break of
day, thousands of people had flocked to the column on
the Place Venddme. Silently and gravely they ap-
proached the monument, in order to adorn with wreaths
of flowers the eagles, or to lay them at the foot of the
column, and then to retire mournfully.

Hortense stood at the window of her apartment, look-
ing on with folded hands and tears of bliss at the im-
pressive and solemn scene that was taking place on the
Place Vendome beneath, when suddenly a violent knock-
ing was heard at her door, and M. de IToudetot rushed
in, a pale and sorrowful expression on his countenance.

“ Duchess,” said he breathlessly, ¢ yon must depart
immediately, without an houar’s delay! I am ordered to
inform you of this. Unless the life of your son is to be
seriously endangered, you must leave at once ! ”

Hortense listened to him tranquilly. She almost
pitied the king—the government—to whom a weak
woman and an invalid youth could caunse snch fear.
How great must this fear be, when it caused them to
disregard all the laws of hospitality and of decency!
What had she done to justify this fear? She had not
addressed herself to the people of France, in order to
obtain help and protection for her son—for the nephew
of the emperor; cautiously and timidly she had con-
cealed herself from the people, and, far from being dis-
posed to arouse or agitate her country, she had only made
herself known to the King of France in order to solicit
protection and toleration at his hands.
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She was distrusted, in spite of this candor; and her
presence, although known to no one, awakened appre-
hensions in those in authority. Hortense pitied them;
not a word of complaint or regret esecaped her lips. She

sent for her physician at once ; and, after informing him

that she must necessarily depart for London, she asked
him if such a journey would endanger her son’s life.
The physician declared that, while he could have desired
a few days more of repose, the prince would neverthe-
less, with proper care and attention, be able to leave on
the following day.

“Inform the king that I shall depart to-morrow,”
said Hortense ; and, while M. de Houdetot was hastening
to the king with this welcome intelligence, the duchess
was making preparations for the journey, which she be-
gan with her son early on the following morning.

In four days they reached Calais, where they found
the ship that was to convey them to England in readiness
to sail. Hortense was to leave her country once more
as a fugitive and exile! She was once more driven out,
and condemned to live in a foreign country! Because
the French people still refused to forget their emperor,
the French kings hated and feared the imperial family.
Under the old Bourbons, they had been hated; Louis
Philippe, who had attained his crown through the peo-
ple, felt that it was necessary to flatter the people, and
show some consideration,for their sympathies. He de-
clared to the people that he entertained the most pro-
found admiration for their great emperor, and yet he
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issued a decree of banishment against the Bonapartes;
he ordered that the Venddme column, with its bronze
statne of the emperor, should be adorned, and at the same
time his decree banished the danghter and the nephew
of the emperor from France, and drove them back into a
foreign country.

Hortense went, but she felt, in the pain it caused her,
that she was leaving her country—the country in which
she had friends whom she had not seen again; the coun-
try in which lay her mother’s grave, which she had not
dared to visit; and, finally, the grave of her son! She
once more left behind er all the remembrances of her
youth—all the places she had loved; and her regret and
her tears made know.. how dear these things still were
to her; that the banished and homeless one was still
powerless to banish the love of country from her heart,
and that France was still her home!

CHAPTER X.

PILGRIMAGE THROUGH FERANCE.

TrE sojourn of the Duchess of St. Len in England
where she arrived with her son after a stormy passage,
was for both a succession of triumphs and ovations. The
high aristocracy of London heaped upon her proofs of
esteem, of reverence, and of love; every one seemed
anxious to atone for the severity and eruelty with which
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England had treated the emperor, by giving proofs of
their admiration and respect for his step-daughter. All
these proud English aristocrats seemed desirous of prov-
ing to the duchess and her son that they were not of the
same disposition as Hudson Lowe, who had slowly tor-
mented the chained lion to death with petty annoyances,

The Duchess of Bedford, Lord and Lady Holland,
and Lady Grey, in particular, were untiring in their
efforts to do the honors of their country to Hortense, and
to show her every possible attention. But Hortense de-
clined their proffered invitations. She avoided all pub-
licity ; she feared, on her own and her son’s account, that
the tattle of the worid and the newspapers might once
more draw down upon her the distrust and ill-will of the
French government. She feared that this might prevent
her returning with her son, through France, to her quiet
retreat on the Lake of Constance, in Switzerland, to her
charming Arenenberg, where she had passed so many
delightful and peaceful years of repose.and remembrance.

Hortense was right. Her sojourn in England ex-
cited, as soon as it became known, in every quarter, care,
curiosity, and disquiet. All parties were seeking to di-
vine the duchess’s intention in residing in London. All
parties were convinced that she entertained plans that
might endanger and frustrate their own. The Duchess
de Berri, who resided in Bath, had come to London as
soon as she heard of the arrival of the Duchess of St.
Leu, in order to inquire into Hortense’s real intention.

The bold and enterprising Duchess de Berri was prepar-
24
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ing to go to France, in order to call the people to arms
for herself and son, to hurl Louis Philippe from his
usurped throne, and to restore to her son his rightful
inheritance. They, therefore, thought it perfectly natu-
ral that Hortense should entertain similar plans for her
gon ; that she, too, should purpose the overthrow of the
French king in order to place her own son, or the son of
the emperor, the Duke de Reichstadt, on the throne.

On the other hand, it had been endeavored to per-
suade Prince Leopold, of Coburg, to whom the powers of
Europe had just offered the crown of Belgium, that the
Duchess of St. Leu had come to England in order to pos-
sess herself of Belgium by a coup d'état, and to proclaim
Louis Napoleon its king. But this wise and magnani-
mous prince laughed at these intimations. He had
known the duchess in her days of magnificence, and he
now hastened to lay the same homage at the foot of the
homeless woman that he had once devoted to the adored
and powerful Queen of Holland. He called on the
duchess, conversed with her of her beautiful and bril-
liant past, and told her of the hopes which he himself
entertained for the future. Deeply bowed down by the
death of his beloved wife, Princess Charlotte of England,

it was his purpose to seek consolation in his misfortune
by striving to make his people happy. He had therefore
accepted the crown tendered him by the people, and was
on the point of departing for Belgium.

While taking leave of the duchess, after a long and
cordial conversation, he remarked, with a gentle gmile :
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T trust you will not take my kingdom away from me on
your journey through Belgium?”

‘While the new government of France, as well as the
exiled Bourbons, suspected the Duchess of St. Leu and
her son of entertaining plans for the subversion of the
French throne, the imperialists and republicans were
hoping that Hortense’s influence might be exerted upon
the destinies of France. Everywhere in France as well
as in England, the people were of the opinion that the
new throne of Louis Philippe had no vitality, because it
had no support in the heart of the people. The partisans
of the Bourbons believed that France longed for the
grandson of St. Louis, for its hereditary king, Henry V.;
the immperialists were convinced that the new government
was about to be overthrown, and that France was more
anxious than ever to see the emperor’s son, Napoleon II.,
restored. The republicans, however, distrusted the people
and the army, and began to perceive that they could only
attain the longed-for republican institutions under a Bo-
naparte. They therefore sent their secret emissaries as
well to the Duke de Reichstadt as to Louis Napoleon.

The Duke de Reichstadt, to whom these emissaries
proposed that he should come to France and present him-
self to the people, replied : “ I cannot go to France as an
adventurer ; let the nation call me, and I shall find means
to get there.”

To the propositions made to him, Louis Napoleon re-
plied that he belonged to France under all circumstances;
that he had proved this by asking permission to serve
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France, but he had been rejected. It would not become
him to force to a decision by a coup d'état the mnation
whose decrees he would ever hold sacred.

Hortense regarded these efforts of the imperialists
and of the republicans to win her son fo their purposes
with a sorrowful and anxious heart. She hoped and
longed for nothing more than the privilege of living in
retirement with her memories; she felt exhausted and
sobered by the few steps she had already taken into the
great world ; she, who had ever felt the most tender sym-
pathy for the misfortunes of others, and the most ardent
desire to alleviate them—she had nowhere found in her
misfortune any thing but injustice, indifference, and cal-
umny.

Hortense longed to be back at Arenenberg, in her
Swiss mountains. Thither she desired to return with her
son, in order that she might there dream with him of
the brilliant days that had been, and sing with him the
exalted song of her remembrances! If the French gov-
ernment should permit her to journey with her son
through France, she could easily and securely reach the
Swiss Canton of Thurgau, where her little estate, Are-
nenberg, lay under the protection of the republic; the
danghter of the emperor would there be certain to find
peace and repose !

The duchess there wrote to M. de Houdetot, begging
him to procure for her from the French government a
passport, permitting her to travel through France under
gome assumed name. It was promised her after long
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hesitation, but under the condition that she should not
commence her journey until after July, until after the
first anniversary of the coronation of Louis Philippe.
Hortense agreed to this, and received on the first of
August a passport, which permitted her, as Madame Are-

nenberg, to pass through France with her son in order to

return to her estate in Switzerland.
It was at first the duchess’s intention, notwithstanding
the nnquiet movements that were taking place in the capi-

tal, to journey through Paris, for the very purpose of
proving, by her quiet and uninterested demeanor, that
she had no share whatever in these movements and riots.

But, on informing Lonis Napoleon of her intention,
he exclaimed, with sparkling eyes: “If we go to Paris,
and if Ishonld see the people sabred before my eyes, I
shall not be able to resist the inclination to place myself
on ifs side!” *

Hortense clasped her son anxiously in her arms, as if
to protect him from all danger, on her maternal heart.
“We shall not go to Paris,” said she, “we will wander
throngh France, and pray before the monuments of our
happiness ! ”

On the Tth of August the Duchess of St. Len left
England with her son, Louis Napoleon, and landed aftera
pleasant passage at Boulogne.

Boulogne was for Hortense the first monument of her
happiness, at the foot of which she wished to pray!
There, during the most brilliant period of the empire,

* La Reine Hortense, p. 276.
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she had attended the military fézes, in the midst of which
the emperor was preparing to go forth to encounter new
dangers, and to reap, perhaps, new renown. A high
column designated the place where these camp-festivals
had once taken place. It had been erected under the
empire, but under the restoration the name of Louis
X VIIL had been inscribed on if.

Accompanied by the prince, the Duchess of St. Len
ascended this column, in order to show him from its sum-
mit the beautifol and flourishing France, that had once
been her own and through which they must now pass
with veiled countenances and borrowed names. From
there she pointed out to him the situation of the different
camps, the location of the imperial tent, then the place
where the emperor’s throne had stooed, and where he had
first distributed crosses of the legion of honor among the
soldiers.

With a glowing countenance and in breathless atten-
tion, Louis Napoleon listened to his mother’s narrative.
Hortense, lost in her recollections, had not noticed that
two other visitors, a lady and a gentleman, were now also
on the platform and had listened to a part of her narra-
tive. As the duchess ceased speaking, they approached
to tell her with what deep interest they had listened to
her narrative of the most glorious period of French his-
tory. They were a young married couple from Paris,
and had much to relate concerning the parties who were
now arrayed against each other in France, and who made
the future of the country so uncertain.
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In return for Hortense’s so eloquent description of the
past, they now told her of a bon mot of the present that
was going the rounds of Parisian society. It was there
said that the best means of satisfying everybody and all
parties would be, to convert France into a republic and to
give it three consuls, the Duke of Reichstadt, the Duke
of Orleans, and the Duke of Bordeaux. “But,” added
they, “it might easily end in the first consnl’s driving ont
the other two, and making himself emperor.”

Hortense found the courage to answer this jest with a
smile, but she hastened to leave the place and to get away
from the couple, who had perhaps recognized her, and
told them of the bon ot with a purpose.

Sadly and silently, mother and son retnrned to their
hotel, which was situated on the sea-side, and commanded

a fine view of the surging, foaming waters of the channel

and of the lofty column of the empire.

They both stepped out on the balcony. It was a
beautiful evening ; the setting sun shed its purple rays
over the surface of the sea. Murmauring and in melodi-
ous face the foaming waves rolled in upon the beach ; on
another side, the lofty column, glowing in the light of the
setting sun, towered aloft like a pillar of fire, a memorial
monument of fire !

Hortense, who for some time had been silently gazing,
first at the column, then at the sea, now turned with a sad
smile to her son.

“ et us spend an hour with recollections of the past,”
said she. “In the presence of this foaming sea and of




