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Hortense smiled sadly, and laid her hand on the boy’s
head as if to bless him. “ Oh, my son,” said she, “it is
no enviable fortune to wear a crown. If is almost al-
ways fastened on our head with thorns !”

From this day on, Prince Louis Napoleon would
stand before his uncle’s portrait, lost in thought, and,
after looking at it to his satisfaction, he would run out
and call the boys of the neighborhood together, in order
to play soldier and emperor with them in the large gar-
den that surrounded his mother’s house, and teach the
boys the first exercise.

One day, in the zeal of play, he had entirely forgotten
his mother’s command, not to go out of the garden, and
bad marched into the open field with his soldiers. When
his absence from the garden was noticed, all the servants
were sent out to look for him, and the anxious duchess,
together with her ladies, assisted in this search, walking
about in every direction through the cold and the slush
of the thawing snow. Suddenly they came upon the
boy barefooted and in -his shirtsleeves, wading toward
them through the mud and snow. He was alarmed and
confused at this unexpected meeting, and confessed that
a moment before, while he had been playing in front of
the garden, a family had passed by so poor and ragged
that it was painful to look at them. As he had no
money to give them, he had put his shoes on one child,
and his coat on another.®

The duchess did not have the courage to scold him j

* Cochelet, vol. iv., p. 303.
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she stooped down and kissed her son ; but when her ladies
commenced to praise him, she motioned to them to be
silent, and said in a loud voice that what her son had
done was quite a matter of course, and therefore deserved
no praise. ‘

An ardent desire to gladden others and make them
presents was characteristic of little Louis Napoleon. One
day, Hortense had given him three beautiful studs for his
shirt, and on the same day the prince transferred them to
one of his friends who admired them.

‘When Hortense reproached her son for doing so, and
threatened to make him no more presents, as he always
gave them away again directly, Louis Napoleon replied,
“ Ah, mamma, this is why your presents give me double
pleasure—once when you give them to me, and the sec-
ond time when I make others happy with them.” *

CHAPTER IIL
THE REVOLUTION OF 1830,

Fare seemed at last weary of persecuting the poor
Duchess of St. Leu. It at least accorded her a few peace-
ful years of repose and comfort ; it at least permitted her
to rest from the weariness of the past on the bosom of
Nature, and to forget her disappointments and sorrows.
The Canton of Thurgau had had the courage to extend

* Cochelet, vol. 1, p. 355.
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permission to the duchess to take up her residence within
its borders, at the very moment when the Grand-duke of
Baden, who had been urged to the step by Germany and
France, had peremptorily ordered Hortense to leave Con-
stance and his grand-duchy without delay.

Hortense had thankfully accepted the offer of the
Swiss canton, and had purchased, on the Swiss side of the
Lake of Constance, an estate, whose beautiful situation on
the summit of a mountain, immediately on the banks of
the lake, with its magnificent view of the surrounding
country, and its glittering glaciers on the distant horizon,
made it a most delightful place of sojourn. IHortense
now caused the furniture of her dwelling in Paris, that
hLad been sold, to be sent to her. The sight of these evi-
dences of her former grandeur awakened sweet and bitter
emotions in her heart, as they were one after another
taken out of the cases in which they had heen packed—
these sofas, chairs, divans, carpets, chandeliers, mirrors,
and all the other ornaments of the parlors in which Hor-
tense had been accustomed to receive kings and emperors,
and which were now to adorn the Swiss villa that was
outwardly so beautiful because of the vicinity, and in-
wardly so plain and simple.

But Hortense knew how to make an elegant and taste-
ful disposition of all these articles ; she herself arranged
every thing in her house, and took true feminine delight
in her task. And when all was at last arranged—when
she walked, with her son at her side, through the suite of
rooms, in which every ornament and piece of furniture
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reminded her of the past—when these things recalled the
proud days of state when so many friends, relatives, and
servants, had surrounded her—a feeling of unutterable
loneliness, of painful desolation, came over her, and she
sank down on a sofa and wept bitterly. But there was
nevertheless a consolation in having these familiar articles
in her possession once more ; these mute friends often
awakened in the solitary queen’s heart memories that
served to entertain and console her. Arenenberg was a
perfect temple of memory; every chair, every table,
every article of furniture, had its history, and this his-
tory spoke of Napoleon, of Josephine, and the great days
of the empire.

In Arenenberg Horfense had at last found a perma-
nent home, and there she passed the greater part of the
year ; and it was only when the autumnal storms began
to howl through her open and lightly-constructed villa,
that Hortense repaired to Rome, to pass the winter
months in a more genial climate, while her son Louis
Napoleon was pursuing his studies at the artillery school
at Thun.

And thus the years passed on, quiet and peaceful,
though sometimes interrupted by new losses and sorrows.
In the year 1821 the hero, the emperor, to whose laurel-
crown the halo of a martyr had now also been added, died
on the island-rock, St. Helena.

In the year 1824 Hortense lost her only brother, Eu-
gene, the Duke of Leuchtenberg.

The only objects of Hortense’s love were now her
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two sons, who were prospering in mind and body, and
were the pride and joy of their mother, and an object of
annoyance and suspicion to all the princes of Europe.
For these children bore in their countenance, in their
name, and in their disposition, too plain an impress of
the great past, which they could never entirely” ignore
while Bonaparte still lived to testify to it.

And they lived and prospered in spite of the Bour-
bons; they lived and prospered, although banished from
their country, and compelled to lead an inactive life.

But at last it seemed as though the hour of fortune
and freedom had come for these Bonapartes—as though
they, too, were to be permitted to have a country to which
they might give their devotion affd services.

The thundering voice of the revolution of 1830 re-
sounded throughout trembling Europe. France, on whom
the allies had imposed the Bourbons, arose and shook its
mane ; with its lion’s paw it overthrew the Bourbon

throne, drove out the Jesuits who had stood behind it,

and whom Charles X. had advised to tear the charter to
pieces, to destroy the freedom of the press, and to rein-
troduce the autos da fé of the olden time.

France had been treated as a child in 1815, and was
now determined to assert its manhood; it resolved to
break entirely with the past, and with its own strength
to build up a future for itself.

The lilies of the Bourbons were to bloom no more;
these last years of fanatical Jesuit tyranny had deprived
them of life, and France tore the faded lily from her
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bosom in order to replace it with a young and vigorous
plant. The throne of the Bourbons was overthrown, but
the people, shuddering at the recollection of the sangui-
nary republic, selected a king in preference. It stretched
out its hand after him it held dearest ; after him who in
the past few years had succeeded in winning the sym-
pathy of France. It selected the Duke of Orleans, the
son of Philippe Egalité, for its king.

Louis Philippe, the enthusiastic republican of 1790,
who at that time had caused the three words * Liberté,
Bgalité, Fraternit?,” and the inscription “Vive la Ré-
publigue,” to be burnt on his arm, in order to prove his
republicanism ; the proscribed Louis Philippe, who had
wandered through Eufbpe a fugitive, earning his bread
by teaching writing and languages—the same Louis
Philippe now became King of France.

The people called him to the throne; they tore the

white flag from the roof of the Tuileries, but they knew

no other or better one with which to replace it than the
tricolore of the empire.

Under the shadow of this #ricolore Louis Philippe
mounted the throne, and the people—to whom the three
colors recalled the glorious era of the empire—the people
shouted with delight, and in order to indulge their sym-
pathies they demanded for France—not the son of Na-
poleon, not Napoleon IL—but the ashes of Napoleon,
and the emperor’s statue on the Palace Vendome. Louis
Philippe accorded them both, but with these concessions
he thought he had done enough. He had accepted the
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tricolore of the empire; he had promised that the em-
peror should watech over Paris from the summit of the
Vendéme monument, and to cause his ashes to be brought
to Paris—these were sufficient proofs of love.

They might be accorded the dead Napoleon without
danger, but it would be worse to accord them to living
Napoleons ; such a course might easily shake the new
throne, and recall the allies to Paris.

The hatred of the princes of Europe against Napo-
leon was still continued against his family, and it was
with them, as Metternich said, “a principle never to
tolerate another Napoleon on the throne.”

The European powers had signified to the King of
France, through their diplomatic#gents, their readiness to
acknowledge him, but they exacted one condition—the
condition that Louis Philippe should confirm or renew
the decree of exile fulminated by the Bourbons against
the Bonapartes.

Louis Philippe had accepted this condition; and the
Bonapartes, whose only crime was that they were the
brothers and relatives of the deceased emperor, before
whom not only France, but all the princes of Europe,
‘had once bent the knee—the Bonapartes were once more
declared strangers to their country, and condemned to
exile!

THE REVOLUTION IN ROME,

CHAPTER IV.
THE REVOLUTION IN ROME, AND THE SONS OF HORTENSE.

It was a terrible blow to the Bonapartes, this new
decree of banishment! Like a stroke of lightning it
entered their hearts, annihilating their holiest hopes and
most ardent desires, and their joy over the glorious and
heroic revolution of July gave place to a bitter sense of
disappointment.

Nothing, therefore, remained for them but to con-
tinue the life to which they had become somewhat ac-
customed, and to console themselves, for their new dis-
appointment, with the #ts and sciences.

At the end of October, in the year 1830, Hortense
determined to leave Arenenberg and go to Rome with
her son, as she was in the habit of doing every year.

But this time she first went to Florence, where her

elder son, Napoleon Louis, recently married to his cousin,

the second daughter of King Joseph, was now living
with his young wife. The heart of the tender mother
was filled with anxiety and care; she felt and saw that
this new French Revolution was likely to infect all Eu-
rope, and that Italy, above all, would be unable to avoid
this infection. Italy was diseased to the core, and it was
to be feared that it would grasp at desperate means in
its agony, and proceed to the blood-letting of a revolu-
tion, in order to restore itself to health. Hortense felt
this, and feared for her sons.




