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came near experiencing the greatest sorrow of her life, in
nearly losing her mother.

She was with Josephine and some other ladies in the
drawing-room of the house they occupied at Plombiéres.
The doors facing the balcony were open, to let in the
warm summer air. . Hortense was sitting by the window,
painting a nosegay of wild flowers, that she had gathered
with her own hands on the hills of Plombiéres. Jose-
phine found the atmosphere of the room too close, and
invited some ladies to step out with her upon the bal-
cony. A moment afterward there was heard a deafening
crash, followed by piercing shrieks of terror; and when
Hortense sprang in desperate fright to the front en-
trance, she found that the balcony on which her mother
and the other ladies had stood had disappeared. Its
fastenings had given way, and they had been precipitated
with it into the street. Hortense, in the first impulse of
her distress and horror, would have sprung down after
her beloved mother, and could only be held back with
the greatest difficulty. But this time fate had spared
the young girl, and refrained from darkening the pure,
unclonded heaven of her youth. Her mother escaped
with no other gnjury than the fright, and a slight wound
on her arm, while one of the ladies had both legs broken.

Joséphine’s time to die had mnot yet come, for the
prophecy of the fortune-teller had not yet been fulfilled.
Josephine was, indeed, the wife of a renowned general,
but she was not yet ¢ something more than a queen.”
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CHAPTER VIII
BONAPARTE'S RETURN FROM EGYPT.

Boxararte had got back from Egypt. His victory
at Aboukir had adorned his brows with fresh laurels, and
all France hailed the returning conqueror with plaudits
of exulting pride. For the first time, Hortense was pres-
ent at the festivities which the city of Paris dedicated

to her step-father ; for the first time she saw the homage

that men and women, graybeards and children alike, paid
to the hero of Italy and Egypt. These festivities and
this homage filled her heart with a tremor of alarm, and
yet, at the same time, with joyous exultation. In the
midst of these triumphs and these ovations which were
thus offered to her second father, the young girl recalled
the prison in which her mother had once languished, the
scaffold upon which the head of her own father had
fallen; and frequently when she glanced at the rich gold-
embroidered uniform of her brother, she reminded him
with a roguish smile of the time when Eugene went in
a blue blouse; as a carpenter’s apprentice, through the
streets of Paris with a long plank on his shoulder.

These recollections of the first terrible days of her
youth kept Hortense from feeling the pride and-arro-
gance of good fortune, preserved to her her modest, un-
assuming tone of mind, prevented her from entertaining
any overweening or domineering propensity in her day
of prosperity, or from_seeming cast down and hopeless
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when adversity came. She never lulled herself with the

idea of good fortune that could not pass away, but her
remembrances kept her eyes wide open, and hence, when
misfortune came, it did not take her by surprise, but
found her armed and ready to confront it.

Nevertheless, she drank in the pleasure of these
prosperous days in full draughts, delighted as she was to
see the mother, of whom she was so fond, surrounded by
such a halo of glory and gratified love; and in the name
of :her murdered father she thanked General Bonaparte
with double fervor, from the bottom of her heart, for
having been the means of procuring for her mother,
who had suffered so deeply in her first wedded life, so
magnificent a glow of splendor and happiness in her sec-
ond marriage.

In the mean while, new days of storm and tumult
were at hand to dispel this brief period of tranquil en-
joyment. A fresh revolution convulsed all France, and,

ere long, Paris was divided into two hostile camps, burn-

ing to begin the work of mutual annihilation. On one -

side stood, the democratic republicans, who looked back
with longing regret to the days of terrorism and blood-

shed, perceiying, as they did, that tranquillity and pro-

tracted peace must soon wrest the reins of power from
their grasp, and therefore anxiously desiring to secure
control through the element of intimidation. This party
declared that liberty was in danger, and the Constitution
threatened ; they summoned the sans-culoties and the
loud-mouthed republicans of the clubs to the armed de-
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fence of the imperilled country, and pointed with men-
acing hands at Bonaparte as the man who wished to
overthrow the republic, and put France once more in the
bonds of servitude.

On the other side stood the discreet friends of the
country, the republicans by compulsion, who denounced
terrorism, and had sworn fidelity to the republic, only
because it was under this reptile disguise alone that they
could escape the threatening knife of the guillotine. On
this side were arrayed the men of mind, the artists and
poets who hopefully longed for a new era, hecause they
knew that the days of terror and of the tyrannical demo-
cratic republic had brought not merely human beings,
but also the arts and sciences, to the scaffold. With
them, too, were arrayed the merchants and artisans, the
bankers, the business-men, the property-owners, all of
whom wanted to see the republic at least established
upon a more moderate and quiet foundation, in order to
have confidence in its durability and substantial charac-
ter, and to commence the works of peace with a better
assurance of success. And at the head of these moderate
republicans stood Bonaparte.

The 18th Brumaire of the year 1798 was the decisive
day. It was a fearful struggle that then began afresh—a
struggle, however, in which little blood was spilt, and
not men but principles were slaughtered.

The Council of Elders, the Council of the Five
Hundred, the Directory, and the Constitution of the year
IIL,, fell together, and from the ruins of the bloody and

5
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ferocious democratic republic arose the moderate, ra-
tional republic of the year 1798. At its head were the
three consuls, Bonaparte, Cambacéres, and Lebrun.

On the day following, the 18th Brumaire, these three
consuls entered the Luxembourg, amid the plandits of
the people, and slept, as conquerors, in the beds of the
Directory of yesterday.

From that day forward a new world began to take
shape, and the forms of etiquette which, during the as-
cendency of the democratic republie, had slunk away out
of sight into the darkest recesses of the Luxembourg and
the Tuileries, began to reappear, slowly and ecircum-
spectly, ’tis true, in broad daylight. People were no
longer required, in accordance with the spirit of equality,
to ignore all distinctions of condition and culture, by the
use of the words “citizen” and “citizeness ;” or, in the
name of brotherhood, to endure the close fam’liarities of
every brawling street ruffian; or, in the name of liberty,
to let all his own personal liberty and inclination be
trampled under foot,

Etiquette, as I have said, crept forth from the dark
corners again; and the three consuls, who had taken pos-
session of the Luxembourg, whispered the word “mon-
sieur” in each other’s ears, and greeted Josephine and
her danghter, who were installed in the apartments pre-
pared for them in the palace on the next day, with the

title of “madame.” Yet, only a year earlier, -the two
words “monsieur” and “madame ” had occasioned re-
volt in Paris, and brought about bloodshed. A year
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earlier, General Augereau had promulged the stern order
of the day in his division, that, “ whoever should use the
word ‘monsieur’ or ‘madame,’ orally or in writing, on
any pretext whatever, should be deprived of his rank,
and declared incapable of ever again serving in the army
of the republic.”*

Now, these two proscribed words made their tri- -
umphant entry, along with the three consuls, into the
palace of the Luxembourg, which had been delivered
from its democratic tyrants.

Josephine was now, at least, “ Madame ” Bonaparte,
and Hortense was “ Mademoiselle” Beauharnais. The
wife of Consul Bonaparte now required a larger retinue
of servants, and a more showy establishment. Indeed,
temerity could not yet go so far as to speak of the court
of Madame Bonaparte and the court ladies of Made-

“moiselle Hortense ; they had still to be content with the

limited space of the diminutive Luxembourg, but they

were soon to be compensated for all this, and, if they
still had to call each other monsieur and madame, they
could, a few years later, say “your highness” “your
majesty,” and “ monseigneur,” in the Tuileries.

The Luxembourg Palace was soon féund to be too
small for the joint residence of the three consuls, and
too confined for the ambition of Bonaparte, who could
not brook the near approach of the other two men who
shared the supreme control of France with him. Too
small it was also for the longings that now spoke with

* Bourrienne, vol. i., p. 229.
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ever louder and stronger accents in his breast, and
pushed him farther and farther onward in this path of
splendor and renown which, at first, had seemed to him
but as the magic mirage of his dreams, but which now
appeared as the glittering truth and reality of his waking
hours. The Luxembourg was then too small for the
three consuls, but they had to go very circumspectly and
carefully to work to prepare the way to the old royal
palace of the Bourbons. It would not do to oust the
representatives of the people, who held their sessions
there, too suddenly ; the distrustful republicans must not
be made to apprehend that there was any scheme on foot
to revolutionize France back into monarchy, and to again
stifle the many-headed monster of the republic under a
crown and a sceptre. It was necessary, before entering
the Tuileries, to give the French people proof that men
might still be very good republicans, even although they
might wish to be housed in the bedchamber of a king.
Hence, before the three consuls transferred their
quarters to the Tuileries, the royal palace had to be trans-
formed to a residence worthy of the representatives of
the republic. 8o, the first move made was to set up a
handsome bust of the elder Brutus—a war-trophy of Bo-
naparte’s, which he had brought with him from Italy—
in one of the galleries of the Tuileries; and then David

had to carve out some other statues of the republican

heroes of Greece and Rome and place them in the sa-
loons. A number of democratic republicans, who were
defeated and exiled on the 13th Vendémiaire, were per-
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mitted to return to France, and news of the death of
Wasnineron, the noblest and wisest of all republicans,
arriving just at that time, Bonaparte ordered that the
whole army should wear the badge of mourning for ten
days. Black bands were worn on the arm, and sable

. streamers waved from the standards, in honor of the

deceased republican hero.

However, when these ten days were past, and France
and her army had sufficiently expressed their regret, the
three consuls entered the Tuileries through the grand
portal, on the two sides of which towered aloft two lib-
erty-poles that still bore the old inscription of the repub-
lic of 1792. On the tree to the right was the legend
“ Aungust 10, 1792,” and on the one to the left, “ Royalty
in France is overthrown and will never rise again.” It
was between these two significant symbols that Bona-
parte first strode into the Tuileries. It was a very long
and imposing procession of carriages which moved that
day toward the palace, through the streets of the capital.
They only lacked the outward pomp and magnificence
which rendered the latter fétes of the empire so remark-
able. With the exception of the splendid vehicle in
which the three consuls rode, and which was drawn by
the six grays presented by the Emperor of Austria, there
were but few good equipages to be seen. France of the
new day had not had the opportunity to build any state-
coaches, and those of old France had been too shamefully
misused to admit of their ever serving again; for it
would be out of the question to employ, in this solemn
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procession of the three consuls, the state-carriages of the
old aristocracy, that had served as the vehicles in which
the democratic republic had transported dead dogs to
their place of deposit. Such had been the fact in the
September days of the year 1798.

The unclaimed dogs of the fugitive or slaughtered
aristocracy at that time wandered without masters, by
thousands, through the streets and slaked their thirst
with the blood which flowed down from the guillotine
and dyed the ground with the purple of the new system
of popular liberty. :

The smell of the fresh blood and the ghastly suste-
nance which the guillotine yielded them had restored the
animals to their original savage propensities, and hence
those who had been so fortunate as to escape the mur-
derous axe of the sans-culoftes had now to apprehend the
danger of falling a victim to the sharp teeth of these
wild blood-hounds; and as the ferocious brutes knew no
difference between aristocrats and republicans, but fell
upon both with equal fury, it became necessary, at last,
to annihilate these new foes of the republic. So, the
Champs Elysées were surrounded with troops, and the
dogs were driven into the Rue Royale and the Place
Royale, where they were mowed down by musketry.
On that one day the dead carcasses of more than three
thousand dogs lay about in the streets of Paris, and thert;
they continued to fester for three days longer, because a
dispute had arisen among the city officials as to whose
duty it was fo remove them. At length the Convention
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undertook that task, and intrusted the work to repre-
gentative Gasparin, who was shrewd enough to convert
the removal of the dead animals into a republican cere-
mony. These were the dogs of the ci-devants and
aristocrats that were to be buried, and it was quite
proper, therefore, that they should receive aristocratic
honors.

Gasparin, acting upon this idea, eaused all the coaches
of the fugitive and massacred aristocracy to be brought
from their stables, and the carcasses of the dogs were
flung into these emblazoned and escutcheoned vehicles
of old France. Six grand coaches that had belonged to
the king opened the procession, and the tails, heads, bod-
ies and legs of the Inckless quadrupeds could be seen
behind the glittering glass panels heaped together in wild
disorder.*® :

After this public canine funeral celebration of the
one and indivisible republic, the gilded state-coaches
could not be consistently used for any human and less
mournful occasion, and hence it was that the consular
procession to the Tuileries was so deficient in carriages,
and that public hacks on which the numbers were de-
faced had to be employed.

With the entry of Bonaparte into the Tuileries the
Jrevolution was at an end. He laid his victorious sword
across the gory, yawning chasm which had drunk the
blood of both aristocrats and democrats; and of that
sword he made a bridge over which society might pass

# Mémoires of the Marchioness de Créqui, vol. viii,, p. 10.
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from one century to the other, and from the republic to
the empire.

As Bonaparte was walking with Josephine and Hor-
tense through the Diana Gallery on the morning after
their entry into the Tuileries, and was with them admir-
ing the statuary he had caused to be placed there, both
of the ladies possessing much artistic taste, he paused in
front of the statue of the younger Brutus, which stood
close to the statue of Julius Cesar. Ile gazed long and
earnestly at both of the grave, solemn faces; but, sud-
denly, as though just awaking from a deep dream, he
sharply raised his head, and, laying his hand with an
abrupt movement upon Josephine’s shoulder, as le
looked up at the statue of Brutus with blazing, almost
menacing glances, said in'a voice that made the hearts
of both the ladies bound within their bosoms:

“It is not enough to be in the Tuileries: one must
remain there. And whom has not this palace held?
Even street thieves and conventionists have occupied it!
Did not I see with my own eyes how the savage Jaco-
bins and cohorts of sans-culottes surrounded the palace
and led away the good King Louis X VL. as a prisoner !
Ah! never mind, Josephine; have no fear for the
future! ~ Let them but dare to come hither once
more!” ¥

And, as Bonaparte stood there and thus spoke in
front of the statues of Brutus and Julius Ceasar, his voice

re-echoed like angry thunder through the long gallery,

* Bourrienne, vol. vi., p. 8.
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and made the figures of the heroes of the dead republic
tremble on their pedestals.

Bonaparte lifted his arm menacingly toward the
statue of Brutus, as though he would, in that fierce
republican who slew Ceesar, challenge all republican
France, whose Cezesar and Augustus in one he aspired to
be, to mortal combat.

The revolution was closed. Bonaparte had installed
himself in the Tuileries with Josephine and her two chil-

dren. The son and daughter of General Beauharnais,
whom the republic had murdered, had now found

another father, who was destined to avenge that murder
on the republic itself.
The revolution was over!




