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IN 1853 I was at Courtalin with my excellent friends®

the Duc and Duchesse de Montmorency,'enjoying the
‘present, and frequently questioned concerning the past
by Comte Georges Esterhazy, who had recently married
my dear granddaughter, Louise de Chabot, and who
desired to hear many details of my past life of which he
was then ignorant. Wishing also to be able at some
future day to impart what he had learned to his chil-
dren, he begged me to write them down, Upon hearing
this suggestion, all my friends surrounded me, even
throwing themselves on their knees before me. I had
not the courage to refuse these touching entreaties, and
I gave my promise, though fearing even then that the
undertaking would be beyond my powers.



Hanuary, 1853,

70 MADAME LA COMTESSE
AND MONSIEUR LE COMTE GEORGES ESTERHAZY.

My dear Children,

You have expressed a wish to know the events of my
long life, in order to be able in turn to relale them to your
children. 1 yield to this amiable and affectionate desive ;
although at the same time I promise lo vesist the loo
Zeneral lemptation of merciless& inflicting upon you the
trifling details of my own life. I will endeavour to recall
my memories of the revolutions in whick I have often
been snvolved, in order to give intevest o my rvecital.

One cam hardly be expected to write well at eighty ;
but at that age one has a right to expect the indulgence of
devoted friends,



CONTENTS.

'CHAPTER I

PAGE
Versailles and my Baptism. — Madame de Genlis and the

Princes of Orléans. — Funeral of the Maréchal de Biron.
— Sledging Party to Mousseaux.— Beginning of the Rev-
olution. — Departure from Paris, Arrival at the Chéteau
du Lys, and Death of my Father. — Bagndres de Bigorre 11

‘CHAPTER II.

Return to Paris and Bellechasse. — Emigration. — Arrival
in Holland. — Departure for England. — My Marriage, —
The Prince and Princesse de Léon in London. — Visit
to Lady Edward Bentinck. — Lady Charlotte Greville. —
St. Pancras. — Expedition against Quiberon, — The Duc
de Choiseul and the Chevalier de Montmorency. — Birth
of my Daughters, — The DucdeBiren . . . . . . 29

CHAPTER III.

" My Journey to France. — Return to England. — Monsieur in
Scotland, — Departure of my Mother for Paris, and our
Return to Scotland. — Windsor and King George L —
Anecdotes of the Maréchal de Biron . e e e - . 87



x CONTENTS.

CHAPTER 1V.

Pace
Departure of M. de Gontaut for France. — Cheltenham

and Wellington. — Madame de Polastron. — My Mother's
Return to London. — Politeness of the Prince Regent, ==
Intervietr between Monsieur and Pitt. — Masquerade and
Lady Hester Stanhope. — Mr. Fulton. — Education and
Portrait of my Daughters, ., . . . . . . . . . . o7

CHAFPTER V.

1814. — M. de Blacas. — Events of 1814. — Entry of the
Comte d’Artois into Paris.— Entry of Louis XVIII. into
London, and Return to France. — My Arrival at Paris. —
Portrait of Adéle de Gontaut. — The King at Paris, —
Fernand de Chabot. — The Ministry.— Reception at the
Tuileries and Audience of the King. — Death of my
Mother. —Waterloo . . . . . . . . . . . ., . 134

CHAPTER VI

The White Flag, — Death of the Princesse de Léon. — Mar-
. riage of the Duc de Berry. — Marriage of Josephine, —
M. de Bourbon-Busset. — I am appointed Lady-in-Wait-
ing. — Marriage of Charlotte. — Madame de Meffray
(Suzette de La Tour). — Mrs. Brown . . . . . . 178



MEMOIRS

OF THE

DUCHESSE DE GONTAUT.

CHAFTER L

Versailles and my Baptism. — Madame de Genlis and the Princes
of Orléans, — Funeral of the Maréchal de Biron. — Sledging-
Party to Mousseaux.— Beginning of the Revolution. — Depar-
ture from Paris, Arrival at the Chéteau du Lys, and Death of my
Father, — Bagnéres de Bigorre. .

WAS born in Paris in 1773. - My mother, Mademoi-
selle de Coulommiers, heiress of a good Burgundy
family, was at that time a charming and accomplished
girl of sixteen. My father, the Comte de Montault-
Navailles, was fifty-nine at the time of his marriage.
Good, honourable, and full of intelligence, his Gascon
frankness and originality rendered him very popular.
He had Bcen handsome in his youth, and even in old
age he still retained a remarkable air of distinction. He
entered the army at the age of sixteen, went through the
Seven Years’ War, and returned to court covered with
wounds and with laurels. - After this he superintended
the education of the Children of France (Louis XVI,,
Louis XVIII., and Charles X)), being especially attached
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to the person of Louis XVI., who was then Dauphin, as
menin.

The first years of my life were passed very much like
those of every only child who is loved and petted by a
tender mother, and rather spoiled by an aged father;
mine denied me nothing, not even a carriage of my own
when I was only twelve years old.

I had a great many friends, and I was happy, very
happy, in those youthful delights which we are apt to
recall in after years with a sigh.

At the age of seven I was presented for baptism by
His Royal Highness (Louis XVIIL.) and Her Royal
Highness the Comtesse de Provence in the chapel af
Versailles. I wore on this occasion a grand kabit and
a grand panier. My excessive pride in this costume
created great amusement in the apartments of the
Queen, Marie Antoinette, where my mother todk me
after the ceremony. As my mother was a connection
of the Duchesse de Polignac, she often took me to
Versailles; there Iused to see Madame Royale, who was
younger than I, and the poor little Dauphin, a lovely
and delightful child. ’

The Queen, wishing to give her children a little fZz,
got up a child’s play, in which I was given a part. The
piece chosen was “ Iphigenia at Aulis.” Mademoiselle
de Sabran and her brother and a young Strogonof
were quite perfect actors, as every one said. Armand
de Polignac had a small part also. The tragedy was
not exactly suited to my capacity; but in the second
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piece I made quite a success, as the Chevalier de
Boufflers declared in a very witi:y couplet composed
for the occasion, and sung at the end of the performance.
In this he called me “the little white mouse.,” From
that time forward the Queen always used to call me her
“little mouse,” and she showered favours upon me.
Mademoiselle Aménatde d’Andlau played in both
pieces, and she had a little couplet too, as pretty as she
.was herself,

After the play there was a supper for the children.
The princes waited on us, and were greatly amused at
* our delight. Louis XVI, stood behind my chair for a
short time, and even gave me a napkin. The Queen
sent me home in her sedan chair, the footmen carried
great torches, and the guards presented arms to me.
All these honours might perhaps have turned my head,
had it not been_' for the soothing -and tranquillising
influence of my careful mother.

A nephew of my father, the Vicomte de Valence, had
married the daughter of Madame de Genlis. I have
forgotten the exact date of this family event, which led
to ah intimacy between my mother and Madame de
Genlis, and to one between me and the children of the
Duc d'Orléans (Egalité), the Duc de Chartres and de
Montpensier, the Comte de Beaujolais and Mademoi-
selle, )

Madame de Genlis, with Mademoiselle, occupied a
small pavilion belonging to the Convent Bellechasse, at
the corner of the Rue Saint Dominique, which is still
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standing. The princes were taken there every morning
by an under-tutor; they took their lessons there, and
did not return to the Palais Royal until evening,

It was said that the Duchesse d'Orléans was greatly
grieved at seeing so little of her children.

The enthusiasm which the young princes felt for
"Madame de Genlis soon communicated itself to me, 1
felt ashamed to be behindhand in this romantic passion
which they each and all tried to make manifest to her. .
I have seen the princes and Mademoiselle kiss the
ground on which she had trodden, and I am ashamed
to confess now that one day, wishing to outdo them
in sentiment, I threw myself upon the easy-chair she
- had just left, and kissing it fervently, filled my mouth
with dust, which rather cooled my ardour.

At this time Madame de Genlis was writing the
“Veillées du Chiteau,” which she read aloud to us,
asking our opinion with regard to it; this gave us a feel-
ing of great importance, which, however, she took very
good care to keep in check She asked each one for
his opinion. This was a critical moment; if the obser-
vations were foolish or badly expressed, she was very
severe in the manifestation of her displeasure. The
fear with which she inspired us at such times redoubled
our desire to please her, by showing her how much we
admired her.

The gouvernante told us one day that as a reward for _
their industry she intended to take the most diligent of
her pupils on a tour through Paris. These excursions,
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she told us, would have a great many advantages; her
pupils would thus make acquaintance with the different
branches of industry, and these being explained to them
by the workmen themselves would not only help them
to form the very essential habit of being good listeners,
but would also bring them into contact with the labouring
" classes, Charity also would find its part in this scheme,
she declared, since the princes would learn to take an
interest in the miseries of those with whom they came
in contact, and to try to find the means of solacing
them. - '

This announcement was received with shouts of
applause,

With some difficulty, I obtained my mother’s consent
to make one of this party. She thought it would be
only a waste of time for me, =

The excursions soon began. The first one was to
Maille, where we learned to make mustard and vinegar,
Some of wus, full of mischief, made fun of it, thereby
putting the gomvermante into a bad temper.

The second visit was to a manufactory of pins. Ma~
dame de Genlis declared reproachfully that the princes
said nothing at all, and forbade the young girls to
monopolise the conversation.

It was about this time, in the year 1788, that the
Maréchal de Biron died, the colonel-general of the
French Guards.

The service at his funeral, in the evening, at Notre
- Dame was wonderfully fine; all Paris was there. The
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brilliant illumination of the whole church, the great .
number of troops in full uniform, the orchestra of the
Opéra, and the voices of the singers gave to this cere-
mony a festive air which made quite a sensation in Paris.
Every one was talking of it. The rumours of it pene-
trated even to Bellechasse; the young people were all
eagerness and excitement, I among the rest. They at
length obtained permission to go, and my mother also
consented to allow me to accompany them. I thought
the service fine, but exceedingly dismal. The streets in
front of the cathedral were so narrow that it was very
difficult for the large carriage, with the six horses which
the princes always used, to penetrate through the
crowd,

Madame de Genlis told the Duc de Chartres that he
must call out often and loudly to the coachman to take
the greatest care not to injure any person in the crowd.
He obeyed her, but very perfunctorily ; his manner was
so cold and indifferent that she lost patience at last, and
said rather sharply: “ Are you never going to learn
how to speak to the people, Monseigneur? Are you
always going to be so awkward? Will you never dis-
play a spark of spirit?”

Whereupon I said, at the risk of being scolded in
my turn, “ Oh, come, Monseigneur, it is so easy to have
spiﬁt! ”

“ Easier than it seems to be for you to hold your
tongue ! ” was the sharp reply of the gouvernante. Every
one laughed at this, not even excepting myself
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Madame de Genlis, had added to the number of the
pupils who shared her instructions with the princes, her
niece, Henriette de Sercey (afterwards Madame de Fin- -
guerlin, mother of Madame de Fezensac), Herminie de
, a relative of hers, and César Ducrest, her nephew.
All that was wanting now, she said to us one day, was
a little English girl who could play with them, and in
this way teach her language to Mademoiselle and to the
princes as well.

The Chevalier de Grave, the first equerry of the Duc
d'Orléans, was just on the point of startiag for England,
and he was requested to find and bring back with him
this marvel. He promised to do so, and kept his word,
bringing with him, some time after, on his return from
. London, besides his horses, a charming little girl who
did not understand a word of French. Madame de
Genlis had promised to provide for the future of this
child, on condition that she should never be asked to
give her up. We showered caresses and bonbons upon -
her; we asked her her name —it was a very common
one, Pamela; — but this was not enough. We wanted a
family name as well, and we finally settled upon Sey-
mour. The ambitious little creature wished to add to
it the title of “lady.” Every one was amused by this
evidence of pride in a child of eight years, and when
we played together we always called her “ Milady.”

Many years after, Pamela married Lord Edward Fitz-
gerald, in the very height of the Revolution. Pamela

and her hushand adopted the most democratic ideas.
VOL. L — 2
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It was even said that she was married in a red liberty
cap. Lord Edward had formed the extravagant project
of succouring Ireland and of establishing a free govern-
ment there. He found volunteers in the neighbouring
countries, who under his command made a descent upon
Ireland. He was captured, and, making a vigorous resis-
tance, was wounded in the struggle, and died of his
wound two days afterwards,

Lady Edward succeeded in making her escape, In
her childhood and her early youth she had been good
and charming: we will throw a veil over her later
years.

. The Revolution was approaching. People began to
speak of their fears, and to foresee dangers which I was
very far from comprehending.

The winter of 1789 was very cold; the streets were
full of snow. At Bellechasse they were planning a
sledging-party, and Mademoiselle proposed to give me a
seat in her sledge, which was to be driven by the Duc
d’Orléans, her father. The plan was to have a children’s
dinner at Mousseaux, with blind-man’s-buff afterwards.
1 looked forward with great delight to this f#%. Except
for the indulgence of my father, who was perhaps a little
too weak where I was concerned, I could not have gained
the consent of my mother, who was not invited.

We had a delightful day. After dinner Madame de
Genlis withdrew into the apartments of the chiteau with
the Duc d’Orléans, leaving us in the charge of the tutors,
the masters, and various persons of the princes’ house-
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hold, among others the Marqu.is de La Valette, father
of Madame de Juigné. Although he was young then,
he constituted himself our mentor; and his perfect man-
ners and air of distinction rendered him worthy to play
the part. The Duc d’Orléans often intrusted the young
princes to his care, and he frequently rode on horseback
with them,

At the very height of our game of blind-man’s-buff a
" chasseny came to announce the moment of departure, to
the vexation of every one. We called a council, and it
was decided that I should head a députation, accompa-
nied by M. de La Valette, to beg for an hour's. grace
from Madame de Genlis. There were a great many
salons to traverse, but we turned our steps towards the
one where we heard many voices, I was so frightened
that 'when I entered the room and found myself in a -
group of men, I could not see Madame de Genlis any-
where. She had seen me, however, The Duc 4'Orléans,
perceiving my embarrassment, took me by the hand and
led me up to her. I executed my commission very
awkw'_ardly, for her evident displeasure quite completed
my confusion, She granted the favour I had come to
ask, but very reluctantly. The only face I knew in the
whole assembly was that of the Duc de Biron, whom
I had sometimes seen calling on my mother. He spoke
kindly to me, and tried to reassure me. At that moment
he was talking earnestly with a stout and very ugly man
who paid me a great many compliments, I saw him
afterwards at Versailles, at a dinner at M. de Saint
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Priest’s, a cousin of my mother, then ministef to the
- King. I can recall his face now, which I thought exces-
sively disagreeable, — it was M. de Mirabeau.

On the 10th of July a little comedy was enacted at
St. Lea to celebrate the féfeday of Madame de Genlis,
and we were urged to be present. My mother and I
went with the clder Comtesse de Gontaut Every one
seemed agitated, and my mother grew very uneasy.
The Duc d'QOrléans, who was expected, did not come.
During the evening some one told my mother in a low
tone that fighting was going on at Paris. She insisted
upon going home at once, as did also the Comtesse de
Gontaut, who was very anxious about her son, the Mar-
quis de St. Blancard, then captain of the French Guards.
Madame de Genlis made light of their fears, but all her
arguments failed to detain us. When we reached the
Rue Roy'ale, we found it very difficult to get into the
bouse, the crowd was so great The regiment of Ber-
chiny hussars was keeping off the multitude, which was
trying to get into the Tuileries. In the struggle a man
was killed on the Pont Tournant. The tumult was not
quieted till well on into the night. The French Guards
began to join the insurgents, abandoned their barracks,
. and turned against their officers, who were obliged to
fly. M. de St Blancard, being pursued, took refuge
with my mother at the very moment of her return from
St. Lea. -

The next day was homrible. We saw the French
Guards rushing from the boulevards into the Rue
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Royale, with crowds of people, shouting, dancing, and
walking afm in arm with women disguised as nuns; °
men dressed like Capuchin monks were carrying off
by force trembling women, and all were shouting and
singing, * Les aristocrates & la lanterne,” etc.

These brigands came from the Faubourg Saint
Antoine, where they had already burned and plun-
dered the Réveillon house.

This mob stopped in front of our house, and broke
open the door of the Garde-Meuble belonging to the
Crown, to find arms for themselved. After an hour
spent in pillage, the priests, women, soldiers, and nuns
all came out loaded with booty, and in a state of
excitement and intoxication frightful to witness. We

"thought we were lost. My father, determined to
defend us as long as possible, had barricaded the
doors and windows. Three carriages were drawn up
before the porte-cockére, which was defended by three.
of our men armed and almost beside themselves with
rage and indignation, while my father stood at the
head of the stairs with a pistol in each hand, having
placed me behind him, determined to die in our
defence, I never was so frightened in my life.

Two days after this, we went to Versailles with my
father, who, notwithstandi-ng his age, wished to offer
his services to the King.

In order to give you some idea of the exasperation
of the people at this time, I will mention that a ckas-
scur wearing the livery of the Comte d'Artois, and
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bringing a note for my mother, was attacked, beaten,
and had nearly all his clothes torn off in the Place
Louis XV.; he was able to bring only a fragment of
the letter with which he was charged.

My mother went to Versailles the next day to ask
for an explanation of this letter, The Comte d’Artois,
knowing my father’s excitable temperament and his
devotion to the cause of royalty, and knowing also
our anxiety about him, advised us to take a little
journey to divert his ‘mind, and calm a zeal which
might lead to imprudence. This advice was taken.
My mother mentioned it to one of her friends, Madame
de Montesson, who was herself going away to spend
" some time in the beautiful chiteau of Berny, which
belonged to her. She proposed that my mother
should accompany her thither, taking me with her,
and that my father should come there to meet us on
his way to the South, whither he had consented to
repair.

Every one knows that Madame de Montesson had
been privately married to the Duc d'Orléans, the father
of Egalité, She was always treated like a princess,
and had a beautiful house in the Rue Grange-Batelidre;
the Orléans livery and the arms of that royal branch
were added to her own. She was very amiable, sweet,
and good, and her house was always agreeable, as
she gathered about her a select and brilliant social
circle. . '

We left Paris in a carriage and pair, with an outrider



DUCHESSE 'DE GONTAUT. 23

in livery going before, — a singular incoghito, for when
we got as far as St. Roch, the people surrounded us,
stopped the carriage, and forced us to get out on the
steps of the church, while they searched-the carriage,
hoping to discover treasures in it. After an hour of
vain search they allowed us to resume our seats again,
and return to the Hétel de Montesson. I was greatly
surprised and shocked to see among the crowd which
was attacking us my old nurse, who lived on a pension
which my mother allowed her, and whose ingratitude
was such that she added, to the injuries we were under-
going, the gross insult of a gesture which I cannot
describe,

After this attempt at departure, it was decided that
. we should prudently wait until the popular excitement
should have subsided a little; and some time after we
started in a berlin with our servants, lady’s maids, etc.,
and arrived, without the smallest adventure, at the place
of meeting appointed by my father, which was that of
his birth,

There still stands near Nérac a large manor of ancient
date, called the Chiteau du Lys. This was my father’s
birthplace. At this time his elder brother was no
longer living, but he had left a son, who in 1790 had
twelve children, -—— eight sons and four daughters. Our
arrival at the Lys was like a scene in the Middle Ages.
They were expecting us., The peasants were drawn
up in a line to receive us. Then came the eight sons of
the lord of the manor, with their hats in their hands;
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after them, and in the place of honour, eight soldiers
who had followed my father through the Seven Years’
War. We could see under their white hair the traces
of their honourable scars.

The great carriage, having passed over the old bridge,
crossed the broad moat and stopped beneath a gloomy
.archway. The women and the young girls were there,
and the chdselaine with her children beside her.

My father’s emotion had infected us also, and his
first words brought tears to my mother’s eyes and to
;!.le own “Draw near, my old comrades,” he said to
“the old soldiers; “I have come here to die beside you.
I'can do no more for our King!" :

This chiteau had a reputation for beauty in that part
of the world, but I thought it very dismal when I first
saw it. The six horses with the great berlin could not
turn ih, the square court, shut in by the high towers,
whose windows, small and far apart as they were, lIooked
to me lilge those of a prison. I had never seen any
chiteau ‘Bgt that of Versailles, and no walls except those
of Paris. ‘1.’3ut I soon” became so accustomed to the
ancient customs which were kept up in this old manor,
and learned so“greatly to appreciate the simplicity and
goodness of this admirable family, that T grew very fond
of them. I recovered my gaiety, and was so happy at
the Lys that for a whole year the successive phases of
the Revolution made only a fleeting impression upon
me.

My father was greatly esteemed throughout the whole
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province, and people flocked in from all sides to mani-
fest their respect for his noble character, .But, unhappily,
neither these evidences of esteem, nor the touching
care of my mother, nor my own tenderness sufficed to
restore him. The wound to his heart had" gone too
deep. He trembled for his princes; their ever-increas-
ing danger had produced an impressior upon him which,
to our infinite sorrow, proved fatal.

Before the Revolution my father, notwithstanding his
age, had been strong and active. Since then he had
failed perceptibly. Finally, he succumbed to a slight
cold, and died at the age of seventy-two. I can still
recall my feelings at this frightful misfortune, the first
that had ever befallén me. What a cruel moment was
that in which, borne by his old companions in arms, he
was laid away in the chapel of the chiteau, his last
resting-place! 1 felt as if I should die. My mother
was inconsolable. The whole family was in tears.
The year passed sadly away for us all. My mother’s
health was greatly broken, They ordered baths for
her, and the following spring we went to Bagnéres de
Bigorre, where the De Gontaut family were staying, who
had urged my mother to join them. '

The Marquise de Gontaut was greatly beloved by
every one, She collected about her a large circle of
friends. She was good, sweet, gentle, and very anxious
to please her family, who adored her; she had an origi-
nal and candid mind, and was a grande dame such as
we no longer see. She accepted homage without being
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proud of it, and never exacted it; it was consequently
" lavished upon her as if it were her due, At Bagnéres
they called her the *“ mother of the poor,” and she was
worthy of the name,

As for me, I loved her with all my heart and soul.

Among the visitors at the baths was the Duchesse

de Fleury, a daughter of the Comte de Coigny. It
would be impossible to find any one more fascinating
than she was, both through her personal grace and her
intellectual charms.
. I was then about sixteen years old: it is the age for
enthusiastic devotion, and that with which she inspired
me was very great. She treated me as if I were quite
grown up, and I was very proud of it.

It was during our sojourn at Bagnéres’that the festival
of the Federation took place at Paris on the 14th of
July, — that fatal anniversary of the taking of the Bas-
tille, — and was celebrated in the Champs de Mars with
a military and religious pomp and a regal display
which seemed intended chiefly for the triumph of M.
de Lafayette. Although really appointed by the King,
one would have thought his major-generalship had
been conferred upon him by the Federation rather than
by royalty.

Our correspondents in Paris, fearing the effects of all
these troubles in the provinces, advised all those persons
who had filled civil or military posts to leave the
country as soon as possible. The Marquis de Gontaut,
his brothér, the Marquis de St. Blancard, the Marquis
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de La Valette, the Duc de Fleury, and several others
therefore planned a little excursion into Spain, They
urged us to join their party. The Duchesse de Fleury,
her daughter, Madame Guibert, and several other ladies
who were staying at the baths, accompanied us.

The French people have an inexhaustible fund of
gaiety, which at this period had not been chilled by
great misfortunes. Nothing could be more delightful
than this sort of caravan crossing the mountains on
horseback, on mules, and in litters. My mother and I
tode the same mule; I, being the lighter, was placed
on the side nearest the precipices; but I found 1t more
enjoyable than terrifying.

We went to Baréges by the Tour-Malet. It was here-
that I enjoyed for the first time the spectacle of a storm
beneath my feet, during which a bright sun seemed
struggling with the lightning and thunder-clouds. We
visited Cauterets and the waterfalls, the valley of Luz,
and finally the magnificent amphitheatre of Gavarnie,
commanded by the celebrated pass of Roland. = It was
here that we crossed the Pyrenees, and at the first
Spanish town we took the carriages of the country.

At last we reached Pampelufia, just as a bull-fight was
going on, I will spare you the description of it, my
dear children; your sojourn in Spain has taught you to
appreciate it

I must confess that, like you, in spite of the horror I
experienced at seeing it for the first time, I soon felta
great and indefinable interest in it. In spite of the pity
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which one feels for the foreadors and the frightful condi-
tion of the horses, one_ends by heartily entering into
the noisy and barbarous delight which is excited by the
magic of the spectacle and the success of the actors.

.Our journey lasted three weeks, and we came back
to Pau through Bayonne. It was there that the whole
Gontaut family was established in the charming house
that you know. My sister-in-law was never tired of the
beautiful view of the mountains which she had in that
delightful situation.
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CHAPTER 1IL

Return to Paris and Bellechasse. — Emigration. — Arrival in Hol-
land, — Departure for England, — My Marriage. — The Prince
and Princesse de Léon in London.— Visit to Lady Edward
Bentinck. — Lady Charlotte Greville, — St. Pancras. — Expedi-
tion against Quiberon. -~ The Duc de Choiseul and the Chevalier
de Montmorency.— Birth of my Daughters.— The Duc de Biron.

TOWARDS the end of this year my mother was -
' obliged to return to Paris on business connected
with the settlement of my father's estate. She went
with great reluctance. I had received several very kind
letters from Mademoiselle d’Orléans, urging me to come
back. I was greatly pleased at this, and was eager to see
her again. But my mother displayed an extraordinary -
coldness and reserve towards the inmatés of Bellechasse,
the reason for which I was t60 young to understand.
They always welcomed me so cordially there that I
had naturally a great desire to go often; but I was not
allowed to do so.

When we first returned to Paris, Mademoiselle had
written to invite me to a very small dance. It was not
easy to refuse every invitation, and my mother finally
consented to take me to this ball; though it was so
“entirely against her inclination that she would not allow
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me to make much of a toilette, intending to slip away as
soon as she possibly could.

As we entered the pavilion of Bellechasse my mother
saw the Duc d'Orléans at the head of the stairs conver-
sing with some personage whose name I have forgotten,
but the very sight of whom made an extremely painful
impression upoan my poor mother. We entered the
salon. Madame de Genlis was there, her hair without
powder, though it was still the fashion to wear it; she
wore a most extraordinary costume, composed of the
three revolutionary colours, and her face was greatly
changed, and seemed to have entirely lost its habitual
charm, Dancing was going on, and I am sorry to say
the orchestra was playing the air, “ A%/ ¢a ira,” etc.
They had made this horrible refrain, which was then
being sung all over Paris, into a contra-dance. The Duc
de Chartres asked me to dance, but my mother would
not permit it. This refusal made a great sensation
among those present, and my mother perceived it
“Oh, Josephine,” she said to me, * you were so eager
to come, and now I reproach myself for having been so
weak as to yield to you.”

The, little princes perceived how disturbed I was af
my mother’s vexation, and they talked about it together
in a low voice. My mother was suffering tortures. I
perceived this, and orged her to plead indisposition and
go home. She did so, and we left Bellechasse, never to
return to it again.

We had ha.rdly reached home when my mother took
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counsel with her relatives and friends as to what had
just occurred,

It was then that I first began to understand the evil
results which this evening might have for my mother.
She had not been able to conceal her indignation on
account of that fatal contra-dance and the offensive
remarks she had heard on the squeamishness of these
aristocrats, — remarks which had caused her hasty
departure, '

My dear timid grandmother trembled for her daugh-
ter. She urged her to leave Paris as soon as possible,
My mother then intrusted her property to M. Durvet,
a banker of the court who was devoted to our family..
She only took a small sum with her, hoping to be
able to return very shortly, and we set out-for Switzer-
land, We went afterwards to Aix-la-Chapelle, where we
found a great number of our old acquaintances, among
others the Comtesse Diane, sister-in-law of the Duchesse
de Polignac. We learned that the Comte d’Artois was
at Coblentz, where the Elector of Tréves had given
him an asylum in the palace of Schaunbaryslust; that
Monsieur was also expected there; and that they would
be glad to have the French émigrés join them, in order
to unite with the Prince de Condé, who was trying to
collect an army of volunteers, of which he was to take
command.

At the same time my mother received a message
from the Comte de Provence which decided her to
go to Coblentz: )
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I found our life there very agreeable. Young and
old, all were equally full of hope and of illusions; the
visits of the princes of the different countries, among
others of the Duke of Brunswick and the Prince
of Prussia, naturally created a good deal of gaiety.
We met every week at the palace of the Elector.

It will be easy for me to give you some idea of the
confidence we felt in the armies by which we were sur-
rounded. In order to do so, I will quote a2 fragment
from the Memoirs of Louis XVIII., who confesses to
having shared this confidence as entirely and as fool-
ishly as the rest of the émigrés.

The following is from a letter which the Prince
received from Paris: —

“ Everythi;:g is going on as well as possible ; the declaration
of war has saved you; one more strong effort, and you will
complete the great work which has been begun. Within two
months the allied armies will make it possible for you fo finish
the season at Brunoy,” etc.

The Duke of Brunswick himself spoke of this expe-
dition with incredible flippancy. *“ Monseigneur,” he
said, “1 am sorry to say that we shall have absolutely
no difhiculties to overcome. 1 could have wished, for
the general good, that the allies might encounter 3 little
resistance, for the French ought to receive such a lesson
as they will never forget.”

Monsieur was offended by this speech, and alluding to
the reverses of Brunswick under Louis XV., he replied:
“Take care, Prince, that you do not fallinto a trap
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unawares; I am sure the French will fig
must remember that they have not always be

Shortly after this the Prussians attacked ThionvIll€;
on August 24, 1792, and were completely routed. Sev-
eral other disastrous battles took place, among them
that of Valmy. The campaign in Champagne was
ended by the retreat of the army beyond the Rhine
and into the Netherlands. The army of the Princes was
disbanded, and all that remained was that portion com-
manded by the Prince de Condé.

I will return now to my personal affairs. I have tried
to justify the illusions with which we were pleasing our-
selves at Coblentz; they rested on the plans for the
escape of the-royal family,— which were discussed
openly and imprudently. A trustworthy person, sent
by M. Durvet to my mother, brought her a bit of tape
which had been sewn inside a lining, on 'which these
words were written: — '

“Will you give your sanction to tAe Joan of a part of the for-
tune which you placed in my hands? It will be returned to
you by one whom you love, when you aré reunited, which will
be soon, I hope. Answer in the same manner.”

“Yes, a hundred times, yes!” was my mother's
reply.

But, alas| the arrest of the King at Varennes rendered
this sacrifice useless. This portion of our fortune had
been necessary to complete the amount desired by the
royal family for carrying out the plan of escape; but it

was seized at the moment of that criminal arrest.
YOL L—3
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When we were at Bagnéres and at Pau the preceding
year, the subject of my marriage with M. de St
Blancard had been discussed. My mother, who was
deeply attached to the family, had gladly given her con-
sent, but wished to postpone the marriage until France
should be restored to tranquillity.

M. de St. Blancard was at Coblentz, serving in
the army of the Princes, He knew how devoted my
mother was to the royal cause, and was noble enough
to honour her for it

When the army of the Princes began to move towards
France by way of Thionville, women were permitted to
follow it. .

Every one took advantage of this permission. The
roads were crowded with equipages, and the Parisian
elegance, and the confidence of success which every-
one felt, made the journey delightful. We all separated
gaily, expecting to meet soon in Paris itself.

A certain young M. de Quinsonnas had a little
treasure which he dared not expose to the dangers of
war. He looked about him for some one to whom to
intrust it. Every one seemed young and frivolous,
until at last he met an old lady, the wife of the oldest
cordon rouge.

“1 could not find a better person,” he said to himself,
and he intrusted his precious purse to this venerable
dame. The old lady vowed that she would mever part
with it, and would restore it to him at Paris,

After the defeat, he sought for the old lady, and at
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last he found her. She started back when she saw
him.

“What! ” she cried, “you are not dead?”

“ Oh, my purse!” he exclaimed in terror.

“Oh, here is your purse!” replied the old lady,
“but there is very little left in it.”

In the disasters which followed this period, I often
heard people say, sometimes with a smile, * There is
very little left in it.”

We had now entered upon a new era of vicissitudes,
of privations, and of sacrifices, which resignation to the
will of God, and my love for my mother, alone gave me
- strength to endure,

When the armies began to retreat we were at Luxem-
bourg, where the sound of the cannon at Thionville
kept up our hopes. But the disorder of the retreat
was horrible, We found ourselves surrounded by the
troops which thronged the roads.

We were obliged to go at a snail’s pace; the wounded
soldiers mounted into the carriage and crowded the
imperial. At the close of each of these wretched days
we had to seek shelter for the night; then a barnora
pile of hay was a subject of dispute; and when a distant
spire had given us some hope of shelter, it was hard to
find, on reaching the gates of the town, that placards had
been put up, announcing that “ No Jews or émigrés are
admitted here.”

To give you some idea of our position, I will relate
here a little episode which, for the moment, aroused all
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" our French gaiety in the midst of the general gloom
of this terrible journey.

A spacious barn, filled with clean straw, had given
us hopes of a good night's rest. The Duchesse de
Guiche, Mesdames de Poulpry, Delage, etc., together
with my mother and myself, had lain down in rows
along the wall. A chassenr of the Duchesse de Guiche,
sword in hand, was stationed at the door as our guard.

In the middle of the night we were aroused from our
. slumbers by repeated knockings and by a woman's
voice demanding to be let in. “ Open the door!"” she
kept calling; “it is I!” The door was opened, and
y[adame de Calonne, wife of the Minister, entered in
gorgeous array, powdered, puffed, and rouged, with
leng train, panier, and high-heeled shoes.

“ Where are the apartments? ” she exclaimed, as she
looked round her in dismay, *“Why, what is this? A
hospital? Women lying here in the hay? an armed
man? FHold, where are all my servants? Bring lights
here quick! bring torches!”

The servants came running in. The barn was sud-
denly illuminated, and then her exclamations redoubled.

“Where am 1? What 75 this place? What is that
hanging on the wall?”

At this question we all looked round, and then for the
first time discovered twenty-four sheep hanging on the
wall, skinned and dressed all ready for the next day’s
market. By this time we had recognised each other, and
we began to laugh, She, poor woman, was only just at
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the beginning of her troubles. It began to dawn upon
her, however, from the position in which she found us, to
what she might have to resign herself; and, like ourselves,
she succeeded in meeting her fate with _courage'.

Amidst a thousand difficulties and privations of all
kinds consequent upon this great movement of troops,
we at last managed to reach Mayence. Here we rested
for several days. As the Prussians intended to take
another route, we hopéd to have less difficulty in
reaching Coblentz, . _

While we were still at Mayence, my mother found an
opportugity to send letters to my grandmother, indjcat-
ing those persons whom our business agents could trust
to transmit to us the funds of which we were so greatly
in need. But the French advanced so rapidly that we

.could not wait for the reply we so ardently desired.
We were obliged to sell our diamonds, other jewels,
carriages, etc., to those merciless Jews, who took every
advantage of our situation.

. The orders to evacuate the city being positive, we
turned our faces towards Coblentz. We found this city
in a state-of. great uproar, expecting the arrival of the
French troops. The fortress of “Ehrenbreitstein had
already been attacked, and we were obliged to continue
our flight, The danger was great; the shells thrown
into- the fortress were falling all around the light skiff
by means of which we were trying to escape from this
dangerous place. As soon as we could, we got ashore
and hired some carts, and in this deplorable condition
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we at last reached Rotterdam, hoping to find there
letters from our relations. But what a cruel announce-
ment was awaiting us! The death of the King! And
the list of executions, in which we found the name of the
brother of my grandmother, and also that of my mother’s
own brother!

When she read this, my mother had a nervous attack,
followed by such excessive prostration that I feared for
her life. What a frightful position we were in! Alone,
cut off from all our friends, and winter approaching! And
what a winter! There were already frightful inundations,
We could not get out on the little canal which ran past
our door, except through the window.

My mother was quite overwhelmed, and I felt almost
crushed myself; but God in His goodness sustained me,
and I felt that I must summon all my courage, in order
to help and support my mother.

A merchant to whom a distinguished citizen of
Coblentz had recommended us, often came to see us.
I am sure he felt compassion for us. One day I told
him how desirous I was of turning to some account the
lessons I had received in my early youth. He had con-
siderable taste, and he tried to direct mine, suggesting
that I should paint on stone or on ivory. I took some
lessons, and hoped I might be able to supply my mother
and myself with the means of subsistence when our
resources should be exhaustéd. I worked very hard,
and looked forward without anxiety to the time when 1
might hope to be useful to my dear mother.
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That fatal winter of ‘93 favoured the advance of the.
French troops as far even as Holland. The ice in the -
canals was so solid that the cannon and wagons could be
taken across with ease, and the approach of the army
created great consternation.

After the defeat of the army of the Princes, M. de St.
Blancard was able to join us. His arrival was an unex-
" pected happiness. He could imagine our position, and
had come to do everything in his power to lessen its
hardships. He thought it better for us in the existing
condition of affairs to leave Holland, suggesting England
as a more agreeable place of refuge. I was very anxious
to go. He persuaded my mother to consent, and asked
her permission to look out for a suitable lodging for us,
to be ready as soon as she would let him know that it
was convenient for her to move.

As soon as the spring came, I urged my mother to
fulfil her promise, and at last we turned our, backs upon
that gloomy Holland. '

When we arrived at Harwich, the first English word
that I heard and understood made my heart beat with
the hope of a better future. It was a good omen, for
from that moment we began to experience the kindly
and cordial hospitality of the English.

When we disembarked, we were met by agents of the
Government, who asked my mother’s name and position;
and my father’s rank proved to be a passport sufficient
to procure for us the greatest consideration. What a
difference between this noble reception and that to which
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we had become so cruelly accustomed since our change
of fortune! Is it strange that I should have formed that
strong attachment to England for which I have some-
times been reproached? Gratitude, however, has always
been one of my characteristics.

The heighbourhood of Golden Square, in which M. de
St. Blancard had taken lodgings for us, is a rather gloomy
quarter of the town, and I began to understand the feel-
ings of Frenchmen who reach London on a Sunday.
The profound silence, the absolute quiet in the streets,
was a great surprise to us; and a foreigner coming to
London for the first time is very apt to be attacked by a
fit of the blues, which, however, is quickly dispelled the
next morning by the lovely sunshine in Hyde Park.

M. de St. Blancard was devoted in his attentions to
us. In the evenings he entertained us by describing life
in London, and picturing the state of mind of our com-
patriots, whose pride was wounded by the assistance

“offered them, even by the Government. They were dis-
pleased at the differences made according to their rank
in the army: the second-licutenant wanted the allow-

_ ance made to the general. Not understanding the cus-

toms of the country, and determined not to learn the
language, they even went so far as to avoid walking on
the sidewalks, preferring the middle of the street, though
at the risk of being run over.

Even a common misfortune is not always conducive
to harmony; this is an indisputable fact, though we
were far from comprehending the unjust discontent of
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which we had just heard so bad an account. The
asylum so- nobly granted, the assistance offered as if
only due to misfortune, had filled our hearts with
admiration and gratitude for that England which, com-
pared with the countries where we had suffered so much,
seemed to us like a haven of refuge after the storm.

I was the. first to propose that we should leave
London, —at least for the present. When we called
our little council, we were all of the same opinion. But
where should we go? All places were equally strange
to us. We took the map of England: M. de St
Blancard was struck with the name of Epsom, in the
county of Surrey. He had heard the races there spoken
of, and he thought he remembered that the home of a
friend of his, Lord Edward Bentinck, was situated in
that county,

M. de Gontaut proposed to go to Epsom, and he came
back quite charmed. He had found a little house
which he thought would satisfy us. So the Fates
decided for Epsom. There he renewed his entreaties
to me to fix the day for our marriage. My mother
wished it, feeling that it would be a consolation in her
troubles ; but before giving her entire consent she wished
to obtain that of the Princes. This was granted, with
flattering and touching words of approval. They con-
descended to recall the fact that although bound by ties -
of friendship and relationship to persons who had per-
mitted themselves to be carried away by democratic
ideas, M. de St. Blancard had had the courage to follow
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with us the path of honour. * And it will give us sin-
cere pleasure,” they added, “to see him united to the
daughter of a man for whom we have always felt a
strong attachment.”

My marriage was celebrated as modestly as possible,
The Bishop of Nantes and the Comte de Noé, my
cousin, were my witnesses. The Duc de Grammont
and Baron de Rolles, a Swiss officer, aide-de-camp of
the Comte d’Artois, were those of M. de St. Blancard,
who then took the name of Gontaut-Biron, leaving that
of St. Blancard to the eldest son of the younger
branch,

We were married at the Spanish Chapel by the same
chaplain who several years before had privately married
the Prince of Wales to Mrs. Fitz-Herbert.

There could be no question at such a time of gaieties
and festivities. We started immediately for Epsom by
the stage-coach, and there we established ourselves
modestly in the pretty little cottage that M. de Gontaut
had chosen for us. Our people had left us, and our
whole establishment was reduced to aising!e servant.
In a time of public calamity, personal privations are
easy to bear; one would be ashamed to complain;
poverty is nothing to blush for when the cause of it is
honourable; the greatest humiliation would be in” not
knowing how to submit bravely to necessity.

Our house seemed very pleasant to us, situated as it
was in a pretty street, only a few steps from the race-
course, and surrounded by charming country-houses.
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We learned afterwards that our advent made quite a
sensation among the occupants of these charming
houses; they were all very curious to see these French
people who had escaped from the calamities which
had overwhelmed their country. In the evenings they
tried to get a peep at us through the blinds of our little
salon. My mother’s beautiful sad face seemed to pos-
sess a great interest for them; I, though so young, was
always at work, and this touched them greatly. We had
not yet made any néw acquaintances, but M. de Gontaut,
being less occupied than we were, went to London fre-
quently. He met a great many French people there,
and some old English friends, among whom were Lord
Edward Bentinck and his family, who were desirous of
. doing everything in their power to render our exile less
severe, and promised to come and see me at the time of
the races. o

I will relate to you here, my dear children, some
details which will interest you with regard to the Prince
and Princesse de Léon, your grandparents, who arrived
in London at this period. Their salon became a general
rendezvous for the best society; the English being as
desirous as the French of being admitted there. The
Prince of Wales, who was so handsome and elegant, was
occasionally to be seen there; they were kept an conrant
of all the latest news by the ministers themselves, which
your father brought to us in our solitude. The Prin-
“cesse de Léon, daughter of the Duc de Montmorency,
was remarkably beautiful; the Prince de Léon, after-
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wards Prince and Duc de Rohan, was a perfect gentle-
man. His great name, which he bore with se much
dignity and affability, his manners so full of grace, and
his kindly spirit, made him a model for French nobles
at a period when so much stress was laid upon conver-
sational powers and the air of good society. They had
several children then, — your uncle Auguste, Cardinal
and Archbishop of Besangon, your father, now Duc de
Rohan, and a pretty little girl called Léontine, who
died in London.

Among our most intimate English friends were Lord
Liverpool and the Earl of Bristol, who till the day of
their death never ceased to be tenderly attached to
your family. -

The week of the races is in England, as in France, a
time of great excitement; then the English lose that
phlegmatic manner which usually characterises them.
As the time of the races draws near, everything cha.ngés,
every one grows animated, they are gay and eager,
and make their bets with great excitement and vivacity.
The weather was magnificent at Epsom, and every one
seemed to have taken out a new lease of life.

M. de Gontaut had got tickets for us, — reserved seats
in the chief box. His old and new friends came and
welcomed me with frank kindness and cordiality. This
set me more at ease than all the well-turned phrases of -
our good society in France. Their hand-clasp is much
more cordial ; it seems to come from the heart, and to
give assurance of a2 warm and lasting friendship.
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Lord and Lad)_r Edward Bentinck had come ex-
pressly ¢o invite us to visit them at their country-house, —
an invitation which we accepted with great pleasure.
They introduced us to a great many persons who after-
wards became intimate friends of mine. Lord Temple-
ton, who was one of these new acquaintances, had just
married a very agreeable youﬁg lady who afterwards
never ceased to manifest for me a sincere friendship.
Among the French people the only ones I can recall
are the MM. de FAigle, Prince de La Tremouille, and
Comte Boson and Comte Archambaut de Périgord,
brothers of the Prince de Talleyrand, whose life is well
known. The families in our neighbourhood, encour-
aged by these examples, asked to be introduced to us,—
among others a very estimable family, Mr. and Mrs.
Lomax and their sister, who were very kind and atten-
tive to us during our entire sojourn at Epsom. Fifteen
years afterwards Mrs. Lomax’s sister married our old
friend Baron de Rolles. .

According to our promise, we paid a visit at Mickle-
field Green, Lord Edward Bentinck’s charming country
- house. Lady Edward spoke French badly, but she was
very original and amusing. She was passionately fond -
of anything that happened to take her fancy, and I had
the good fortune to please her; so she praised me so
highly as to cause me serious embarrassment. She de-
clared she was only improving my English when she
made use of droll expressions which caused a general
smile. A great many people came to see us, among
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others Lady Salisbury, Lady Essex, and two Ladies
Capell, whom I thought very extraordinary. They
arrived one day driving a phaeton and wearing large
men’s hats, which they had adorned with all the feathers
of their magnificent poultry-yard.

Lord Clarendon and Lady Charlotte Villiers were
intimate friends of Lord Edward. We used to see them
constantly. They were neither of them married. Lord
Clarendon was a descendant of the famous Hyde, Earl
of Clarendon, whose daughter married King James II.
Lord Clarendon lived in his beautiful castle like a ‘veri-
table feudal lord, a Tory by inclination, cold and silent
in manner, receiving the gentlemen of the county with
an imposing ceremoniousness, and giving them great
dinners, especially at Christmas time. He had two
- brothers, one John and the other George Villiers, who
were both married.

An Admiral Forbes had twin daughters, who were so
alike that you could not tcll one from the other; both
amiable and intelligent, not pretty, but agreeable in
mind and in manner. -One of them married John
Villiers, and died without ‘leaving any children. Her
sister married the brother of the Marquis of Wellesley,
who was afterwards Lord Mornington. The second
brother, Mr. George Villiers, married an amiable woman,
Miss Parker, sister of Lord Borington. We were united
by a tender friendship, which, I hope, will resist the
attacks of time and absence. Mr. George Villiers had
several children. After his death, his eldest son suc-
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ceeded to the title of Earl of Clarendonh; he was a
cabinet minister while still 'very young, minister pleni-
potentiary to Madrid, and Viceroy of Ireland. He is
now Minister of Foreign Affairs. I always liked him
even when he was a child, and I prophesied a great
future for him. Lord Clarendon is wealthy, agreeable,
" and affectionate. I have a great friendship for him, and
I hope he will accord to the old friend of his famlly a
little of the interest he inspires in me.

It was at this time that those friendships began which
will continue until the last day of my life, and which
‘have made the happiness of a great portion of my
existence,

Every one seemed to feel a genuine friendship for us;
and when the time for our departure approached, they
urged us to take up our abode in the neighbourhood of
our new friends. There was a small house to let, at
that time, not far from them. M. de Gontaut took it
all the more willingly as the hunting season was coming
on, and his old passion had revived with renewed ardour.
He bought himself a small horse, and would not have
jmissed a hunt for anything in the world. He learned
that his nephew, Armand de Gontaut, was at Aix-la-
Chapelle, that he had been very ill with small-pox, and
had been nursed by the Duchesse de Richelieu, with
whom he had left France. M. de Gontaut wrote, urg-
ing him to join us as soon as he could travel without
danger.

The Duchesse de Richelieu had her two young

L]
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daughters with her. After the Restoration the elder
married the Comte de Monfcalm, the younger the Mar-
quis de Jumilhac.

Madame de Montcalm, then in delicate health, went
out very little, but collected about her many friends dis-
tinguished for their position or their intellect. Her
salon recalled those of former times; people talked
together pleasantly there, and never fell into disputes
or discussions; they were amiable, with that kindly
amiability which public calamities and the bitterness of
party spirit have made so rare.

Madame de Jumilhac, more active than her sister,
was fond of society, was greatly sought after, and had
many true friends; although she was sometimes a little
spiteful, people really liked her. She could be very
amusing when she liked, and devoted to her friends
when she chose to be,

Our nephew, Armand de Gontaut, afterwards Margquis
de Biron, soon arrived, and seemed delighted to be able
to be with us. He was then what he has always been,
a man averse to society, never wishing to go out with
us, and preferring his books to his neighbours. He knew
English much better than we did, but he would never
say a word. He had a good horse, and yet he walked a
great deal

M. de Gontaut took it into his head about this
time that his wife ought to hunt. He undertook my
education accordingly, and I thought at first I should
die of fright. I got accustomed to it at last, however,
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and I did even more,—1I ended by finding it very amus-
ing; and the horse which ‘was useless to my nephew
Armand became for me a source of great pleasure
during the hunting-season.

My mother had taken advantage of our stay in Hert-
fordshire to' go and make a visit at Mittau. There were
several French families there, among them that of the
Duchesse de Polignac, who had her sister-in-law with
her, the Vicomtesse de Polastron, my mother’s first
cousin. I will tell you about her later, my dear chil-
dren; you shall hear about her great trouble and her
death, and you will feel compassion for her, for she
suffered so muych.

Lady Charlotte Villiers wished to introduce us to the
daughters of the Duke of Portland, whose seat, Bulstrode,
was not far from us. This family was greatly esteemed
throughout the country, and I felt a strong desire to see
Lady Charlotte Greville, Lady Mary, and her brothers,
who were at Bulstrode at this time. _

The Duke of Portland was prime minister; he was
very greatly esteemed for his private virtues. He was
of Dutch origin. His grandfather had helped to place
William, Stadtholder of Holland, on the English throne.
The Duke of Portland had a very imposing mien, but
he set one at ease by his gracious kindliness and his
exceeding courtesy.

Lady Charlotte was just married. She was very
young, very graceful and fascinating; the word *charm-

ing"” seemed made purposely for her, The impression
VoL L —34
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she produced upon me is still vivid. Fresh as the roses
which she” bestowed upon me, her black eyes and ebon
hair made a delightful contrast to her white and trans-
parent skin; she had a charming smile; she was not -
. tall,'nor was she short; she was perfect. I felt drawn
towards her at once, and quite at my case. She asked
my opinion of her aunt, Lady Edward. I replied, * She’
amuses me sometimes, and astonishes me always.”

She laughingly replied, “ 1 might have known that,”

We promised to meet often; and even now, when I am
eighty years old, my heart beats with the hope of going
to see her once more, if God will give me the strength
for it.

M. Greville, who was older than Lady Charlotte,
had been very handsome, and was so stiil at the time
of his marriage. He was very witty, an excellent
raconteur, and an admirable mimic. Unfortunately,
sometimes in the midst of his most delightful moments,
a sudden attack of dyspepsia would cloud over his
charming mood, and then-— But he was often very
kind to me, and I was sorry when we were obliged
to part.

Lady Mary, who was younger than I_ady Charlotte,
was full of freshness, without being exactly pretty. She
was good, but cautious and timid, though devoted to
her intimate friends. She admired her sister’s charms,
but could rarely be induced to accompany her into
society. She was gentle and always agreeable, and I
felt a sincere and tender friendship for her.
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This year, which I spent in the county of Hertford,
has left a very pleasant impression upon my mind.

My mother came back to London. We were to join
her there and to take a little house, close by the Catholic
church, which had been recommended to her, Whata
difference between this and the one we had just left!

"There was no view from this except the Catholic church-
yard, — the last resting-place of our poor fellow country-
men. The dismal bell, and the. tears that were shed on
these modest tombs, often wrung our hearts,

Our resources were now nearly exhausted, and still
there was no news from my grandmother. Seeing my
mother so tortured by anxiety, I nearly lost my own
courage for a time; but feeling it my duty to sustain
and support my poor mother, I resolved to try to earn
a few luxuries for our modest establishment by my own
labours, and my gaiety returned. I remembered the
plan I had formed at Rotterdam, the lessons I had taken,
and I set to work. I painted little cupids conquering
lions, tigers, and nymphs; happily, these little miniatures
were very fashionable then, and my work was very suc-
cessful. The Government, always ready to furnish the
émigrés with all possible means of helping themselves,
and carefully avoiding. anything that could wound their
pride, had established a bazaar, where all could display
their work, without giving their names, and fix their own
price, :

* M. de Gontaut followed my example; but cupids
were not at all in his style. He painted caricatures
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which were greatly liked, and which amused himself
even. My mother made little articles in tatting and
worsted work, and the time passed very quickly. Our
friends visited us constantly. Such fine carriages had
never before been seen in that neighbourhood; for
St. Pancras was a poor quarter, at least a mile from the
fashionable part of London.

It would be difficult to give you a just idea of the
proofs of interest which our new friends lavished upon
us. Iam sure they would have been delighted to find
some way of assisting us; but notwithstanding our g;-ati-
tude, they could not overcome our proper pride.

By the goodness of Providence, all the friends who
were bestowed upon us were models of virtue, and
charming in their relations with us as friends. In every
case, their devotion has lasted through life, and even
at this day I am the object of the most tender affection
in the case of a friendship as warm now as it was in the
days of our youth,

The disastrous expedition of Quiberon took place in
July, 1795. Every one knows the deplorable result.
Eighteen hundred #migrés, fifteen hundred Chouans,
the staff-officers, the Bishop of Dol, his brother, and
his clergy, being made prisoners, were condemned to
death by the National Convention, and executed near
D’Auray, in a field which the veneration of the Bretons
for these martyrs to fidelity has called the “ Field
of the Martyrs.” King Louis XVIIL erected a monu-
ment to the memory of these noble victims, the
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inhabitants of that country make'pilgi'ilﬁages thither,
and the traveller stops there to. pay his tribute of regret
and admiration.

The English Government offered to Comte d'Artois
the means for. trying a second expedition on the coast
of Brittany. King Louis XVIII. was informed of
it at Venice, and announced to his brother that he
would join him very soon, Comte d’Artois left South-
ampton on St. Louis’ day, accompanied by a multi-
tude of émigrés, among whom, my thildren, were your
grandfathers, MM. de Léon and de Gontaut. But, by a
fatality which seemed to pursue these would-be war-
riors, one month later the fle Dieu was evacuated, and
Monsieur returned to England.

" Meanwhile, two English ships, carrying a part of the -
regiment of Choiseul (commanded by the Duc de
Choiseul-Stainville, grandfather of the Duchesse de
Fitz-James, and great-grandfather of Marie de Biron),
were shipwrecked on the coast of Calais. Among those
shipwrecked, besides the Duc de Choiseul, were the
Chevalier Thibaut de Montmorency (first husband
of your aunt, the Duchesse de Montmorency), and the
Marquis de Vibraye, who was one of the gentlemen of
Madame la Dauphine during the last years of the Res-
toration. They were in peril of their lives during the
storm, and the peril was not over when they reached
the shore by swimming. There they found themseives
at the mercy of their fellow-countrymen, now become
their enemies. Hardly had they had time to repair
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the disdrder of their toilettes by putting on some gar-
ments they had borrowed, when they were arrested as
émigrés taken with arms in their hands, and imprisoned
at Calais, Transferred to Lille, they suffered all manner
of privations, and all the petty humiliations which the
ingenuity of their persecutors could invent They left
their prison in that city only to undergo a captivity of
four yéars and two months at Ham, which ended in
1709. You will be able to understand what they suf-
fered when I tell you that during all this time they were
under sentence of death, which, as they knew, might be
executed at any moment. They were. snatched from
their executioners only by the constant vigilance and
. zeal of their defenders, whose only hope lay in estab-
lishing the fact that their shipwreck was not a culpable
attempt upon their country, but a misfortune deserving
of coinpassion.

During the early years of the Restoration it became
the duty of the Chevalier, afterwards Comte de Mont-
morency, aide-de-camp of the Duc d’Orléans, on a recep-
tion day at the Palais Royal, to present to the Prince
General Pille, who had suggested handcuffing the ship-
wrecked prisoners on their way from Lille to Ham.
The Comte de Montmorency, having announced the
General, could not resist adding in a low tone: “ Mon-

"seigneur, he is the man who wanted to bandcuff me
at Lille.” .

The year of our sojourn at St. Pancras having at

length come to an end, we decided to give pp this house
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and our perpetual view of the churchyard. " We there-
fore removed our little establishment to a gayer and
more healthful quarter on the edge of a pretty meadow,
open to the south, and not far from our friends.

After several months spent at Five-Field, Pimlico, 1
became the mother of my two little daughters, whom
I brought into the world on the gth of October, 1796. .
I nursed them both myself, our means not permitting
us to have fweo murses in our little establishment, and
I felt courage enough to undertake this double task.
Born at seven months and a half, their frail existence
required my care day and night. When the dear chil-
dren were asleep in my arms, I felt how great a blessing
God had bestowed upon me, even while trembling for
their lives, Whenever a ray of sunshine would permit, I
would carry their little cradle out into the meadows. My
friends came to see us every day; it seemed as if their
interest and affection for me were only increased by
the knowledge of my troubles,

When M. de Gontaut left France he had sent full
powers to his brother to collect his revenues, and asked
him to try to find some means of sending him as much
money as possible; but the strict laws of that time
_ would not admit of it ‘

In 1793 the Duc de Biron was arrested (we had to
depiore the services which he thought he ought to”
render to his country), and, hoping to save his life, asked
the Marquis de Gontaut to procure for him a considerable

. sum, offering,in exchange funds which he had deposited
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in the Bank of England. Persuaded that this proposi-
tion could only be of service to us, my brother-in-law
consented, and received the title to this sum, but could
not get it conveyed to us, nor inform us of the fact,
All communication with England was not only difficult,
but ‘dangerous. The Duc de Biron was guillotined on
the 31st of December, 1793. We heard afterwards the
only reason why my brother-in-law did not write to us.
He was in prison together with my sister-in-law, and
they remained there until the death of Robespierre, in
July, 1794.

On the morning of that memorable day they heard
the fact of their condemnation cried in the street, and,
both praying to God, they awaited the moment when
the fatal ckarrette should come for them. A friend of
theirs, Madame Dubois de Lamotte, who was to inform
them, by a concerted signal, of any important event,
put a great placard out of the dormer window opposite
their prison. On this they suddenly read the words:
“ Robespierre is dead ; ” and they knew they were saved.
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CHAPTER IIL

My Journey to France. — Return to England. — Monsieur in Scot-
Jand. — Departure of my Mother for Paris, and our Return to
Scotland. — Windsor and King George I11. — Anecdotes of the
Maréchal de Biron.

HAVE now reached, my dear children, a very in-

teresting period of my life,

My mother and M. de Gontaut could not go to France,
the names of both being inscribed on that fatal list
of émigrés, and they lamented greatly having no safe
method of procuring the funds made over to them by
M. de Biron. To whom could they confide such a
secret? Who would be willing to undertake a mission
as delicate as it was dangerous? I must be that person,
Isaid. I had thought it all over, and had decided to
obtain their consent. -

My little girls were very much stronger, and the
physician who watched over them with friendly interest
warned my husband that it was time for me to stop
nursing them. It was evidently sapping my strength,
although I would not acknowledge it Josephine, the
elder of my dear daughters, was then nine months old,
and was weaned by the doctor’s advice. Charlotte, who
was more delicate, had a strong and excellent nurse.
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I submitted as soon as I perceived that this sacrifice had
become a duty.

“ There is another duty which it will be sweet to me
to perform,” I said to M. de Gontaut, * that of trying to
make myself useful to you and my mother. Let me go.
I wish it; and I shall have the courage for it.”

Touched by my devotion, M. de Gontaut made no
more opposition, and my journey was decided upon.

The agents of the different countries were at that
time carrying on a thriving business in passports, which
they sold at a high price to persons who, like myself,
desired to go to France. On my arrival at Dover one
of these opportunities very soon offered itself, which the
agents declared to M, de Gontaut was almost a miracle,
A passport was delivered to him; they wrote out a
description of me, giving me the name of Madame
Francois, a shopkeeper going to France on business,
The captain assured M. de Gontaut that the consul from
Hamburg, Mr. Schimmelpenninck, knew the parents of
Madame Francois, and would receive her cordially in
case she should find it necessary to apply to him for
assistance.

I was ready in a few moments, and my heart felt very
heavy as T embraced my dear children. ButI comforted
myself with the hope that I might soon have it in my
power to help all my dear ones.

When I went on board the small boat which was to
take us across, I did not see a single person of my ac-
quaintance. It is true, however, that I thought very
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little about,it. One Englishman came and spoke to me;
perceiving that I spoke both English and French, he
asked me if I would not interpret for him. I promised
him I would; and he was very grateful, as'he was going
to France on very important business.

Of course there was a great deal of umnterestmg
chattermg going on, as usual on such a voyage; but one
conversation that I heard I found very amusing. A very
commonplace woman, fe'dring what might happen when
she arrived at Calais, was bewailing herself for having
such a well-known name, for having emigrated, so to
speak, and having often been at Calais.

“Good heavens!" she said; “it is no joke for me
to go back there. If I could only change my name, I
should be glad enough!®

A lady who was lying down beside her eagerly offered
to do her this favour.

“Let us change names, Madame,” she said. “ Mine
is quite at your service. I beg you to tell me yours.”

* Roussin, Madame; a very well known name, as you
can perceive.” )

“Well known! Oh, no doubt,” replied the other;
“but as I have never been in Calais, I shall be
perfectly safe.” '

Madame Roussin was greatly delighted, and changed
passports with the other, reading aloud that of Citoyenne
Coigny.

* Couny, Couny! oh, that can't compromise me; but
there is one difficulty. I-have a habit of winking my
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eyes very fast, which is written down on my passport;
and you do not do it.”

“Oh, no matter,” said the Marquise de Coigny; “1I
will blink too.”

Another lady seemed very anxious to remain unno-
ticed, and 1 discovered afterwards who she was. I
was mistaken for her, which put me in a very cruel
position, as you will see. '

The weather was good, the wind in our favour, and we
arrived in good time. The boat was signalled to stop
before she entered the harbour, and the commissioners
came on board to take our passports, which they exam-
ined. They spoke very low as they asked me my name,
and as I repeated the lesson I had learned by heart, 1
saw a scowl on the face of the commissioners, They
went away, and the vessel drew into port; but they soon
came back, accompanied by two soldiers. The passen-
gers disembarked on the wharf, but they kept me to
the last.

*Take your portmanteau,” they said to me, very
rudely.

I kad great difficulty in dragging it after me as I
descended a ladder to the wharf; there they marched me
off between two soldiers, and I arrived at the office of
the Comité de Salut Public.

The very name of this tribunal made me shudder;
nothing could be more terrifying than the aspect of the
men who filled the office and seemed to be judges. I
shivered as I looked at them. They were busy making

r
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‘out passports; I was standing between the two soldiers,

and did not in the least comprehend why I was singled
out for such an honour, At last one of the employés,
who seemed to be at the head of affairs, as he wore a
tricolored scarf and a Henri Quatre hat with feathers,
said to me, —

« Approach, Citoyenne.”

Then my examination began.

“Who gave you this passport?”

“ My husband.”

“What is your name?"”

“ Madame Frangois, lace-merchant, going to Paris on
business.”

“That may be, but where did this passport come
fromp”

“1 do not know.”

“Give an account of yourself in a clear, audible
voice.” '

“1 was at Dover, and I wished to start as soon as
possible, My husband learned this very morning that
a boat in the harbour was about to sail for Calais, the
weather was good, all my preparations were soon made,
and I started with the passport he gave me, without
even opening it.” _
~ “What is your husband doing at Dover?"”

% He is waiting for me.”

“ Citoyenne, this is a very serious affair; you are sus-
pected of being an émigvde.”

“1 am too young for that; I could not be on any pro-
scribed list.” : :
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“But it is said that you are a great lady, a rich
migrée, wife of a cordon blen.”

“] give you my word of honour that I am neither rich
nor the wife of a cordon blen. Look at my portmanteau;
that is all my fortune,” I added, with a smile.

They laughed, and the gentleman with the feathers
repeated: “It is a very serious matter; you cannot be
allowed to go; your passport is false, and the date is
false; the person who is supposed to have signed this at
Hamburg was at that time in Calais, as I can prove to
you.” :

Madame Grandsire, who kept a hotel in the town,
was sent for; she declared that the person in question
had really lodged with her at the time the passport was
dated. Ithought of referring to the Hamburg consul at
Paris, and assured them that he knew my family very well
_ But the only reply I got was the announcement that 1
was under arrest, under the surveillance of the Com-
mittee of Public Safety, and that they would appoint a
guard who would be responsible for me, .

“ Oh, gentlemen, I entreat you to put me under the
surveillance of Madame here,” I said,

They consented to this, but on condition that I should
have a bailiff lodging there at my expense, and that
I should be put into a room with a judas.”

“Oh,” I exclaimed, ¥ don't put me in a room with
a judas, 1 beg of you! You may shut me up as much
as you like, but not with a _judes; the very word makes
me shiver,”
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They now allowed me to withdraw, accompanied by
Madame Grandsire and the sentinel. I was just leaving
the room when the Englishman who had begged me to
interpret for him informed me of the object of his
voyage. It was Mr. Fulton (ﬂle inventor of the steam-
boat). He had been recommended to M, Barthélemy,
then one of the directors of the French Republic. His
name seemed to procure for him some consideration,

Madame Grandsire gave me a good room, showed
some interest in me, and told me that she thought the
commissioners had received an account of me before
my arrival; but that she felt sure there must be some
mistake, and she would do ali she could to clear it up.

The judas which had so terrified me was a small

_opening through which the prisoners could be watched
from the outside. The next day I learned through
Madame Grandsire that the great lady, wife of the cor-
don blen, was the Comtesse de Montboissier, This
mistake enabled her to escape.

I passed three cruel weeks at Calais, being called up
constantly before the tribunal, and questioned over and
over again. I was very uneasy at receiving no news
from the consul, and began to suspect that their evident
malice had been carried so far as to intercept my letters
or the answers, I related my troubles to my good hos-
tess, who tried to help me as much as possible. She
did succeed in obtaining some favours for me, — that of
dining at the table d"Adle beside her, and of placing at
the door of the hétel a sentinel who was responsible
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for me, instead of the Argus of the police, whose pre-
sence drove me nearly frantic.

Mr. Fulton had taken a genuine interest in me, They
showed him some consideration on account of his refe-
rence to M. Barthélemy. Having discovered by some
means or other that my condition was growing worse,
and that they were planning to send me to Paris under
arrest, he invented a hundred ways of assisting me to
escape. The one which seemed to him the easiest and
the simplest, he came in all haste to communicate to
me. I will translate our conversation. He knocked at
the door, and, looking through the little judas, saw me
writing. :

“ Madame Francois,” he said, “listen to me.”

I listened.

“You are in a very bad way, and T have come to
save you.”

“ A thousand thanks; but have the goodness to
explain.” '

“They are going to take you to Paris and put you
in prison there, and once there you are lost. Now
listen to what I have to say. Nothing could be easier
than to save you from this danger; nothing could be
" more simple: marry me, do marry me”

“ Oh, thank you; but I am married already.”

“ Oh, what a pity, what a pity! I would make you
rich. I am going to make my fortune in Paris, I have
invented a steamboat, and I am going to set the whole
world going. Besides, I have invented a way of blowing
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'up an enemy’s fleet by means of submarine boats; noth-
-ing could be easier. And it will be quite as easy to save
you; only say the word, and I will go and claim you.
I will marry you, and that will be the end of it.”

I thanked him as seriously as I could: His little
plan seemed to him so simple, and he proposed it so
kindly and heartily, that while I laughed I could not
help feeling grateful to him. I begged him not to
trouble himself any more about me, assuriig him that =
Providence and my own good cause would be the means
of saving me. He sighed, and departed.

That same day Madame Grandsire confirmed the
statement Mr, Fulton had made. The president of
the committee had at last appeared to take an interest
in my situation; he confided to her that th'ey were
going to propose to send me under guard to Paris (on
the pretext of facilitating my liberation), and he added
that he would promise me to withhold his consent,
because something was about to happen which might
make some change in the aspect of affairs. This was the
approaching arrival at Calais of the delegates from the
English Government, going to Lille or Amiens for the
conference preliminary to making peace.

Madame Grandsire told me their names, and I was
overwhelmed with joy, for they were our intimate friends,
Lord Malmesbury, Lord Granville, and Sir Henry
Wellesley (afterwards Lord Cowley).

I had no doubt that as they passed through Dover

they would have seen M. de Gontaut, who was sure
VOL. L. —§
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to have sent me a letter by them. Madame Grand-
sire told me that as soon as Lord Malmesbury ar-
rived, T must write him a few lines, which she would
undertake to transmit to him. She even carried her
kindness so far as to do everything in her power to
obtain for me an interview with him, but on condition’
that I should remain Madame Frangois to every one,
as well as to her. It was under this name, there~
fore, that I asked for a secret interview with Lord
Malmesbury.

In a moment of folly he confided to his atiackés
that he was to have a rendezvous with a beautiful
woman; but wishing to carry out the »8/¢ of a discreet
though favoured lover, he begged them to withdraw.
They, on the contrary, vowed that they would conceal
themselves, and hear everything.

Madame Grandsire, though feeling the imprudence
into which her great kindness was plunging her, tried
to keep everything as secret as possible. She muffled
me up in the perruke, hat, and redingote of her husband,
and I was a frightful object to behold. She gave me
her arm, and we passed the sentry without attracting
his attention.

Lord Malmesbury was, or believed himself to be,
alone. I made my entrance into a large salon dimly
lighted. Madame Grandsire, who had promised not
to leave me, went forward and said, ~—

« My I:ord, here is my prisoner.” :

He was certainly very far from expecting to see a
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person of my singular aspect, and he retreated a few
steps. The atfackés burst out laughing, and came for-
ward, Then I threw off my hat and wig, and holding
out my hands to my friends, I asked them for news of
my family: They had spent the night at Dover, but
had neither seen nor heard anything of M. de Gontaut.
What a cruel disappointment! Then all was explained. .
As soon as they recognized me, they told me how anx-
ious they were on my account, and tried to think of
some way by which they might assist me to escape.
None of these plans meeting with my approbation, they
proposed to conceal me in one of their carriages to get
me out of the city.

“ But then what would you do with me?” I inquired.

I at length made them see that the -only service which
they could render me was to transmit a letter from me
to Mr, Schimmelpenninck, since no one else could help
me, To see him, to speak with him, was my only
means of safety; and of that they finally became
convinced. :

Lord Malmesbury promised that immediately on his
arrival at Lille he would carry out my wishes, and
charged himself with a letter which I was to send to him
by Madame Grandsire,. We separated. I returned to
my little room, and in a few days I had proof of the
kind care of my friends. A letter came from the con-
sul, and I was summoned before the committee, where
I could already perceive a change in their manner
towards me, -— a certain respectﬁnlnesstowhi?h I was by
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no means accustomed. They signed the order for my
departure, only insisting upon the necessity for my
being accompanied by the fatal guard until my humble
person was given up to the hands of my rescuer, Mr.
Schimmelpenninck.

Madame Grandsire, greatly delighted, helped me to
. make preparations for my departure. After we had
promised not to lose sight of one another, she at length
put me into the carriage, still accompanied by my guard,
whose presence had not only become quite insuppor-
table to me, but was also ruinous to my purse; this not
a little increasing my anxiety as to my future fate.

The carriages of that period were called * coaches,” and
we were two days and one night on the road before
reaching Paris. I was taken straight to the consul
After the usual formalities, I found myselfl #te-g-téte
with the best and most compassionate of men. I was
greatly agitated, and the weight on my conscience was
very heavy. To deccive this good man was impossible
for me. It would have been a comfort to me to say to
him : *“ No, I am not what you think; I do not belong
to the family whom you know. Iam a poor woman
who has come here to try and procure a better fate for
her mother, her husband, her children. She is neither
an impostor nor a st;anger. Have pity upon her, for she
would not deceive you for anything in the world.”

He understood all I would say from these few words:
“ Oh, let me open my heart to you, and then I will say
to you, ‘ Help me!'”
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He seemed greatly touched, and soothed me by
saying, —

“1 will do all in my power for you; it is little, but it
will be enough. I will give you a carte de sdretd. Go
now ; and if you need any assistance, come to me at any
time. Remember that you have friends who are watch-
ing over you, and that I shall not lose sxght of you; so
have no more fear.”

He advised me to go to the Hétel des’ Diligences, and
from there to write to my friends, which I did, T asked
for the plainest room they had, as my means were quite
exhausted. I did not dare to tell any one, as I hoped
to get money and assistance from my relatives; but after
" paying for everything, I had only five francs left.

When I reached the hotel I wrote to my brother-in-
law that Josephine, mow Madame Frangois, had come
to Paris on business, asking him, if it were possible,
to come to-the Hétel des Diligences, No. 1, under the
archway, as soon as he received this letter. I addressed

the lettér to Citoyen Gontaut, and asked the commission-
" maire to return as soon as possible with the answer.

I had a long time to wait, and my consternation was
great when he brought me back my letter open, and
said, — ) '

*They don’t know you in that house, Citoyenne,
most of them have gone to the Pyrenees, and the rest
I don’t know where. They gave me back the letter,
and that is all.”

“To whom did you give it ? * I asked, chokmg with
emotion,
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“ When I got to the door they sent me upstairs, and
I gave it to a gentleman, who said when he had read it:
‘I do not know this person, and I will give you back
the letter.” He did o't seem pleased. Isn't there any-
thing more I can do for you ?”

I had written another letter to my grandmother,
which I gave him. I entreated her to receive Josephine,
— Madame Frangois. 1 addressed it to the Rue
Royale, that is, to the Rue de la Révolution, and then
sat down to wait again, deeply agitated at the thought
that after so much suffering I was about to see again
my dear good grandmother, and the house where I had
been so happy.

The messenger returned, and this time my heart was
quite broken; for he held my letter in his hand, and
throwing it down on the table, he said: “You are
only making me ridiculous by giving me commissions
like that! The old lady hasn’t been there for a long
time. Most of the people in that house have been
guillotined ; and then after the fmigrds left it, it was
plundered, and it has been sold and resold, and now it
is filled with people who do not know you. Thgt is all
the porter' could tell me, and I want two francs for the
two messages.”

I gave them to him. I wanted to be alone. I shut
my door, threw myself on my knees, and prayed to
God for courage to sustain me in this desperate state
of affairs. What would become of me? To whom
should I apply? Who would have compassion on me?
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What could I do without any resources except my two
francs? '

Overwhelmed by the burden of these thoughts, and
worn out by fatigue, I remained on my knees, with my
head on my hands, leaning against my poor chair.
Would any one believe it? In this position I went to
sleep, and slept so soundly that it was night wheh I was
awakened by a voice which at the first moment sounded
like the voice of my husband. I listened, and heard these
words: *It was certainly No. I, under the archway.
Madame Frangois; I cannot be mistaken.”

1 heard the porter's assurance that there was no
Madame Frangois in the house, and I opened the door,
and by the light of the street-lamp I recognized my
brother-in-law. I uttered a cry; but he signed to me
to be careful, and began to talk about the husiness which -
had brought me here,

As soon as we were alone, he exclaimed: “What
folly! What utter imprudence! You here alone!
My brother evidently does not know what our position
has been. Is he unaware of our imprisonment and con-
demnation to death? This visit would compromise us
horribly if any one should discover who you are, You
call yourself Madame Frangois, and that is all very well ;
but what are you going to do? Where are you going?”

“1 hoped to go to my grandmother; but I have
only just received back the letter I sent to her. All
trace of her seems to be lost.” :

“As for your grandmother,” he replied, " you may
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reassure yourself ; she is living quietly at Fontainebleau.
Now let us consider your position.”

Then I explained to him the object of my journey,
and related the great difficulties which I had en-
countered on the way. He became greatly interested
in my stary, and we tried together to think of the most
simple method of getting me into the Hétel de Gontaut,
We agreed that it would be better for me to enter by
the garden from the Boulevards; that after having seen
my sister-in-law, Madame de Ganges, he would take me
back to my hotel, would procure for me a carte de
séreté under iny maiden name of Montaut, and would
afterwards go to Montgermont to announce my arrival
to my sister-in-law, the Marquise de Gontaut. His
people, who had known me with my mother during our
trip to the Pyrenees, would find me still passing under
the name of Mademoiselle Montaut.

Two days later I set off in a small diligence, and
arrived at Ponthierry, where my sister-in-law’s carriage
met me, and took me on to Montgermont. .I enjoyed
under this hospitable roof all the happiness which
friendship and the support of my family could afford me.

I was very fond of my sister-in-law, and had often
regretted our separation. She received me like a real
sister. Alas! we neither of us had one. Our meeting
now only bound us more closely together. How many
questions we had to ask, how many things to tell! The
two days we spent together passed too quickly by far,
but I could not bear to delay my .meeting with my
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grandmother. I had written to her on my arrrival, and
she was impatiently awaiting me. At last we met: it
was indeed a happy moment. I found her greatly
aged, and her eyes told of severe suffering. I tried to
soften the memory of this by speaking of the proba-
bility of a speedy reunion with my mother. She had
received no letters from her since those sent from Cob-
lentz before the defeat of our army. She did not know
of my marriage, or the birth of my children. She
listened to my story with eagerness and emotion, We
discussed her future; she did not like Fontainebleau,
where she had suffered so much, and wished to return
to Paris to settle down near some church or convent,
which she hoped might be re-established,

During the ten days of our stay. together, she sum-
moned all her strength to make me understand the
cruel sufferings she had endured. I admired her saintly
resignation. She began her narrative from the time of
our departure, beginning with the confiscations and
arrest of our friends; the preparations for the flight
of the royal family were known to her, their cruel
arrest, their return to Paris, the frightful treatment to
which they had been subjected, the captivity in the
Temple, and the death of the King, and then the death-
agony of the Queen and Madame Elisabeth. Many de-
tails of which we were ignorant filled my heart’ with
sadness; my grandmother had known it all, and had
witnessed nearly all of it. Then the arrest of her
brother, of her sony snatched from her very arms! The
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impossibility of learning their fate, of being reduced to
the necessity of searching the funeral cars which carried
the condemned to the scafiold, for those who were dear
to her! Not to see them in the cZarrette was to inspire
the unhappy mother with the hope that another day of
life had been granted to them. At last the agonising
moment came: she heard from a distance the familiar,
dreaded sound of the car of death approaching; she
shuddered, but looked eagerly for what she sought;
she saw them, and uttered a frightful shriek! Here
the poor mother was unable to go on, and her faithful
companion told.me that they heard, or thought they
heard, in the Place Louis XV. the falling of the fatal
knife which cut short the days of her brother and son.
She did not go mad, but she .thought she should die;
and then, in the course of time, this angel of sweetness
and resignation was able to find in prayer a solace for
her woes.

My father’s property, a part of which consisted of the
house in the Rue Royale, had been confiscated; my
grandmother was still occupying the house when it was
seized, She left it, and found herself in the street, with-
out knowing where to go, taking with her a picture of
her daughter and a few poor things which her maid had
been able to conceal about her. Some one took com-
passion on them, and conducted them to Fontainebleau.

" ¢ In the midst of this horrible and tragic period,” she
said, “ I had one slight consolation in learning that M.
Durvey had sent to the King, just before his departure,
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a considerable sum of money which his devoted friends
had placed at his disposal,” —a sum which included a
part of my dowry, given with my mother's consent.
The King replied; "I always knew her father’s attach-
_ ment to me, and I am deeply sensible ‘of fier mother's
devotion.” These sums, alas! did not avail to save our
unhappy King. .

My grandmother, continuing her recital, related to
me the savage cruelty of the Jacobins; the courage of
the women and young girls; how all France had become
a prison, children and old men being alike condemned
* to death; the order, given publicly, to exterminate the
Vendéans; and, finally, the unheard-of fanaticism which
persecuted even Christianity! Since then no one had
* dared to utter the name of God, for whom the worship
of the Goddess of Reason had been substituted. Then
came Robespierre, whose reign, alas! is only too well
known, At length he was put to death, on the gth
Thermidor, 1794.

“During all this time,” continued my grandmother,
“the émigrés in the armies of Condé had performed
prodigies of useless valour; the conduct of the priests
has been admirable beyond expression: they all pre-
ferred death to renouncing their faith; their enemies
never succeeded in wearing out their patience (dsoler
leur patience, an expression of the time). But at
length, my dear child,” said my grandmother, “T can
see some hope of a new era. France is beginning to
weary of factions, and to feel the need of law and of a
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ruler. I have received letters from a friend of your
mother’s who speaks of a young soldier who has gained
a wonderful ascendancy over the army by his talents
and his energy, and has wrought miracles in Italy. She
speaks as if I ought to know him. Help me with your
youthful memory, and tell me, my dear child, whether
you remember a young officer who was a foreigner, and
was sent to your father while he was at the military
school ? ”

“ Oh, I remember very well,” I said, “ and I can even
tell you his history. When my father was building his
house at the end of the Rue Royale, opposite the Garde-
Meuble of the Crown, the Marquis de Tinbrune,.Governor
of the Military School, lent to my parents a large apart-
ment, with a balcony looking on the Champs de Mars.!

* They were to occupy it until their own house was
habitable; a friend of my father, of whom he often
spoke, the Comte de Marbeuf, asked him to obtain
permission for the son of one of his fricnds to be trans-
ferred as soon as possible from Bricnne to the Military
School of Paris. My father had some difficulty in man-
aging the affair; but as soon as he had obtained the
promise, he sent for the young man to come. and see

1 At this period a very grand ceremony took place in the chapel of
the Military School His Royal Highness the Comte de Provence, Son
of France, Grand Master of the Royal Order of St. Lazare, Jerusalem,
Bethlehem, Nazareth, received with great powmp, as commanders of this
order, my father, the Comte de Montaat, the Duc de la Chastre, and
Chevwalier the Vicomte d'Agonlt. Later on, when Louis XVIIL was in

Russia, he sent the grand ribbon of the Order of S$t. Lazare to the
Emperor Paul L, who often wore it during the ceremonies.
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my mother. I remember the day he first wore his uni-
form. My mother liked him very much, and had him-
td dinner every Sunday, telling him laughingly that he
had a %ead (which, by the way, I considered very hand-
some). They permitted me to come to dessert, and I
slipped in between him and my mother. One day I
tried to draw his sword, whereupon he gave me a tap
orr the knuckles, saying,— ' .

“!That is not to be touched.’”

“Do you remember his name? ” inquired my grand-
mother. .

“ Oh, yes, very well. It was Napoleon Bonaparte.”

“Then that is the man,” she said.

The moment for leaving Fontainebleau had come. I
accompanied my good grandmother to Paris, but the
final separation grieved me greatly. I had already,
although so young, encountered many trials in my way
through life; but having borne them with resignation,
they had not made me hard or bitter.

Until now, I had not been able to take any steps
towards the furtherance of the object for which I had
risked so much, and I was greatly disturbed at this. I
reached Paris quite uncertain of any shelter, even for
the first day, my brother-in-law having spoken in his
letters only of the preparations he was making for the
establishment of my grandmother. We were to meet
at the Abbaye-aux-Bois. We arrived there. Everything
was arranged according to my grmt:fmother‘s wishes;
her little cell was ready; she seemed quite satisfied, and
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was grateful to my brother-in-law for his kindness. He
arrived almost as soon as we did, and his first words
set my doubts at rest. He brought me a letter from
my sister-in-law, kindly and gracious as herself, asking
me to occupy her apartment at the Hétel de Gontaut,
assuring me that if I were prudent 1 should be quite
safe there under the name of Mademoiselle de Montaut.
I promised my dear good grandmother that I would
come and see her every day; then I went away with
my brother to live ia the fine old family mansion. The
poor stranger was happy at being so tenderly welcomed,
and in her heart thanked the divine Providence which
seemed to watch over her.

1 found also in Paris my sister-in-law De Ganges;
she was very good and kind, and took pleasure in
escorting me to the rooms which had been made ready
for me. The next morning when I woke up, I thought
I must still be dreaming; the principal apartment of
this delightful house was superb, looking out on a
pretty garden full of flowers, while this garden opened
on the Boulevards. The bedroom, painted in ara-
besques of charming design; the gildings and mirrors
without number, — all made it seem like an enchanted
palace. I had a maid to wait upon me, and I said to
myself, “If it is a dream, I wish it might last forever.”
But the memory of Dover and those dear ones who
were awaiting me there, banished the nymphs and
cupids from my’ thoughts, and I could only occupy.
myself with my serious affairs,
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My brother-in-law made known to me the sad condi-
tion of my fortune and that of my mother, —a situation
which my grandmother had already explained to me.
The condition of M. de Gontaut’s fortune was more
satisfactory. There was a hope that the wmsold prop-
erty of the émigrés might be redeemed as soon as the
names of the proprietors were effaced from that fatal
list, and steps had already been taken in favour of M. de
Gontaut. He afterwards explained to me the transac-
tions which had taken place between the Duc de Biron
and my husband, by which he received a sum in the
English funds equivalent to an amount of ready money
given M. de Biron in Paris. All the papers being ready,
there remained nothing more for me to do in Paris but
to pay a farewell visit to Mr. Schimmelpenninck, who
had assured me that he would have a passport ready

" for me when I wished to depart.

I found this excellent man most obliging, and ready
to serve me with the same discretion as before. I was
very grateful to him, and thanked him warmly.

The friends in our circle had heard of my arrival, and
now came to see me., They all gave me letters and
commissions, which I was quite ready to undertake, I
was glad to have it in my power to be useful to the
poor exiles, and should have felt ashamed to refuse one
of them. A little later, however, I felt thatI had com-
mitted a great imprudence; if I had been stopped and
searched at the moment of my departure, I should per-
haps have been sent to prison or to Cayenne.



8o MEMOIRS OF THE

I was delighted to meet my old friends once more.
The Mesdemoiselles d’Andlau were married, — one to
M. d’Orglandes; the other to M. de Rosambo, grand-
son of M. de Malesherbes, that brave and noble
defender of King Louis XVI. I met also the Duchesse
de Richelieu and her daughters, and many others.

My brother-in-law took pleasure in showing Paris to
his “little country cousin.” One day, when we were
crossing the Boulevards, I saw Mr. Fulton. He saw me
too, and came to meet me.

“ Dear me, dear me! Madame Frangois!”

He seized both my hands, even the one that was
resting on my brother’s arm, shook them, and pressed
them in his rough, frank American style.

“Dear me, Madame Francois, how glad 1 am to see
you!”

My brother-in-law thought this very extraordinary,
and said to him, —

“ Monsieur, the person to whom you have the henour
of speaking is Mademoiselle de Montaut.”

“ No, no, it is Madame Frangois. She is married;
she told me so at Calais But what did you say?
Mademoiselle What? Mademoiseile de Montaut.”

He took out his tablets and wrote down Mademoiselle
de Montaut, and put them back in his pocket Then he
immediately began on the subject with which his mind
was filled.

“ Monsieur, you see I have come to Paris for a sub-
lime thing, — to blow up vessels in the air, to run boats
under the rivers and by steam.”
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Upon this announcement }ny brother thought he was
absolutely mad; and, cutting short the conversation, he
" bowed to him, and we never saw him again,

The valuable documents which I was to take home to
M. de Gontaut having been intrusted to me, I made all
possible arrangements for transporting them safely, as
well as the quantity of letters of which I had taken
charge, and even a little money. I intended, after the
family breakfast, to go and spend the rest of the last day
of my stay in Paris with my grandmother; it was the
4th of September (18th Fructidor, 1797). My nephew,
M. de La Valette, came and knocked at my door to ask
if I had heard the cannon fired on the Pont Neuf as a
signal, Perceiving that I did not understand him, he
informed me of what was passing in Paris, — the Chiteau
des Tuileries surrounded, the sentinels removed, the
guards disarmed, placards put up all over Paris, announ-
cing the great royalist conspiracy of Pichegru; they were
talking even in the streets of condemning to death all the
returned émigyés.

“ A universal terror,” he said to me, “seems to have
seized upon the city. My uncle charged me to warn you
to make instant preparations for your departure; he has
gone to.find some means of conveyance for you, so you
" may start as soon as possible. They are talking of
domiciliary visits, and you have not a moment to lose.”

He left me, and my brother-in-law returned; having
found a courier who was just starting for Calais, he had

taken a place for me with him. He told me that they
VOL. L. —§
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were talking of arresting Pichegru and Barthélemy,
both of whom were agents of Louis XVIII. He thought
it a matter of the utmost importance that I should be
saved from a domiciliary visit I was ready to start'in
a moment.

As we left my room, we met the Marquise de Coigny,
almost beside herself with terror; she had come in
through the garden, and was half dead with fear, My
brother-in-law told her that the Hétel de Gontaut, being
in such a conspicuous situation, was a bad hiding-place.

“ Oh, no, it is perfect,” she said. * Your sister-in-law

_is going out by the door, and every one will see her;
while I came in by the window, and no one saw me.”

So she got what she desired; they put her upon a
very high shelf in a closet lighted only by a small win-
dow on the staircase, where some hours later she heard
with a shudder the agents of the police inquiring for me,
The servants all declared that Mademoiselle de Montaut
had left Paris to return to the country, and Madame de
Coigny got off with nothing worse than her fright.

But she ran another risk,—that of starving; my
brother-in-law had concealed her so thoroughly that he
forgot all about her, and she saw luncheon-time and
dinner-time pass by without daring to make the slightest
sign of distress; it was not until midnight that:he
happened to remember her.

My brother-in-law took me to the coach-office, where
everything was ready for departure; he put me into a
post-chaise with only two wheels, drawn by two horses,
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with a postilion. At each relay the shafts flew up into
the’ air, making our pbsition excessively disagreéable.
When I had taken my place beside the courier, I per-
ceived, to my dismay, that he was dead drunk, and two
pistols at his back completed my fright. I took advan-
tage of his drunken sleep to put them outside of the door.
Happily for me, at the first small town my fears were
quieted by the arrival of two travelling-companions, —a
very respectable man and woman, — and we reached
Calais without any accident.

I hastened to the Hétel Grandsire. My kind hostess
was delighted to hear of the successful issue of my jour-
ney, and I told her what had happened in Paris. She
informed me that, very fortunately for me, a packet-boat
was just about to leave Calais; I hastened to take advan-
tage of this opportunity, and it was with great joy that
I started for Dover, where I could so easily forget all
the vicissitudes of this dangerous journey.

The passage from Calais to Dover was smooth and
short, and I could say to my mother and my husband:
“ My task is fulfilled; and I return joyfully to those who
are dearest to me in this whole world.”

My children knew me, and I blessed God as I pressed
therp once more to my heart This was one of the hap-
piest moments of my life. M. de Gontaut was greatly
touched at learning that in the midst of so many dan-
gers his brother had never lost sight of the interests he
had intrusted to him; he would have rejoiced in the
hope of a return and a reunion with his family, if it had
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not been for that 18th Fructidor, which brought with it
the fear of fresh outbreaks.

To me fell the painful task of confirming the fears which
my angelic mother already entertained with regard to
the loss of our fortune. Her saintly resignation was not
shaken, however, and she said as she embraced me:
“ The loss of fortune is easy to bear when the heart doés
not suffer.”

The bracing sea air had been ordered for my children,
and we decided to take a small house near Dover. By
a happy chance, Mr. and Mrs. Villiers were established in
the neighbourhood, at Deal Castle, which had been lent
to them by Mr, Pitt. I found Mrs. Villiers just the same
as ever, overflowing with gaiety and wit, and our inti-
macy grew into a strong affection.

Her salon at Deal was very agreeable; her sister and
her friends visited her frequently; we made the acquaint-
ance there of Mrs. Bouvraie, her sister, Mrs. Wilmot,
Henry and Gerald Wellesley, the Duke of Grafton,
Mr. Arbuthnot, etc,

Mr. Pitt, who was then prime minister, often spent his
Saturdays and Sundays there, to forget politics, as he
said. As his politics belong to history, I will only un-
dertake to speak of himself; he was cold and silent, but
he was an attentive listener, and was very fond of hearing
us talk French. '

Previous to my journey to France there had been but
little communication between the two countries, so that
the stories they made me relate to them possessed a
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peculiar interest. At first, Mr. Pitt’s piercing eyes turned
steadily upon me caused me some embarrassment; but I
.soon got accustomed to them. He would often ask me to
read to him a few pages of “ Télémaque; ” he was enthu-
siastic over the discourses of Mentor. I never heard
him speak a word of French, until one day, to my great
astonishment, as he was driving me out in his phacton,
he repeated the tirades of his beloved Mentor, with a
perfect French accent.

At a later period, I made the acquamtance of Mr.
Sheridan at the house of Mrs. Bouvraiee. He was
very witty, no doubt, but I preferred the calmness and
solidity of Mr. Pitt.

The London season having begun, we were cut off
from this very agreeable circle of friends, and it was with
great regret that we parted from them. We had found
Dovet also very agreeable; my mother liked it, and M,
de Gontaut often met acquaintances and friends as they
came and went between Dover and Calais. I remember,
among others, MM. Alexandre and Bruno de Boisgelin,
who spent several days with us, as well as many others.

The King, Louis XVIII., was then at Grodno; but he
had a great desire to come to England. To this end
he sent Monsieur thither to obtain permission for him to
seek shelter in this kingdom. But the Emperor Paul .
having proposed that he should settle at Mittau, with
the other members of the royal family, he felt that he
could not refuse, although it was the desire of his heart
to be as near to France as possible. Monsieur departed
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for London; and the King for Russia, both hoping to
meet again soomn.

Scarcely had the Prince reached London when the
furnishers of the army of Condé, whether rightly or
wrongly, claimed from him a very large sum, which they
declared was owing to them. Monsieur refused to pay
this debt, having no knowledge of it; they threatened
him with the law: a law-suit would have cost a large
amount, which the Prince was unable to pay. The
English minister gave him the sensible advice not to
engage in interminable difficulties, but to go at once
and secretly to the palace of Holyrood in Scotland,
there to await a decision with regard to the matter.

This palace, privileged by law, is a sanctuary in which
those who occupy it are secure from any legal proceed-
ings which may be brought against them. The Prince
Regent offered it to him, had it furnished, and tried in
every possible way to soften the gloom of this beautiful
palace; but they are right who say that * no prison is
beautiful.” .

The palace of Holyrood, as well as the park, was spa-
cious; the governor lodged there, and many Scottish
families, who made an agreeable circle, Monsieur could
not go beyond the park limits except on Sunday,— a
day on which the law permits no arrests to be made.

The apartment set apart for Monsieur was that of the
kings of Scotland. He established himself in it, accom-
panied only by Comte Francois Descars and the Cheva-
lier de Puységur. As soon as it became known for

~
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what reason Monsieur was obliged to remain in Scotland,

~many persons who were attached to him came there

from Russia, from Germany, and from London. Among -
them were the Comte and Comtesse, the Vicomte and

Vicomtesse de Vaudreuil, the Comte de Coigny, father

of the pretty Duchesse de Fleury, the Baron de Rolles,

Mesdames de Page, de Poulpry, the Duchesse de Guiche

‘with her husband, and the Vicomtesse de Polastron,

her aunt, Armand de Polignac, the Marquis de Polignac,

and many others.

Just as we were thinking of leaving Dover, my hus-
band received a kind and pressing letter from Monsieur,
asking us to come and join him in his solitude. We
decided to go at once. My mother went first, and we
followed shortly after, M. de Gontaut driving a little
phaeton, in which were bestowed my two daughters,
my maid, and myself, with only one horse for us all;
this is how we undertook that long journey from Dover
to Edinburgh, which lasted a fortnight. Occasionally we
would rest for a day, either to enjoy the sight of a fine
park or a Catholic church. I thought the journey de-
lightful. My dear children, you will call me an opti-
mist, I am sure, satisfied with whatever comes. Well, I
confess it; and itis a gift from Heaven for which I give
thanks to Geod. '

I must confess, however, that the arrival at Edinburgh
was dismal enough. Holyrood House is situated in the
very heart of the old town, the worst and most unhealthy
quarter of Edinburgh. This palace, dark and gloomy
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and guarded like a citadel, seemed to me like a
prison.

Monsieur saw us arrive in the courtyard with our
equipage, and came to meet us with the frank gracious-
ness peculiar to him, thanking us for having undertaken
this journey on his account. I was tempted to throw
myself on my knees before him, so greatly was I touched
by his calm and noble resignation. He said to me:
“Your mother is awaiting you. I am not in my own
house, and consequently cannot ask my friends to come
to me; but I do ask them not to establish themselves
very far away. That is your lodging, in the square;
we have a little French colony there, and, by the grace
of God, the days will pass.” He asked my husband to
come and dine with him whenever he liked; but having
a very modest establishment, he oaly invited ladies to
tea in the evening. ‘

An arrival was an event, and all the greatest families
of that noble Scotland hastened to greet us. I made
it my duty, as it was also my pleasure, to attend the
soirées of our Prince. The Duc de Berry arrived soon
after we did, with several Frenchmen. He loved music,
and we had a good deal of it. The Vicomtesse de
Vaudreuil, who was a good musician, sang very agree-
ably. He took it into his head to have little comedics
played, — the first for Monsieur’s birthday, and then one
for his f/trday. The Vicomtesse was quite ready to
accept the principal parts, which she played delightfully.
Pious as an angel, but indulgent as virtue itself, she was
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. ready for anything which would give pleasure &ﬁ&‘s.ﬂm
She passed through life reverenced by all w
her, and not a shade of malice ever troubled
instant the peace of that noble heart.

My mother lived with us in our house opposite the
palace; on one side were the Duc and Duchesse de
Guiche and Madame de Polastron; a liitle farther off,
Madame de Poulpry, Madame de Lage, and the two
Polignacs, etc.

Monsieur had a carriage which he lent to every one,
reserving it for himself only on Sunday; then he was
out from morning till night. He was invited every-
where, and every one was eager to welcome him, The
good and excellent Scotch people looked upon a visit
from him as gn honour, a great festival,

Our little plays amused Monsieur as much as they did
us; to my great misfortune, I always had a part which
I never knew, for in all my life I never could learn any- ~
thing by heart. I listened, I found out the subject of
conversation, and then I rushed in headlong, which
amused the public greatly, but plunged my interlocutor
into despair.

The Duc de Berry did not remain very long at Edin-
burgh. The King, Louis XVIIL., being very fond of
him, wished to see him, and he rejoined the royal family
at Mittau. His evenings there were passed more
soberly,

The year passed away without any important event
which has remained in my memory, though I must
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make one exception., Monsieur wished for an almoner,
and he consulted the Vicomtesse de Vaudreuil.

* [ want,” he said, *“ a pious and simple abbé, without
any pretensions, who will dine with my first valet-de-
chambre, M. Belleville, who is one of the best of men.
We will settle what his duties are to be; but he must
never expect to act as my confessor, since for that impor-
tant function I prefer a good Scotch Catholic who
is a stranger to intrigues and ignorant of politics.”

“I have found precisely what Monsieur desires,”
replied the Vicomtesse de Vaudreuvil. “Two old
Demoiselles de Boyne (sisters of the former Minister
of the Marine, and aunts of the Dowager Comtesse
de Bourbon-Busset) have with them a young priest who
must be poor. He is well known to our family, and
will be only too glad to take the position. you offer
him.”

Monsieur begged the Vicomtesse to send for him.
He was called Latil, and afterwards becamé a cardinal,

The upright‘and skilful men of the law employed by
our Prince at length succeeded in setting at liberty the
noble prisoner of Holyrood, as there was no proof suffi-
cient to justify the demand for such enormous sums,
and the suit was suspended.

Monsieur was thus enabled to go himself to express
his thanks to the illustrious chiefs of the Scottish clans
for the kindnesses which they had unceasingly lavished
upon him during the year of his sojourn at Edin-
burgh, where he had won the admiration of all by
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the lofty patience with which he had borne his mis-
fortunes,

Monsieur departed to establish himself in London,
and the little circle of Holyrood prepared to follow
him, )

My mother had had news from her mother which
permitted her to hope for a happier future; she received
the confirmation of this hope in the announcement of
the effacement of her name from the fatal list. She
decided then to follow the little colony, and we sepa-
rated, with mutual promises to meet again soon in
London or Paris. Paris held a place very deep down
in all our hearts, as hope is at the summit of the cross,
as M. de Ravignan expresses it.

It is with the tenderest feelings of gratitude that 1
recall the repeated proofs of friendship which we have
received in Scotland at different periods; time and
absence did not in the least change the hearts of those
who were devoted to us.

After the departure of our French society, M. de
Gontaut consented to take for a year an apartment in
the finest part of the new and beautiful town of
Edinburgh. :

We often went to Dalkeith, a fine place, where the
Dowager-Duchess of Buccleugh received us with the
benevolent grandeur of the cAdtelaine of the olden time.
'~ Her daughter-in-law, Lady Dalkeith, mother of the
present Duke of Buccleugh, devoted hgrself to our
entertainment.
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I ought to remind you here, my dear children, of
three sisters who became for me sisters in affection.
You have heard me speak of them continually,— Lady
Hampden, Lady Wedderburn, and Lady Hope; the
tender affection of the two eldest for me ceased only
with their lives, and the younger, Lady Hope, still
deigns to preserve for me a warm friendship.

When Fate took me back to Scotland twenty-four
years later, I found there the same affection, the same
kindness; it is not given to every nation to keep alive
in the heart the sacred fire of friendship.

It was now easy to get news from France in London.
M. de Gontaut thought the time had come for us to
make some effort towards re-establishing ourselves in
France. Everything was said to be tranquil, and the
émigrds were even hoping to recover something from
the wreck of their fortunes. The First Consul, it was
said, was trying to attach the clergy to himself, having
already gained the army. M. de Gontaut thought it
was his duty to think seriously of his children’s future,
and our departure was decided upon,

We arrived in London. Already our friends had
formed for us a plan which seemed to us not only rea-
sonabie but agreeable, — that of establishing ourselvesin
the most fashionable quarter, which at the same time
would be the most advantageous for ourselves, as in
case of our absence we could let our lodging, and so
recompense ourselves for the expenses to which the
doctors condemned us by ordering for our children sea-
bathing, the waters of Tunbridge Wells, etc.
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We followed this sensible advice, and took a pretty
little house near the Park, thus finding ourselves in the
midst of that agreeable circle of friends whom we were
so glad to meet again, We found there Mr, and Mrs.
Villiers (now become Lord and Lady Clarendon by the
death of their elder brother), my beloved Lady Charlotte
Greville, etc. I will not repeat here the list of friends
whom you already know, who had been so good as to
remember us,

Established in London under that good star which
never forsook us, we found ourselves petted there as we
had been in Edinburgh, and we led a very pleasant life;
the mornings were devoted to our children, and the
evenings to our friends, whom we also sometimes visited
in the country. I was very happy at Bulstrode, where
the Duke of Portland was exceedingly kind to us. I
often went to see Lady Templeton; and thus another
year passed happily and peacefully away.

During one of my visits to Bulstrode, Miss Townsend,
a friend of Lady Mary Bentinck, came to make her a
visit; she talked a great deal about the court and the
princesses, and told me that the Princess Mary wished
to make my acquaintance. I wished very much to see
Windsor, Miss Townsend, who was governess at the
Castle, offered to receive us there, and the party was
arranged; they were good enough to allow me to take
my little daughters with me. Miss Uptor accompanied
us,

Princess Mary received us very kindly. When I



04 MEMOIRS OF THE

heard that the King of England was going to walk on
the terrace, 1 expressed a great desire to see him.
Princess Mary assured us that we could ‘do so without
infringing the rules of etiquette.

When George III. saw Miss Townsend, he came up
to us, and asked me if I were any relation to the
Maréchal Duc de Biron. I replied that he was my
husband’s uncle. He looked at my two little gisls, saw
that they were twins, and measured them with his cane;
and all this with so much kindness and good nature
that it banished all the stiffness pertaining to courts, and
put me quite at my ease. He said to my children, * It
is a pity, Mesdemoiselles, that, as you bear the name
of Biron, you are not boys; the English nation ought
to be very grateful to your family.”

As he saw by my look of surprise that I knew no
reason for this, he said to me, —

“ At the time when the American Revolution broke
out (by the way, one Republic is more than I care to
know about; I do not wish to know two), Admiral
Rodney was arrested in Paris for debt, and an article
appeared in an English paper which was very insulting
to your country, insinuating that as Admiral de Suffren
was not in any respect the equal of Admiral Rodney, the
French, fearing his talent, had taken this method of
making him a prisoner. The Maréchal, indignant at
this insult to France, went straight to Versailles to
entreat Louvis XVI. to permit him instantly to pay
Admiral Rodaey’s creditors, and to give him the satis-
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faction of being able to release the Admiral from his
prison and to set him at liberty, and thus to prove to’
the English nation that Suffren was hoping and expect-
ing to meet him, and that France was incapable of such
baseness. The King not only approved of the step the
Maréchal had taken, but said to him: ‘I envy you for
having had this noble thought; it is quite French, and
- worthy of you! The Maréchal, having had no doubt
of the King’s assemt, had already in his carriage the
sum necessary to pay the Admiral's debts; furnished
with the order of the King, he went himself to open the
prison doors, and Lord Rodney, happy and grateful,
took his departure. A short time after, he was at his
post in the midst of his fleet and officers, who could not
but admire the chivalry of this noble action,”

Scon after our presentation, King George III.
_charged the Duke of Portland to make known-to both
Houses the incident which he had related to us, desit-
ing that a pension should be granted for life to the
nieces of the Maréchal de Biron, as a token of the grati-
tude of the nation. His Majesty’s communication was
- received with great applause; the Duke reported this
to the King, who told him to give us an account of this
outburst of admiration, which was so honourable to our
family. The Duke came to tell us this, still wearing
his court dress just as he had left the council chamber,
and took charge of a letter from me to the King.

At this moment I happen to recall an incident which

will give you an idea of the munificence of the seigweurs
of shat period.
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The Grand Duke and Grand Duchess of Russia, when
they went to travel in foreign countries, took the name
of the Comte and Comtesse du Nord. The Comte wish-
ing to be present at a review of the regiment of French
Guards one day, the Maréchal de Biron offered him his
best horse, which the Comte declared was the best he
had ever ridden. When he reached St. Petersburg, on
his return, the Grand Duke found this same horse, with
three c/kasseurs in the gala livery of the Maréchal, await-
ing him, The first ckassexr, hat in hand, was holding
the bridle; the second, with knee to the ground, pre-
sented the stirrup; while the third held in his hand a
most respectful letter of homage. Such was the polite-
ness of those days.

It was in remembrance of this attention that the Empe-
ror Paul 1. of Russia, many years after, having learned
that the nieces of the Maréchal de Biron were wander-
ing about the Continent seeking a refuge, gave the order
that one should be offered to us in St. Petersburg. We
did not profit by it, however, for my mother only heard
of it in England, and our friends there had already
offered us consolation. '
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CHAPTER 1V.

Departure of M. de Gontaut for France. — Cheltenham and
Wellington. — Madame de Polastron. — My Mother’s Return to.
London. — Politeness of the Prince Regent. — Interview be-
tween Monsieur and Pitt. — Masquerade and Lady Hester
Stanhope. — Mr. Fulton, — Education and Portrait of my
Daughters, -

UPON his return from Scotland, M. de Gontaut began

to hope that he might be able to obtain the
erasure of his name from the proscription list, and
shortly after this hope was fulfilled. Having received
the passports necessary for his journey, he left me with
the friends who had never ceased to lavish upon us
proofs of their affection, and who assured him that
during his absence and that of my mother I should be
most tenderly cared for,

Lady Templeton was planning a trip to Cheltenham,
and I had promised to accompany her; as the doctors
had ordered the waters of Tunbridge for Charlotte,
(This sécond plan was to follow the first) My devoted
friend, Miss Upton, promised to join me there later, and
to spend a part of the winter with me. Her mother, the
Dowager Lady Templeton, held out the hope of coming
herself, as well as Lord and Lady Bristol. As these

journeys would greatly increase our expenses, we de-
YOI, L. — 72
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cided to let our apartment in London until the return of
my mother or of M. de Gontaut. This arrangement,
which we made together, made him much more com-
fortable about leaving England, confiding all those who
were dearest to him to the affection of our friends.
After his departure, my children and I joined Lady
Templeton at Cheltenham.

Lady Templeton possessed to perfection the art of
making home charming; easy and gracious, she was
delighted to have us with her, and looked forward with
great pleasure to this quiet and peaceful life; for though
very amiable, she was rather indolent, and talked very
little.

We portioned. out our hours for the day, in which
music held a great part. - Miss Upton had a delicious
voice, and sang French and Italian songs like an arfisze.
I undertook to do the reading aloud, and we made
ample provision of books. In the evenings, sitting
quietly on the terrace of our pretty house in the moon-
light, — my companions were very fond of this astre de_
mélancolie, — Miss Upton charmed us with her singing,
We promised ourselves a great deal of this pleasure in
our solitude a trois.

Miss Upton was very warm-hearted, and she was de-
voted to me. I was very grateful for this, and greatly
touched by it; but it was not given to every one to be
able to appreciate this really admirable woman. She
detested society; and eager as she was to please®those
whom she liked, she took no pains to conceal her abso-
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lute indifference to all the rest of mankind. In our
solitude she was charming, witty, and piguante; but
fond as I was of her, I could not but feel grieved at the
dislike she showed to certain persons who were not in
her set, and who tried to show me kindness. This was
the shadow which sometimes clouded .the brightness
of our friendship. For instance, one day at breakfast I
received a letter from Lady Mornington, the sister-in-
Iaw of the Marquis of Wellesley, recommending to my
kind offices her brother-in-law, Arthur Wellesley, who
was coming to Cheltenham to rest on the laurels he
had been gaining in India. “ He knows nobody,” wrote
Lady Mornington, “ and it will be a charity if you will
pay him some attention; so I trust him to your kind-
ness and your friendship for me.”

He was to arrive that very day; and in visiting me
he would have the pleasure also of making the acquaint-
ance of Lady Templeton and Miss Upton.

Nothing on earth would have induced me to fail in
honouring this recommendation of my friend. ‘I an-
nounced my intention of setting off at once to find
this person, who was brother or brother-in-law to all
the Wellesleys, of whom I was very fond. My com-
panions, however, were very far from sharing my enthu-
siasm. Lady Templeton’s indolence took alarm; and
Miss Upton's jealousy awoke. ‘They were both greatly
disturbed at the idea of kaving this man, whom nobody

knew, imposed upon them. It would be a horrible bore,”
they said; and thereupon discord arose between us,



100 MEMOIRS OF THE

reminding me of the fable of my childhood: * Des
poules vivaient en paix, un cog survint,” etc.

Without listening to their grumbling, however, I set
off for the pump-room to look for the new arrival.
With great difficulty I at length succeeded in persuading
Miss Upton to accompany me. 1 prbceeded straight to
the pump-room, where I went to look at the list of
arrivals. I found the name of Wellesley, and read it
aloud, so that Miss Upton could hear it; but she did
not say a word. A stranger, standing beside me, was
also reading the list; he put his finger upon a name,
smiled, and locking at me, said, “ Madame de Gontaut.”
Nothing could be more piquant: we had never met,
and yet we knew each other at once.

Miss Upton would have been glad to slip away, but
there was no escape for her. I set Mr, Wellesley at
ease by proposing to introduce him to Lady Templeton,
and I presented him to Miss Upton forthwith; but my
disdainful compénion would not open her lips. We set
off on our way home; he offered me his arm and I ac-
cepted it, when all at once my garter dropped off and
fell at Mr. Wellesley’s feet. Fancy losing one’s garter
in a public street, in broad daylight, and in England
of all places in the world! I must confess that I was
covered with blushes. He picked it up, and with a gra-
cious smile and an air of perfect breeding, said, ** If ever
there were occasion to say, * Honni soit qui mal y pense)
this is i.”

Miss Upton whispered in my ear, * How fortunate
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that it was a new one!"” I replied: “I should think so,
indeed.” )

My introduction was made; Lady Templeton re-
signed herself, Miss Upton came round by degrees, and
as for me, I did my best for the entertainment of our
agreeable guest, After the first few minutes of awkward-
ness, Mr, Wellesley grew confidential, and informed me
that he considered himself very fortunate to find at
Cheltenham a lady of whom he had heard so much
from all his family. Lady Templeton invited him to
come and dine with us every day. Miss Upton sang,
and he was charmed with her voice. I found his frank-
ness and straightforwardness delightful. He told us
about India, but he never spoke of his victories, of which
all our letters were full; but he allowed us to. question
him, and the stories which we beguiled this man, who
had gained so much distinction, into telling us, went
straight to our hearts.

During one of our walks he confided to me a trouble
which was disturbing him greatly; but I will give it in
his own words: —

“In a few days I shall leave Cheltenham on account
of a very grave matter which will decide my whole fu-
ture life. When I was vefy young I became attached
to a2 Miss Packenham, a very nice person, pretty and
sweet, and we became engaged. We were both very
young. I had an ardent desire to enter the army, and I
was obliged to leave her, though we both cherished the
hope of being one day reunited. VYears passed, and
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in the mean time Miss Packenham had the small-pox.
She wrote to me that, remembering our promise, she
must warn me that she had lost.her beauty. It ap-
peared that the small-pox, while destroying her beauty,
had not deprived her of her memory.” His manner of
saying this was so peculiar and so like him that I could
not help laughing. * But she has my promise, and my
honour demands that Ishould keep it; it was rather fine
of her, too, to write to me with so much simplicity and
truth. So I shall start for Ireland at once; I have very
little time to lose. Perhaps I shall come back this way,
alone or with her.”

He went, and they returned together, she in the car-
riage alone, and he on the box.

My protégé of Cheltenham became — the Duke of
Wellington! My father's protégé at the Ecole militaire
was — the Emperor Napoleon !

After our stay at Cheltenham and a pleasant winter
at Tunbridge with the family of Lord and Lady Bristol,
the Dowager Lady Templeton, and my dear Sophie
Upton, 1 went to make a visit at Bulstrode, where 1
always liked to stay with my dear Lady Charlotte Gre-
ville and her good sister, Lady Mary Bentinck. I was
obliged to pass through London, and there I found a
letter from my mother, who wrote despondingly with
regard to her own health and the condition of her cou-
sin in London. She urged me to come and take her
place beside this poor cousin, whom she lamented not
being able to nurse. I found her suffering and greatly
changed, only the shadow of her former self,
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The time has now come, my dear children, when it is
necessary to tell you the whole truth concerning this
poor Madame de Pplastron, who has been sometimes
severely judged, rarely pitied, and who has always been
very unhappy. Do not judge her harshly, but hope,
as I do, that the mercy of God will be granted to her
who has suffered so much.

Louise de Lussan d’Esparbés lost her mother very
shortly after her birth. . The Comtesse d’Esparbés, with
her husband’s consent, confided to the care of my grand-
mother this child, for whose sake she regretted that her
life should be cut short. The little Louise was received
with tenderness, and was affectionately cared for by
my mother, who was some years older than she, The
Comte d’Esparbés, who was young and rather gay,
was very glad to be relieved of the »6/e of guardian to a
young girl,

When Louise was twelve years old, it became neces-
sary to put her into a convent for the period of her first
communion, according to the custom of the time.
M. d’Esparbés was consulted, and he gave his prefe-
rence for the convent of Panthemont, saying that * this
convent would be his choice, as every one whom he
knew had been educated there.” My grandmother felt
that a less worldly retreat would have been better.

Louise, good, gentle, and timid, became the favourite
pupil of the nuns at Panthemont. Although she was
quite happy there, she looked back with regret to the
days spent with my grandmother and my sweet mother.
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When Louise had reached her seventeenth year, M.
d’Esparbés began to think about marrying his daughter,
who was a good match, and who was already being
talked of in society. The Duchesse de Polignac, gox-
vernante of the Children of France, had thought of her
for her brother, the Vicomte de Polastron. She spoke
of this marriage to M. d’Esparbés with such perfect
grace and charm that he agreed without difficulty to
everything the Duchesse said, even promising his
daughter’'s consént.

It seems that at this period young girls never
thought it possible that they should oppose themselves
to their father’s will, which once expressed was for them
an accomplished fact.

It was agreed that the Vicomte de Polastron should be
presented to Mademoiselle d'Esparbés by the Duchesse
de Polignac, who came to the convent for the interview.
Louise dared not raise her eyes to her suitor’s face, and
he, on his side, took very good care not to speak; so it
was left for the Duchesse to say, with a charming smile:
“Now that everything is settled, and #kz young people
like eack other, we must begin to make preparations for
the marriage. It will take place at Versailles. I have
obtained the position of lady-in-waiting to the Queen
for my charming sister-in-law, with an apartment in the
'palace. We shall be always together; she shall be not
only a sister to me, but a cherished child. I love to
think that with us she cannot fail to be happy.” M.
d’Esparbés took very good care to express no doubt of

this.
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The Vfcomte de Polastron, then Lieutenant-Colonel,
was promoted to the rank of colonel, at the request of
M. d’Esparbés, It was settled that he should take com-
mand of his new regiment on the day of his marriage,
and should not return to Versailles until a year later,
In those days, this was often the way young couples
made each other's acquaintance.

My mother, who idolised Louise, promised that she
would be with her as much as possible, that she would
be present at her marriage and at her presentation at
court. In short, she did her utmost to keep up her
courage, for she had read that gentle spirit, and had
seen that the splendours held out before her had not
the power to dazzle her. The marriage was celebrated
rather quietly, only a few persons being present. The
Duchesse de Guiche, daughter of the Duchesse de
Polignac, who was sweet, gay, charming, and very kind-
hearted, was full of attention for the young girl. M. de
Polastron took his departure as soon as the ceremony
was completed. He seemed to Louise rather simple,
withdrawing into the background, and greatly occupied
with his d%u# before the regiment of which he was
about to take command.

Then came the preparations for the presentation;
Mesdemoiselles Bertin and Léonard were set to work,
Vestris was summoned, and began his instructions, The
young débutante must learn to enter and leave the
room, to bow and to courtesy, to make a feint of kiss-
ing the hem of the Queen’s robes.
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“Let us suppose this is the place you are to occupy,
Madame. When her Majesty approaches in order to
embrace you, you must appear to be overwhelmed
with gratitude, and must try to take her hand, which
she will withdraw. Remember that all this must be
accomplished with perfect grace, with your elbow well
rounded. Remember that all eyes will be upon you,
and that Vestris pére is your master,”

The Duchesse de Polignac, accompanied by her
" daughter, the Duchesse de Guiche, and my mother,
presented the bride. The presentation took place on
Sunday at noon, after the King’s mass, in the large
apartments, before the Princes, their households, and
all the court. The Duchesse de Polignac and her
daughter had never looked more beautiful, my mother
never had been prettier. Louise, pale and trembling,
ready to faint from sheer terror, had forgotten her
gratitude, had forgotten to make her courtesy, to kiss
the hem of the robe, — had forgotten everything, in
short.

A murmur of admiration greeted the two duchesses;
of the bride they spoke in whispers. The Queen ap-
proached to embrace her, but she remained motionless
and awkward. Every one perceived it and remarked
upon it, and she heard them. One person alone thought
her timidity interesting, one person alone felt compas-
sion for her. It was the Comte d’Artois. She per-
ceived this at a glance, and would have given worlds
to have been able to say, “ Monseigneur, I am suffering,
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and you alone understand it. Monseigneur, you were
not so cruel as to laugh when I was ready to faint with
terror and shame, Oh, may Heaven bless you for it!”

The following day, at the Duchesse de Polignac’s,
she was left.to herself, for she had been a failure. The
Comte d’Artois approached her, and spoke kindly to
her. His gracious and encouraging words overwhelmed
her too much to permit her to respond; and this was
generally remarked, for nothing ever passes unobserved
‘among courtiers.

Madame de Polastron was very agreeable, without
being pretty; her figure was slender and supple, and
her expression was mournful and touching. She was
too timid to speak very loud; but her voice had a won-
derful charm, and she expressed herself with simplicity
and grace. She was neither humble nor arrogant, but
was very retiring; and to know her it was necessary to
make an effort to draw her out.

The Prince, who had felt compassion for her, sought
her out and made this effort.

The Comte d'Artois was at that time the idol of that
graceful and frivolous court; amiable, gay, and incon-
stant, he was the life and soul of it. Accustomed to
easy conquests, he experienced in the presence of
Madame de Polastron a new sentiment, the nature of
which he did not understand; this sincere modesty
inspired him with a certain respect, which he frankly
avowed, and he even said, with a sweet smile, “You

. overawe me, Madame.”
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The sudden and entire change in the habits of the
Comte d’'Artois was commented upon by every one,
He spent all his evenings in the apartments of the
Duchesse de Polignac, and declared too openly that
they were the happiest moments of his life. The
Queen, delighted at seeing him oftener, told him how
pleased she was; but it was not fong before malevo-
lence opened the sovereign's eyes. Speaking one day
to Madame de Polastron of her apartment, she said:
“You must take care, Louise; the gratings of the
Duchesse de Navailles are no longer there.” . '

The poor, innocent young thing did not understand
what the Queen had said aloud, and what every one else
repeated in whispers.

My mother loved her and watched over her, but her
limited experience could not enlighten her, either with
regard to the dangers or the sentiments of her cousin;
married herself for several years, but gntirely devoted
to the cates of her family, she knew but little of the
world, which she viewed only through the prison of her
own innocence and purity.

My mother often met the Comte d’Artois at the
Duchesse de Polignac’s, and she had observed his re-
gard for Louise; feeling that she merited it by her noble
and simple conduct, she would have felt as though she
were committing a sin if she had attached to this regard
the slightest suspicion of gallantry.

M. de Polastron returned from his regiment, and

another room was added to the apartment of his wife,
L]
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Far from being dazzled by the position at court of his
sister, entirely insensible to the charms of his wife, he
bitterly regretted his regiment, found himself bored at
Versailles and even at Paris, and took no pains to con-
ceal the fact. He was not liked, because he had the
singular perversity of not trying to make himself agree-
able; and thus passed the second year of Madame de
Polastron’s marriage. _ _

She had a son, to whom Louis XVI, and the Queen
stood as sponsors; they named him Louis. This great
happiness reconciled Louise to life, which hitherto, as
she said, had had but few charms for her,

Louise, growing more accustomed to the great world,
gradually became less timid. She was always good and
modest, and as she made more efforts to please, people
recognised the improvement in her, and she was much
- more sought after. As the Comte d’Artois got into
the habit of seeing her constantly, he became bolder;
he ventured to make her understand that in order to
obtain her approbation, no sacrifice would be too great
for him, and so on,— in short, all the commonplace
phrases of the man of gallantry were brought into
play. Poor Louise, to whom this language was entirely
new, was greatly touched by it; and perhaps the Prince
himself meant it all in good faith, However that may
have been, Louise believed in him. He ventured to
write to her. Louise, greatly agitated, confided in my
mother, who, terrified at this first step, induced her to
send Jack the letter. Louise, who was as pure as an
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angel, opened her heart to her sister-in-law and to the
Queen, who permitted her to establish herself at Paris,
and to come to Versailles only for those days when she
was in waiting. Her departure was a source of regret
in the circle of her intimate friends, and was an event
for the courtiers; and very soon all Paris was filled with
the news that Madame de Polastron was exiled, and
Monseigneur was in despair.

The Comte d'Artois was dejected and hurt by this
removal which the Queen had sanctioned; ; the more
obstacles he encountered, the more ardently he tried
to overcome them. He took care to let Louise know
that he would seize every opportunity to meet her, that
even if he could not speak to her he would see her at
any price.

My mother had a box at the Opéra, in the first tier
above the stage. The Comte d'Artois knew her day
for visiting the theatre. He left Versailles with the
Chevalier de Crussol, went to Saint Cloud, where he
left his carriage, taking a fiacre instead, and disguised
himself in every possible way, with a huge powdered
wig, an embroidered cravat, a redingote, and a three-
cornered hat He arrived at the Opéra. The play had
begun; they went into the parterre, which at that time
was very cheap, and had only standing-room. Their
entrance made a great commotion, and they 1ooked up
and discovered Madame de Polastron and my mother,
In spite of his great wig, the Comte d’Artois was recog-
nised; people made way for him; they formed a circle



DUCHESSE DE GONTAUT. : Iz

round him, and he found himself alone in the centre of
the crowd with the Chevalier de Crussol. One forward
person penetrated his incognito, and cried out, «“ Make
room for Monseigneur!” The others laughed and
applauded. There was nothing left for him to do but
to throw aside hat and wig, to laugh, and make his
escape. The French populace adores good nature; at
that time the Princes were very popular, so they joined
in the laugh, and the whole audience applauded. Louise
fled into the back of the box and hid herself, over-
whelmed with shame. My mother was furious.

Lauise passed several years in imploring from Heaven
peace for her weary spirit, and strength to resist all
temptation that could disturb that peace. But evil
times were approaching. Every one was rallying around
the court; Louise returned thither also; it was not a
time for gallantry now, —it was a time for alarm and
foreboding.

Do not fear, my children, that you will find here a
repetition of what 1 have already told you; I shall
simply indicate the dates, which are indispensable in
order t3 follow the thread of the facts as they recur to
my memory,

It was now 1789, at the period when the States-Gene-
ral constituted themselves a National Assembly, and
arrogated to themselves the possession of all powers.
It is from this that the Revolution may be dated, The
French, the faithful friends of the King, grouped them-
selves'around the throne, of which even then only a
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shadow remained. Every day brought a fresh misfor-
tune. Presently the Bastille was taken, and on the sixth
of October the royal family left Versailles and were car-
ried into Paris. The Duchesse de Polignac and her
family had been obliged to fly from the fury of the
mob. Madame de Polastron joined the Queen, who
commanded her to return to my mother, and advised
her to join the Duchesse de Polignac as soon as she
could manage to escape from France. M. de Polastron
was with his regiment, thinking he might be useful
there.

The alarm became general; people flocked to the
frontier, hoping by the force of numbers to be able to
save the King and France; it was thus that the emigra-
tion of all the nobility began.

Already the Comte d'Artois had proclaimed the
Prince de Condé, whose name in itself was a rallying
point for all, general-inchief of the coalition of the
nobles; the Ducs d’Angouléme, de Berry, de Bourbon,
and d’Enghien were to serve under his orders. The
courageous deeds of the army of Condé will be handed
down to posterity.

- Money was wanting, and the Princes could not obtain
even that which was due to them; they had already
sold their last diamonds; terror had seized upon all
hearts, but self-devotion still existed, Louise was in-
spired with enthusiasm. To assist the Comte d’Artois
became her sole hope, her one idea. Her grandfather
was rich, and still in possession of her dowry. She

”
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went on her knees to him td induce him to give it to
her, describing to him graphically the position of the
Princes and the army. The good man gave her all he
could, and borrowed also immense sums of the farmers-
general, who were at that time still millionnaires.
Louise, happy and hopeful, departed loaded with gold,
with her son, her maid, and a faithful servant. After
many difficulties and dangers, she at length succeeded
in passing the frontier; but then she no longer knew
where to turn her steps. She dared not make inquiries,
and trembled at the thought of mentioning the man
for whom she had never ceased to pray. At last she
reached the army of Condé; then, in her happiness, she
no longer thought of concealment —to find Monsei-
gneur represented salvation to her. Poor Louise! What
a sensation her arrival created! Every one flocked
~ round her carriage, and recognised her. Monseigneur

did not understand at once what had brought her, and
questioned her; astonished at finding so much devotion,
resolution, and courage in that timid soul, he was
greatly touched, and overwhelmed with gratitude, But
al;eady he foresaw for her the consequences of her
imprudence. He' thanked her in ke name of all for
the assistance she had afforded them, and then, taking
off his hat, he respectfully asked what her orders were.
There was a profound silence; every one uncovered,
following his example. Louise, who had grown calmer,

perceived what was expected of her.
VoL L—8
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# To find some shelter,” she said, — ** a hut, a bed of
straw, but far away and alone.”

They gave her an escort, and she departed, with a
heart full of gratitude for having been able to render a
service to Monseigneur; but she soon had reason to
fear that she had purchased this happiness at the price
of eternal shame, for as she drove away she heard a
name :.applied to her by the crowd to which public
opinion gave only too much credence.

Poor unhappy Louisel Even while admiring the
loftiness of her attachment, they believed that she had
sacrificed her honour.

Madame de Polastron found her sister-in-law at
Turin; they travelled together to Germany, where they
separated. Madame de Polignac went to Russia, and
the little colony of women turned in the direction of
Coblentz, where we shall find them again.

After Coblentz, of which I have already spoken, we
approached France. We heard the guns of Thionville,
we found ourselves in the midst of a retreat, and we
separated from the others, my mothér and I to go into
Holland, the rest of the colony to Mittau. It was there
that the Duchesse de Polignac welcomed back her
desolate family. Lounis XVIIIL. and the Princes were at
Mittau. After the death of the beautiful and unfortu-
nate Duchesse de Polignac, the Princes went to Scot-
land. Louis XVIIL was not permitted to accompany
his brother thither.” He kept with him the Dauphin
and the Dauphiness.

-
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It was in Scotland, therefore, that my mother met her
cousin again; but now she was sad and unhappy, for she
felt that she was more than ever compromised. She
shrank from observation; she was no longer the timid
débutante, but a woman stained in her own eyes and
in those of the world; but, alas! only through too great
self-devotion. My mother was in despair; but sweet
and loving as she was by nature, she felt compassion for
her unhappy cousin, and devoted herself to her.

A year passed thus in Scotland, and after the depar-
ture of my mother for Paris, and that of Monsieur
for London, I did not see my cousin again until two
years later, on my return from Tunbridge, I was
greatly shocked at finding her changed almost beyond
recognition. The people about her did not seem to
me to realise her condition; her incessant cough and
the low fever hanging about her were only too well-
known symptoms. She was badly lodged, with Madame
de Lage and Madame de Poulpry; but her little salon -
was nevertheless the rendezvous of the Prince’s circle.
He played whist there every evening with the Comte
de Vaudreuil, the Maréchal de Vioménil, the Duc and
Duchesse de Coigny, the Duc and Duchesse de Gram-
mont and their daughters, and many other émigrés.
The Duc de Berry often came there. Monsieur was °
then leading a life which suited him admirably. He
exerted himself to make these soirdes agreeable.

" T had been hardly a week in London before I realised
fully the condition of Madame de Polastron. I spoke
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about her to her physician, who scemed to me rather
indifferent. He was called Father Elisée. 1 wrote to
my mother how anxious I felt, and she replied by urg- *
ing me to watch over my poor cousin, and closed her
letter by recommending to me not only her health, but
more particularly the care for her soul. As my grand-
mother was very ill, she could not possibly leave her.

I have often observed that the persons who are most
attached to an invalid are generally the ones who are
most blind to the patient’s danger. No one would be-
lieve there was any danger for poor Louise; she never
complained ; she would not for the world have interfered
with those evenings which Monsieur enjoyed so much,
* And besides,” they said, “ where would she be any
better off ?” Monseigneur was blind; comparing each
day with the previous one, he could see no difference.
Her salon in the evening was stifling, her bedroom cold
and badly situated, with a northern aspect.

I talked about these things constantly, and only
succeeded in making myself a bore to every one; but
I would not allow myself to be discouraged. I urged

_that another physician might be called in besides this
father, who only ordered #fsames and hoped for spring
weather. T did succeed in getting another and more
spacious apartment, and I hoped for some improvement,

" in which every one joined me, for she was greatly be-

loved; but they all found it easier to make no change
in their usual habits, for friendship is as selfish as love,
and both are equally blind.
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The slow fever increased, and I could see that Louise
longed for my mother. I encouraged her to confide in
me, and she did so at last. Thinking as I did that the
treatment was not what it should be, I urged her to
consult the physician of King George IIL. It was the
one I had had for my children and who was said to be
very skilful, Sir Henry Halford.

“I should like to try him,” she said, “but it would
make Monsieur uneasy. Besides, he is accustomed
to this man, and nothing would be more disagreeable
to him than to make a change; he will never consent to
it” I assured Madame de Polastron that if I told Mon- -
sieur that my mother advised it, he would consent. I
did so, and gained his consent.

Sir Henry was called in. He made a thorough
examination of the poor invalid, questioned her, and
seemed to be interested in her condition. She was
greatly touched, and asked him to come often. He
promised her that he would. He said to me as he was
leaving the room, —

“I wish to speak to that gentleman downstairs; I
must speak to some one about this poor patient of mine.”
. Monsieur was expecting him. Sir Henry asked me
to remain during the interview, fearing that he might
not speak French well enough to be understood, and
then he said,—

“ Monsieur, the patient whom I have just seen is in
the last stage of consumption, and I greatly fear that it
is too late to do anything for her; but if there is any
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one who is interested in this lady, I must say to him
that there is not a day to be lost.”

Monsieur turned deathly pale. )

“Every one is interested in her,” he said, greatly:
shocked. * Tell me what is to be done. Do anything
in the world to save herl” -

“In the first place, the Vicomtesse must be taken to
the country and lodged near a stable for cows; and it
must be done immediately, for she is already raising
blood. And more than this, she must have perfcct'
quiet, no agitation at all.”

Sir_Henry took upon himself to find such an estab-
lishment, and promised to come every day. He had -
seen and understood the anguish of * this good Mon-
sieur,” for whom he felt compassion. Sir Henry’s words |
had cut him to the heart, and his eyes were opened at
last. He understood all that poor Louise had suffered .
without a complaint or a single reproach. He was in
despair, and I could not but pity him. It was agreed
that he should not allow her to see how anxious he was
until she was established at Brompton.

Then began for me a cruel task,— that of withdrawing
Monsieur from his poor victim. I spoke of his honour;
he understood me, and resigned himself.

I devoted myself to my work, doing my best not to
startle Louise; and for the sake of my mother she at
length consented to let me read her thoughts. I suc-
ceeded in soothing the poor troubled spirit, and gained
what I ardently desired, — permission to admit to our
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readings and conversations an ecclesiastic more en-
lightened than 1, and one who would know how to point
out to her the true remedy for the soul. I could see
that she wished for this as much as I did, but that she
' feared to make Monsieur anxious, I promised to speak
to him in the name of my mother, and soon I was able
to announce to her that I had met with no opposition
from him. Monsieur was willing that Madame de
Polastron should see the Abbé de Latil, since she desired
. it. He was summoned. When he spoke to her of the
Divine Goodness, she seemed to suffer less. Nothing
could be more touching than these conversations of a
compassionate ecclesiastic with a poor penitent return-
ing submissively to the Heavenly Father. But he
demanded one sacrifice of her,— that she should not
see Monsieur again, She yielded, asking only that she
might see him in the hour of death. .

She had a favour to ask, she said. - She confided this
to the Abbé, who gave his consent.

M. de Latil considered it necessary to speak frankly
to Monsieur concerning his relations with Madame de
Polastron, and the scandal to which they had given rise.
He did not ask for a public reparation, but he made him
feel that it would be better for him to go away until that
hour which was only too rapidly approaching. Monsieur
understood the gravity of ‘the present situation; he was
suffering greatly, and he submitted to whatever M. de
Latil thought fit to impose, .

“ A temporary absence,” said the Abbé, 1T eatreat
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Monsieur to go into the country, He shall see out
poor penitent once more; she desires it herself, for she
has one word to say to him, one favour to ask, but thig
can only be at the last hour.”

- The Abbé spoke peremptorily., Mohseigneur, feel
ing that it was only right that he should bear it,
consented to go, and to wait until he should be sum-
moned by the Abbé.

The condition of the patient grew worse. Feeling
-that she was losing her strength, she asked M. de Latil
to call in her friends, who had not ceased to show their
interest in her, and her servants, who-loved her,

In a low and trembling voice Madame de Polastron
asked pardon of them all for the scandal she had
caused, blaming herself in simple and touching words.
She thanked her friends who had not.turned away from :
her. Then— poor Louise! —she tried to say a word
of tenderness to all, leaving to each a little souvenir,
with an excuse for its want of value, for she possessed
nothing. The Abbé announced that the supreme
moment had come, and that, the sick woman being
prepared - for it, he was about to administer the last
rites. All knelt beside .the bed; the priest made a
touching exhortation, and recited the prayers for the
dying. She responded at the moment of the com-
munion and of extreme unction with touching piety.
She expressed to M. de Latil her gratitude for his
goodness to her. Then they brought in her son, who
was in college. She talked to him for some time, and
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recommended him to the Duchesse de Coigny, whose
mother, Madame d’Andlau, was formerly Mademoiselle
de Polastron.

The invalid was exhausted by this time, and every
one withdrew. ' Only the Abbé de Latil remained pray-
ing beside her.

The next morning Madame de Polastron was very ill,
and Sir Henry ordered perfect quiet. She wished to
see me, to talk to me of my mother, and they allowed
me to see her. She was calm and tender, but she
often grew drowsy.

Her agitation increased. Sir Henry announced that
death was approaching, and the Abbé sent to summon
Monsieur. He had returned to London, and was await-
ing this summons in great anguish of mind.

They opened the doors of the salo#. Monsieur did
not venture to approach. I was beside her, holding
her hand, and I could feel how she trembled, She saw
Monsieur; he started forward. “ Do not come nearer!”
said the Abbé, in a firm tone. Monsieur dared not cross
the threshold of that room. -

Her agitation and restlessness increased. She raised
her hands to heaven and said: “ A favour, Monsieur,
grant me one request: Give yourself to God, sur-
render yourself entirely to God!” He fell on his knees
and said: “As God is my witness, I swear it!” She
repeated again, * Entirely to God1”

Her head fell against my shoulder; that word was
the last she uttered, —she had ceased to breathe. Mon-



122 MEMOIRS OF THE

sieur raised his hands to heaven and uttered a horrible -
cry. They shut the doors, and we all fell on our knees
and prayed.

They say that Monsieur’s devoted fricnds took him
back to that house in the country where he had spent
that cruel week of exile which the Abbé Latil had
imposed.!

After the sad scenes of which I have just told you,
my dear children, 1 felt myself in need of repose. I
sought it with my dear friends Lady Charlotte Greville
and Lady Mary Bentinck, and with them my sad heart
found rest and peace.

1 was very happy at Bulstrode; this pleasant home
was particularly attractive that year. Lady Charlotte

1 This 15t of May, 1853, I read the * Histoire de la Restauration,” a
book as eloquent as it is interesting. In the second volume, pages Br
and 82, I find the life and death of Madame de Polastron described ; and
it pains me to sce that the story is not exact, —a fact, however, which I
can easily explain.

M. de Lamartine was still 2 child during Madame de Polastron’s life,
and could not have been more than ten or eleven years old at her death.
Of those who were present at that time, there are still living only 2 woman
of ninety, Madame de Poulpry [who died in 1834), and myself, a0 octo-
genarian, who, with all the infirmities of age, bave the advantage of still
being able to recall the past as one remembers in one’s youth what bas
happened the day before. I declare that the story I have just written
is troe in every particular ; bt I ask of M. de Lamartine permission to
copy the following passage, which is just, and as tonching as it is true :

*The Comte d’Artois on his knees repeated this oath to hey departed
spirit, and he kept it during a long life till he went to his grave, although
he was young, handsome, a prince, and a king.”

Louis de Polastron, son of M. and Madame de Polastron, entered the
army as soon as he was old enough. Lieutenant of an English regiment
of cavalry, be was sent to Gibraitar, where be died that same year of
yellow fever.
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bhad given birth to a daughter who afierwards became
the charming and lovely Lady Ellesmere. I received
her in my arms at her birth. My dear danghters were
happy also in this lovely place, where I spent a great
part of the summer.

In the autumn my mother sent me the very sad tid-
ings of my grandmother’s death, but gave me, by way
of consolation, the hope of having her with me again
soon.

At the time when M. de Gontaut had been obliged to
leave us, he had been informed that his presence was
necessary to facilitate the removal of the sequestration
from his estates in the south of France. His whole
fortune then consisted only of the sum placed in
the English Funds, and we felt it prudent to con-
tinue to practise the strictest economy in our small
establishment.

The happy event at Windsor of which I have told
you had trebled our income; and when I returned to
London to await my mother’s arrival, I was able to
resume my house and live there, and with her I could
not be otherwise than happy. *

My mother wished to share with me the care of my
daughters’ education. Their lessons and their walks
occapied our mornings; but in the evenings I could
enjoy with a good conscience all the amusements which -
the society of our dear friends procared for me.

Lady Clarendon lived close by, and it was very rarely
that she neglected to inquire if I could make use of her
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or her carriage in any way during the day. My Scot-!
tish friends, Lady Hampden, Lady Wedderburne, and|
Lady Hope, had just established themselves in London;
Lord Somerville and his two sisters, Lady Mary and
Lady Charlotte, Lord and Lady Templeton, Lord and
Lady Bristol, and Miss Upton were all in London when
I arrived. That year was a very pleasant one for me.

Every fashion becomes a sort of slavery to which one
must submit, even in sensible England. At this time
Mrs. Siddons and her brother, Mr. Kemble, were at the
height of their fame, and Lady Mary, Miss Upton, and
I became absolutely infatuated with them and their
incomparable acting. I preferred the tragedies of
Shakspeare to a ball; I danced badly, but I was a
good listener. However, I often went to Lady Salis-
bury’s assemblies; she was very kind to the French, to
whom she had taken a great fancy, Monsieur could
find a game of whist there always ready for him; the
Prince Regent went there a great deal, and was very
affable. 1 will give you an instance of his extreme
courtesy and good-breeding.

One evening 1 was at Lady Salisbury’s with Lady
Clarendon, who wished to go for a moment to the house
of her sister, I.ady Maryborough; she said she would
come back for me in a few minutes. Not wishing to
keep her waiting, I went down into the vestibule. The
Prince Regent came down, saw me, and asked if he
could serve me in any way. I made a courtesy and
excused myself. “If your carriage has not come yet,
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pray take mine,” he said, offering me his hand. I drew
back, and said very respectfully, but with a negative
gesture, I will wait, Monseigneur, if you please.”

*“ Oh, Madame,” he said with a gracious smile, “if I
venture to offer you my carriage, you may be sure 1
should get up behind.”

At this moment a footman announced to me that
Lady Clarendon’s carriage was waiting for me; he made
his own carriage draw back, and gave me his hand to
assist me into mine, opening the door for me himseif.

Very few sovereigns would have done this at all, and
I know of none who would have done it so gracefully.

After having spent many years at Mittau and in
Sweden, Louis XVIII. wished to be nearer Monsieur,
and he asked for an asylum in England; as king, which
the English ministry declared they could not grant.
This matter was still undecided when suddenly it was
announced that the King of France was in sight of
Yarmouth.

Monsieur rushed to our house, and said: “Pray do
me a service: ask Lord Clarendon at what hour Mr.
Pitt goes to the council at Windsor, and if he starts
from St. James

I hastened to my friend’s, where I found Mr. Pitt
just leaving. I obtained the information I wanted,
which I conveyed to Monsieur. He started off at once,
went straight to the Park, where he waited a long time,
till at last he saw the carriage so long looked for. The
minister jumped into it and drove away. Monsieur
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came up, and by virtue of his rank as Prince com
. manded the coachman to stop, opened the door, got ir
and ordered the postilion to go on.

The minister started up. “ Monseigneur is éoing t
Windsor?” he said, in alarm.

“No, but I must speak with you.” And he added witl
a smile, “ You have tried to avoid me; but I am sure wi
shall soon come to an understanding.”

The interview was a long one. Monsieur, quite satis
fied that the minister was well disposed towards him, a
length stopped the carriage, and got out alone on th
high road at a late hour and many miles from London
Mr. Pitt was greatly disturbed at this, and that sam
evening he went to Monsieur’s house to inform him tha
the Duke of Buckingham would lend to the Comte 4
Lille one of his mansions, which would be ready fo
his reception the next day, and that afterwards the King
himself would decide as to the course he would take.

Monsieur went to Yarmouth to receive his brother
accompanied by the Duc d’ Orléans, the Comte de
Beaujolais, the Prince de Condé, and the Duc de
Bourbon, They tried to persuade the King to go tc
Scotland ; but he refused, and the Duke of Buckingham
offered him his estate of Goldenfield, in Essex, which he
accepted.

The commander of the port had been ordered to pay
all the honours to the King compatible with his incog-
nito, and to permit him to do as he pleased.

Several months later the King leased the house
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called Hartwell, which he occupied with the Duc and
Duchesse d'Angouléme. Monsieur and the Princes
continued to live in London and the neighbourhood, but
they made ffequent visits to Hartwell.

Lady Hampden’s country-seat was not very far from
Hartwell, and I often sPEnt several months of the sum-
mer there, and during this time the King was so kind as
to permit me to dine with him at Hartwell. I often
carried to him the latest society news, and did my best’
to enliven this little court where I was received so
kindly. The King liked occasionally to visit Lady
Hampden’s house, which was very remarkable and con-
tained a fine library, which was placed at his disposal.

The name of Mr. Pitt recalls to my memory a little
episode of no especial importance, but which I will
relate to you nevertheless, I put down whatever hap-
pens to come into my head, without regard to the order
of events. You wished it to be so, and I am keeping
my word.

You must not judge hastily of customs which are
foreign to you, my dear children. You must not com-
pare and confound innocent masquerades in the salons
of good society with those which are anything but
infantile in Paris.

In England, people mask simply for amusement: ten
or twenty women get together in a group; sometimes
those who are capable of it try to sustain a character,
while the others, as a rule, say nothing. There was a
party of this sortin a magnificent garden splendidly
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illuminated, belonging to a person of my acquaintance,
whose name I cannot now recall. Every one was there;
I went with Lady Clarendon, her sister, the Misses
Somerville, etc. We disguised ourselves as fortune-
tellers. Mrs. Wilmot undertook a part which she
would have sustained with great spirit, if it had not
unfortunately occurred to some one to have a donkey, a
veritable donkey with his pannier, in our group! It so
happened that the music frightened the donkey, and he
began to bray with such persistency that Mrs. Wilmot -
could not utter a single sentence. We were greeted
with shouts of laughter, and nothing was left for us but
to hide our mortification as best we might But this
was not all. Just as we were leaving, Mr. Pitt brought
up to Mrs. Pole his niece, Lady Hester Stanhope, and
begged her to act as chaperon, as it was the young
lady's first appearance in society. This proved to be a
matter of some difficulty, for Lady Hester seemed at
first to be in a very bad temper. Her uncle’s introduc-
tion seemed to displease her, However, there was
nothing for her to do but to join us. She had on a
costume which had nothing feminine about it but the
mask. It was the first time I had seen her; she seemed
to me very tall, very thin, very decided, very indepen-
dent When she heard our donkey speaking while we
kept silent, she did not hesitate to say that we were
more stupid than our ass.

Lady Clarendon, anxious to fulfil her duties as chap-
eron, was always running after her, but she could never
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catch her, -When she happened to come anywhere in
our direction she would say to us, “Don’t” bother
yourself about me, I am quite independent!” And
Mrs. Wilmot, our fortune-teller, might have foretold her
future from that one day.

After the death of Mr, Pitt, Lady Hester Stanhope
could not bring herself to settle down quietly to a
peaceful, commonplace existence. She left England,
and established herself on one of the highest mountains
of Lebanon, surrounded by slaves and all the luxury of
life in the East, She was visited there by travellers
who were curious to see her, but they were rarely
admitted, especially English-people. M. de Lamartine
saw her at one time. She was then no longer young,
but was still beautiful,

In order to get any idea of the position assumed by
this extraordinary woman, you should read the admir-
able narrative written about her by M. de Lamartine,

_that great poet of our time, in his book entitled * Lec-
tures pour Tous.,” I will not copy it, but I recommend
you to read it.

One more little anecdote, my children, before I enter
upon a narrative which, belonging - as it. does to the
domain of history, may prove to be beyond my powers.
Great historians have written about this period; some
have treated it admirably, others unjustly, ‘being blinded
by prejudice, and my feeble pen could do justice to
neither the one nor the other. I shall confine myself,

therefore, to describing the part which I have so often
YOL. L. —9
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been called upon to play among the princes who
memory I revere, and among those to whom I ha
been devoted ever since their birth, and shall contin
to be to the day of my death.

But first let me speak here for the last time of n
friend M. Fulton. One evening at the Opera, as
was seated in the box of the Duke of Portland, wi
Lady Mary Bentinck and many others, among the
Lord Clarendon, Louis de La Tour du Pin, etc., I s:
Mr. Fulton below me in the pit. I related his histo
to my friends in a few words, Their curiosity becan
greatly excited. He looked up at me, and they :
begged me to bow to him.graciously, in order to brir
him to the box, where they could make acquaintan
with this man, who was already famous. My America
encouraged by my bow, arose, darted forward, and
a moment he was in the box; without ceremony at
without embarrassment, he grasped my hand in cordi
greeting. “Oh, what a pleasure to meet you her
Mademoiselle Montot!” he cried. “I could hard
believe my eyes.” :

M. de La Tour du Pin, with his sweet and gracio
courtesy, said to him, “ Monsieur is mistaken, f
Madame is the Vicomtesse de Gontaut!” *Oh, de
me! This is too much! She is always changing h
name! It is enough to drive one mad! But, as1 se
these gentlemen are in the secret; and if there is ar
joke about it T should like to laugh too.”

His simple and kindly manner touched me, and



DUCHESSE DE GOUTAUT. I &}

made him sit down beside me, telling him that in a
friendly country I could explain to him the mystery of
Paris, of Calais, and of London. * Qh, now I under-
stand,” he said, “ and I congratulate your husband on
- having a wife who at one time was on the point of turn-
ing my head or of sending me to the devil!” -
This speech amused my friends very much, and they
all welcomed him. I introduced him to Lord Claren-
don, thinking that he might be useful to him: Mr.
Fulton was delighted with this. They saw a great deal
of each other, and before leaving for America he came
to thank me for having procured for him, through Lord
Clarendon, access to ministers and men of science who
could appreciate him, and who even made it possible
for him to make a trial of his steamboat at Paris in
1802. But not finding enthusiasm equal to the great-
ness of his discoveries, he quitted Europe, rather morti-
fied at this lack of interest.
It was this celebrated mechanician who alone disco-
vered the immense power of steam. He constructed in
America the first steamboat, which in 1307 successfully
navigated the Hudson River, He died in 1815.
I have spoken at length of my friends, but not enough.
of my dear daughters. I never spent a day apart from
them. Having educated them with the aid of my
. mother, I had the happiness, I may even say the credit,
of procuring for them the best masters; and the most
skilful _physicians watched over their health. Naldi

taught them music, Deshaies dancing; every year I
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been called upon to play among the princes whose
memory I revere, and among those to whom I have
been devoted ever since their birth, and shall continue
to be to the day of my death.

But first let me speak here for the last time of my
friend Mr., Fulton, One evening at the Opera, as I
was seated in the box of the Duke of Portland, with
Lady Mary Bentinck and many others, among them
Lord Clarendon, Louis de La Tour du Pin, etc., I saw
Mr. Fulton below me in the pit. I related his history
to m'y friends in a few words, Their curiosity became
greatly excited, He looked up at me, and they all
begged me to bow to him.graciously, in order to bring
him to the box, where they could make acquaintance
with this man, who was already famous. My American,
encouraged by my bow, arose, darted forward, and in
a moment he was in the box; without ceremony and
without embarrassment, he grasped my hand in cordial
greeting. “Oh, what a pleasure to meet you here,
Mademoiselle Montot!” he cried. “I could hardly
believe my eyes.” '

M. de La Tour du Pin, with his sweet and gracious
courtesy, said to him, *“ Monsieur is mistaken, for
Madame is the Vicomtesse de Gontaut!” ¢ Oh, dear
me! This is too much! She is always changing her
pame! It is enough to drive one mad! But, as I see,
these gentlemen are in the secret; and if there is any
joke about it I should like to laugh too.”

His simple and kindly manner touched me, and 1
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made him sit down beside me, telling him that in a
friendly country I could explain to him the mystery of
Paris, of Calais, and of London, ‘“ Oh, now I under-
stand,” he said, “ and I congratulate your husband on

- having a wife who at one time was on ‘the point of turn-
ing my head or of sending me to the devill” *

This speech amused my friends very much, and they
all welcomed him. I introduced him to Lord Claren-
don, thinking that he might be useful to him: Mr,
Fulton was delighted with this. They saw a gfeat deal
of each other, and before leaving for America he came
to thank me for having proc.ured for him, through Lord
Clarendon, access to ministers and men of science who
could appreciate him, and who even made it possible
for him to niake a trial of his steamboat at Paris in
1802, But not finding enthusiasm equal to the great-
ness of his discoveries, he quitted Europe, rather morti-
fied at this lack of interest,

It was this celebrated mechanician who alone disco-
vered the immense power of steam. He constructed in
America the first steamboat, which in 1807 successfully
navigated the Hudson River. Ie died in 1813,

I have spoken at length of my friends, but not enough
of my dear daughters. I never spent a day apart from
them. Having educated them with the aid of my

. mother, I had the happiness, I may even say the credit,
of procuring for them the best masters; and the most
skilful physicians watched over their health. Naldi
taught them music, Deshaies dancing; every year I
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tock them to the seaside or to a watering-place, w
they were accompanied by a drawing mistress, '
excellent method, while strengthening their conﬁ
tions, of cultivatir:g their natural talents without fati;
Charlotte even succeeded in painting landscapes in o
and Josephine had a genuine talent for water-colou
An ecclesiastic of great merit spent two years in p
paring them for their first communion,.which they ma
in a little church stili existing in London, where prin:
and kings at different periods have prayed for France

It would be impossible for me to give any idea of {
happiness and delight which my beloved daught
have brought to me.

As for Josephine, if the heart could be palnted, s
would have been the most beautiful of all human cr
tures. Her whole life was one perfect self-sacrifice,
her childhood for her mother and sister, in her marri
life for him whom she so deeply loved. Her death, }
cruel death, gave me the only pang she ever caused 1

Charlotte was an exquisite creatyre, pure as an ang
fearing evil as one fears death, timid, shrinking, a
modest, 1 cannot resist ahticipating ten years. T
admirable man whom God in His goodness gave to 1
dear daughter said to me one day, “ Charlotte
only the tip of one foot on this earth.”

I had an idea of having an angel sculptured, pois
lightly on a terrestrial globe; I would have given }
Charlotte’s pretty profile, and then I should have h
her portrait from hcad to foot.
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At the close of 1813, I was still staying with Lord
Bristol, and we followed together on the maps of the
seat of war the progress of the allied armies, which
marched on with gigantic strides. When I returned to
London, T cannot describe the intereit and excitement
which prevailed; every-.day brought to us some new
story of glory or disaster. It is useless to dwell on them
here, for they are imprinted on every one’s memory;
but I shall never forget one day, when at Lady Claren-
don’s, in an assethbly of distinguished foreigners, min--
isters and ambassadors of different sovereigns, I heard
an eager discussion with regard to the partition of
France as something probable, indispensable even. Oh,
my country ! I cannot express to you how I felt! Not a
word of the Bourbons; that beloved name was spoken
for the first time at Paris in the heart of France, —a
name so thoroughly French that it seemed at last like
the rainbow in the midst of the storm.

“The sword of Bonaparte brought foreigners to Paris; the
sceptre of Louis XVIII. sent them away.

CHATEAUBRIAND, ”
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CHAPTER V.

1814. — M. de Blacas.— Events of 1814, — Entry of the Comte
d’'Artois into Paris.— Entry of Louis XVIIL. into London, and
Return to France, — My Arrival at Paris. — Portrait of Adéle
de Gontaut, —The King at Paris. — Fernand de Chabot, —
The Ministry. — Reception at the Tuileries and Audience of
the King, — Death of my Mother, — Waterloo.

SOME time before the period which we have now

reached, the faithful friend of Louis XVIII., the
Comte d'Avaray, attacked with a fatal malady of the
lungs, was obliged to leave him to go to Madeira: -
This separation was a great grief to the King,/who pos-
sessed the rare virtue of gratitude. He never forgot
that he owed his liberty, perhaps his life even, to Comte
d’Avaray. M. d’Avaray had planned admirably the
flight of the Prince, to whom he had devoted his life,
from the palace of the Luxembourg to Mons.

Before leaving him to start for Madeira, he racked
his memory for a man who might at the moment be
employed as the private secretary of the King. He
remembered then to have met in Germany a gentleman.
bravely bearing haversack and gun, marching with the
crowd, cool and haughty, and holding aloof from in-
timacy with any one. M. d’Avaray was struck with his
proud and dignified aspect, and he asked his name.
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“Blacas d'Aulp,” they told him, “a descendant of
the ancient sovereigns of the South, and entirely with-
out fortune. Nothing more is known of him than this,—
that he has no friends, speaks very little, and has never
deserved the slightest reproach.” M. d'Avaray was
introduced to him, found him intelligent, circumspect,
and discreet; he recommended him to the King,
who charged him with some commissions to foreign
courts, ' )

As he was about to start for Madeira, M. d'Avaray
recalled this man and mentioned him to the King, who,
thinking he might suit him, consented to have him
looked up; he discovered that for several years M. de
Blacas had been travelling in Italy, whither his tastes
for classic research had drawn him. M. d'Avaray wrote
to him to come to Hartwell to take his place as secre-
tary to the King.

I happened to be at Hartwell on the day of M. de
Blacas’ arrival. The King admitted him; when we
went to dine he was placed at- table between the
Duchesse de Narbonne and myself. Thinking his
_silence arose from timidity, we exerted ourselves to put
him at his ease. When we returned to the salom, the
King called the Duchesse de Narbonne to him and
asked her opinion of the new arrival.

“He is superb,” she said, laughing, “ and admirably
fitted for the place for which the King destines him:
he is dumb, as a private secretary ought to be.” The
King frowned; by his expression we could all see that
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the young man had made a good impression, and we
could imagine his future.

His ambition satisfied, M. de Blacas recognised that
still he lacked a home, — for he had not a relasion in -
the world.

The Duc de Berry was strangly attached to the
Comte de La Ferronnays, who had just married the
eldest daughter of the Comtesse de Montsoreau ; he
spent a great deal of his life in the pleasant home of
this family, The Comte de Blacas was admitted there ;
the young sister of Madame de La Ferronnays, who was
gentle, timid, and good, seemed to please him, and to
offer him the advantages which he sought. He was
accepted, and they sent to Provence for the necessary
papers.

During this time, the march of events proceeded.
Bordeaux had declared fot royalty on the 12th of
March. We learned this through a letter from the
Duke of Wellington to Lord Bathurst, Secretary of
State and Minister of War. In imparting this informa-
tion, he added: —

“ Although I abstain from employing foreign influence in
favour of the Royalist party, I think I can best serve it by leav-
ing to this kingdom the honour of recognising its legitimate
sovereign. 1 explained this to the Duc d’Angouléme, and
hope he will hereafter acknowledge the truth of what I have
just told you.”

My intimate acquaintance with the different members
of the aristocracy of all countries, with ministers and
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ambassadors, furnished me with interesting and reliable
details. I often had the pleasure of reporting them at
Hartwell; the King received them graciously, but
nothing ever transpired with regard to them. Louis
XVIIL was prudent and circumspect. As these things -
were not told to me in confidence, I was at liberty to
repeat them, and to give free vent to my own enthu-
siasm as I carried words of hope to the rendezvous at
the house of the Duchesse de Coigny, where I was
received with acclamation.

Pozzo di Borgo, a Corsican by origin, after having been
Napoleon’s friend in childhood, had become his mortal
foe. Accompanying the English who were expelled
from Corsica, he established himself in London, and
became the friend of many friends of mine. Thus I
often met him. He was afterwards aide-de-camp to the
Emperor of Russia. Havirig kept up his connection
with the English minister, his letters grew more and
and more interesting. It was through him that we
learned the most exact details with regard to the re-
gency of Marie Louise, proposed by the Senate and
opposed by the allied sovereigns, who were not satisfied
with it ‘

“That is not enough for so many victories,” they said;
“we must have something more than that. The coali-
tion of victorious sovereigns does not represent a war
against the country which we have entered, — it is a cru-
sade undertaken against the man who desired to invade
every land and to destroy everything, even to the very
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heart of empires. We must have more than a truce;
there can be no solid treaty with such a man, whose vic-
tories are fatal to all countries. We must have a peace
which shall content all parties.”

“No regency,” wrote Pozzo di Borgo, “ no truce; we
must destroy and wipe out all traces of this man.”

Another letter from M. de Talleyrand, of which a copy
was sent to us, spoke of chance as a believer would
speak of Providence. * Chance,” he said, “ in revolutions
offers itself as a solution in the future.”

The Abbé de Montesquiou announced at Hartwell
that the Senate had called to the throne of France Louis
Stanislas Xavier, brother of the late King, and after him
the other members of the Bourbon family, in the former
order of succession.

The Princes felt that it was time for them to return to
their country, — a magic word to their hearts. The Duc -
d’Angouléme started for Spain, and the Duc de Berry
for Jersey, hoping to succeed in reaching Vendée, where
the sacred fire of loyalty to the King still existed. The
Comte d’Artois came one day to announce to my mother
his immediate departure, and his desire to penetrate,
through Lorraine, to the very heart of France. She,
who was both pious, timid, and anxious about her
beloved Prince, entreated him to wear through the dan-
gers which might beset him a small gold cross con-
taining a little bit of the true Cross. He accepted it
with the sweet affectionate smile which was soon to
attach to him so many hearts. *1 will wear it,” he said,
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“but only in the hope that you will come to Paris to
reclaim it.” Alas!| that was not to be for her.

The Prince de Talleyrand had caused a large apart-
ment to-be prepared in his hétel for the gnperor of
Russia, who consented to occupy it. Caulaincourt was
coming there constantly, in the interests of Napoleon,
while in the same hétel MM, de Bruges, de Vitrolles, etc.,
were working ardently for the cause of Louis XVIIL.

The treaty of Fontainebleau of the 11th of April was
announced fo. us, the departure of Marie Louise to
return to her father, and finally the definite resolution
for the expulsion of Napoleon, and the gift which had
been made to him of the island of Elba. Then four
days without a single word! Our anxiety was extreme,
when at length Lady Bathurst was so good as to send
me a letter which her husband had just received. It
ran thus:—

“Try to imagine, if you can, how Paris looks at this moment,
as I write in this beautiful spring sunshine, in the midst of a
dense crowd, — the allied armies dazzling in their gold and silver,
Russians, Prussians, and Austrians, two hundred and fifty thou-
sand men, thirty abreast, ofarching in through one of the magnifi-
cent gates of Louis XIV. on the Boulevards, with drums, music,
flags ; Cossacks calmly parading in the midst of this elegant
throng, who receive them, not as conquerors, but as liberators ;
the streets, balconies, and windows crowded with people. As
each sovereign passes, the women throw themselves at their feet,
clasping their hands and aying: ‘Long live our liberators!
Down with the tyrant] Long live the Bourbons!®

“The women at the windows respond to these cries and
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demonstrations by similar ones. The white cockade appears
everywhere as if by magic, handkerchiefs and dresses even being
torn up to serve as flags. Just now everything is white, emble-
matic of peace, of hope, —of glory, in short. Tell this to our
friend ; it will make her happy, and she will make it known in
the proper quarter.” -

The Comte d’Artois, on leaving England, had gone
in the direction of Nancy, thinking that by following
the route and progress of the allied armies he might
the more easily get into the capital. MM. de Vitrolles,
de Bruges, and all the Royalists ardently desired his pre-
sence. The Senate, hearing of his arrival in France, .
proposed to bestow upon him the title of Lieutenant-
General of the Kingdom. He made no response, but
pursued his journey towards Paris, and at length reached
Livry and the house of Comte Charles de Damas. As
soon as the news of his arrival reached Paris, the whole
population was in ecstasy. High officers, marshals of
the Empire, the nobility, ancient *and recent, historic
names, and the National Guard of Paris on horseback and
on foot, — all, with a single impulse, grouped'themselves
around the Prince, urging him to permit them to escort
him to Paris He consented at length, and set out, sur-
rounded by this noble escort.

Nothing could be more animating than this improvised
procession, guided by individual impulse. At the Porte
St. Denis, as they entered on the Boulevards, the enthu-
siasm was extreme. Only one cry was heard: “Long
live our Princel Long live the French Prince!”
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UYes, my f{riends,”” he replied, “it is only one
Frenchman the more.”

He was, so to speak, swept along to Notre Dame, and
then to the Tuileries, where the white flag was hoisted.
The sovereigns were awamng him there. The Emperor
Alexander then left the Hotel de Talleyrand, and estab-
lished himself at the Elysée.

One day —a great day, which filled my heart with
joy such as comes to us but rarely in a lifetime — I saw
a little carriage, with four post-horses and a white cock-
ade, driving rapidly up‘to the place wher® we held our
- meetings. I was in the street; I darted forward, and
recognised the Comte de Montalembert.

* I have the King’s promise,” he said; *“ he will resist
no longer; to-morrow he will be in London, and very
soon in Paris, where they are expecting him.”

The white cockade had been noticed on his entrance
into London, and a crowd soon surrounded him. They
questioned him, and he was almost carried to our salom,
where he confirmed all our hopes. He had been sent
by the Duc d’Angouléme from Bordeaux to Paris to the
Comte d'Artois, who condescended to confide to him
a glorieus mission, — that which at length decided the
King to leave Hartwell. He told us that the white
flag was already hoisted, and the cockade was almost
de rigueur.

Charged by Louis XVIIL to announce to the Prince
Regent his arrival in London on the following day, his
communication was received with sincere pleasure, and
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the news soon spread throughout the city. Hurrahs
greeted M. de Montalembert’s carriage, as he set out
again for Paris. The crowd did not disperse from the
streets in our quarter of the town, but clamoured for white
cockades. We all set to work; our zeal and enthusiasm
were so great that we threw the cockades out of the
window. In a few hours, as if by magic, all the hats
of men, women, and children, and all the carriages and
diligences, were adorned with the white emblem, and
even carried it to a distance.

The English people are generous; they are quick to

adopt fresh ideas, and they are not inconstant. The
noble and simple conduct of the French dmigrés had
gained the general esteem, and their clergy had won the
veneration of all.
* The Prince Regent wished to receive Louis XVIIL as
a sovereign; but the latter asked fo be allowed to stay
at a modest hotel. He remained in London only one
day, and then proceeded to Paris.

On the glorious day of Louis XVIIL.'s entrance into
London, the Prince Regent went to meet him, sur-
rounded by the Princes his brothers, all on horseback,
escorted by a brilliant body-guard. The whole city was
decorated; the streets, the windows, even the trees in
the Park and Piccadilly, making a veritable amphitheatre,
were in gala attire. The King’s caléche passed along
in the midst of loud huzzahs. He was accompanied
by the Duchesse d’Angouléme; the magnificent cortége
accompanied him as far as the Hotel de Crillon, where
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I bowed over his hand; it was a command, and I
obeyed.

The next morning, when my daughters woke, I told
Josephine of the King’s request and Lady Clarendon’s
offer; and I told Charlotte of the temporary sacrifice
which we must both make. Poor Charlette understood
and sighed. Josephine, always unselfish, was grieved at
leaving bchind her sister, who was the object of her
devoted love. It was a great and painful sacrifice for
me to leave my mother and Charlotte. When M. de
Gontaut, after his name had been erased from the pro-
scription list of the dnigrds, was recalled by his brother
to claim what remained to him of his fortunc in the
South of France, his children were then eight years old;
now they were sixteen. It would have given me great
pride and happiness to have taken them both to their
father.

The moment of separation was a very sad one: was
it a presentiment: My mother held me close in her
arms. “You who are going necd courage,” she said,
“and we who remain need resignation.”

" Thec preparations for departure were quickly made.
The Prince Regent invited me to the f# which he was
giving for the King, and had the great kindness to send
one of his carriages for me. My friends took charge of
my toilette, and hurriedly made up a dress with a long
train, and then they adorned my head with a quantity
of fcathers (the prescribed court costume). Nothing
could be finer than this reception; the great gallery of
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Carlton House was dazzling with lights and gilding.
The Prince Regent, who had very good taste and was
always gracious, kindly, and affable, tried to show his
respectful affection for the King of France, and his
pleasure in seeing him in his own house, by delicate
attentions which made this f# a delight to us all. The
Prince had invited not only the Princes and Princesses
of England, but had taken particular care to collect
about the King the faithful émigrds, those illustrious
names of France, who had afforded a distinguished
example of seif-devotion. .

I had never seen the Prince so amiable; the King was
very happy, and I must confess I was enchanted. It
was in the midst of this f#7¢ that an-interesting incident
occurred. '

The Duchesse d’Angouléme met the Duc d'Orléans
again for the first time, They were in the embrasure
of a window, and every one was looking at them. An
expression of sadness and sweetness was engraved on
the interesting features of the Princess, where might be
read pardon and oblivion. Every one was affected.

This incident was not the only one of the evening.
It was already late, and I was thinking of going home, |
when the Prince stopped me and said: *“Wait a moment.
The Comte de Blacas is engaged to marry Mademoi-
selle de Montsoreau ; but the marriage has not yet taken
place, as they Have not been able to procure“the necessary
papers. By a remarkable coincidence they happened to

arrive yesterday. The marriage then seemed impossible;
VYOL. L= [0
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but would you believe it, Madame, the zeal of M. de La
Ferronnays has worked wonders. The priest is ready,
Mademoiselle is at the altar with the orange-blossoms
in her hair, awaiting her bridegroom; they will be mar-
ried at midnight, and will depart at eight in the morning
and set sail for France with the King. I admire the
French spirit and energy,” said the Prince ; *“ an English-
man would never have thought of such a thing."”

At this moment, M. de Blacas, having taken leave of
the King, approached the Prince Regent, who wished
him much happiness; he replied only by a profound
bow, followed M. de La Ferronnays, and left the room.

This episode, the rumour of which soon spread through
the room, became the subject of general conversation.

On the 24th of April, 1814, I was at Lady Clarendon’s
door, where a post-chaise was waiting. A footman said
to me, “ My Lady is ill.”

I went in, and she tried to reassure me. “Itis only a
headache,” she said, *“ which a cup of tea (the universal
remedy) will soon set right.”

It was not so, however, for the physician who was
called in declared it to be a fever, so that it was impos-
sible for her to go. Then there was a great consul-
tation. Lord Clarendon, after deciding the question,
thought he ought to inform the King and thank him.
I took charge of the message. It was noon, and I was
obliged to set off at once. The ‘King had already left
Dover. When we arrived they told us that one yacht
was still waiting.
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We embarked ; the whole harbour was gayly decorated,
the wind was favourable, the sea was covered with ships
and barks, everywhere there was music and gaiety.
Calais was illuminated. How delightful it all was!

When we arrived we had to find a lodging; we
hurried. to the Hétel Grandsire, but ' my old friend was
no longer living. I tried to get my old -room, and
succeeded.

The crowd everywhere was immense. They showed
me the place where the King was holding a reception,
and we tried to reach it. In the streets they took us
for princesses, because our dress, they said, was like
that of the good Duchesse d'Angouléme. The enthu-
siasm was general and was very touching.

We at last succeeded in reaching the King, when I
explained the cause of my delay, and gave him Lady
Clarendon’s regrets. His Majesty was surrounded by
soldiers of all ranks, in uniforms of all colours. One
general seemed to be extremely enthusiastic; it was
General Maison, commanding the Army of the North at
Lille. He had come, out of pure patriotism and without
orders, to escort the King to Paris. They told us that he
would have the command during the whole journey. 1
did not like him, he seemed to me rude. He tried to
make us stand back, whea an usher of the King’s who
recognised me said to him: “General, don't you know
that this is one of the ladies of the court, the god-
daughter of the King?” After that he was so exces-
sively attentive as to embarrass me greatly.
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Josephine, wishing to know who he was, said, “ That
man looks very common: is he a marshal?” ¢ No, he
is only a general who is putting on airs,” replied a ven-
erable Chevalier de St. Louis, who was weeping for joy,
though modestly and in silence, '

Scarcely were we delivered from the rudeness of
General Maison, when, as we reached the sa/om of the
King, a gentleman pushed us aside, though not rudely;
but hearing my name, he Iet us pass, though we were
only to fall into a fresh difficulty, for another gentleman,
in gold braid, pushed us unmercifully. I looked at him
and recognised him; he had once caused me great dis-
tress, which I had never forgotten. It was the day before
my first communion ; I was in retreat with the Sisters of
Charity, and I went quietly with them to the old Church
of the Madeleine. As I took my place (perhaps I may
have mistaken the row), this man pushed me aside
roughly. The nuns reproached me with having turned
red with anger, and I had to go back and confess, so
that I was in despair; and here at Calais, many years
later, I met again my old encmy, the Duc de Ducas,
more puffed up than ever. The restraints of etiquette
had already begun.

The Prince Regent had accompanied the King to the
ship on which he was to embark. His last step or Eng-
lish soil was imprinted on the rock, as well as his first
step on the soil of France. I do not know whether this
stone has survived the revolutions which followed this

glorious entry.
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They told us that the scene at Calais when Louis
XVIII arrived was very affecting; as soon as his figure
was made out on the ship, the joy and enthusiasm knew
no bounds. The Duchesse d’Angouléme was greatly
agitated, and could not restrain her tears, She inspired
profound respect.

On his arrival the King went at once to the church;
there the scene was very touchmg, the happmess gen-
eral and sincere.

When' he had gone back to his apartments, and we
had established ourselves in our little room, I found a
transparency which the servant of the hotel told us was
used according as the occasion required: one side dis-
played an N, surmounted by an eagle, while on the
other were three fleurs de /is and “Vive le Roil”
This was the side that was illuminated on the 24th of
April.

From Calais and all the neighbouring provinces throngs
were constantly pouring in, gentlemen, bourgeois, women,
and children, a whole nation whom the same joyous
impulse had called together to greet the King so long
expected and desired. On the 25th he set out for Paris,
very slowly at first, because he wished every one to be
able to approach him; then he would stop and speak
a few touching words, which were responded to by
benedictions.

The King permitted me to go in his train; with some .
difficulty, I was able to procure a little post-chaise with
two horses; they moved slowly, being constantlly
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brought to a halt by the authorities of each borough,
triumphal arches, addresses by young girls, mayors,
curés, etc. '

The King stopped at Amiens; it was already late.
As he passed my carriage, he looked at me and began
to laugh

“1 suppose you think we are going too fast?” he
said.

* Oh, Sire,” I replied, with a sigh, *“ we shall never get
there.”

Whereupon he said very kindly: “ Drive on; 1 will
permit it, and I will see you again in Paris.” T gladly
obeyed.

At Amiens an aide-de-camp of Lord Stuart had given
me a letter from Lady Maryborough, who had heard of
my coming from her sister; she wrote to me to join her
at Hétel Rastadt, where she was staying. I arrived
there the next morning. I knew that the Hétel Gon-
taut was only a few steps off; and without losing a
moment, without even stopping to take off my English
capote, I hurried thither, and without waiting to be
announced, I ran into the little sa/onz, where I found all
the family assembled. What an agitating scene it was
for us all, and— 1T am glad to say it— what sincere plea-
sure it gave them to see me again! My heart beat so,
I thought it would burst. My eyes fell first upon my
sister-in-law, who held out her arms to me; they all
surrounded me, except, alas! my poor husband, who was
unable to move, for the gout. I thrust Josephine into
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his arms, and he could scarcely believe his eyes. He
looked round for the other daughter, but I told him
that Charlotte, who was more delicate, would soon fol-
low us with my mother, who would travel more quietly
than we had done.

There had been two additions to this famxly circle
during my absence, Armand’s wife, the Comtesse de
" Biron, and Charles’s wife, Adtle de Gontaut. I was intro-
duced to them, and felt drawn at once to my two nieces,
Several other persons, old friends of ours, were also pre-
sent, — Comte Etienne de Durfort, the Prince de Chalais,
etc. How much we had to tell, what a confusion there
was .of questions and answers, of hopes'and expressions
of amazement! We were all so happy to meet again
after so many years of misfortune and of separation.

They tried to make room for me, — a rather difficult
task with the two young families in the Hétel de Gon-
taut. I offered to return for the nights to the Hétel
Rastadt, with Lady Maryborough, to which they con-
sented, making the kind condition that I should spend
my days with my family. My sister-in-law, who was
always good and kind, kept expressing her pleasure -
that I had not allowed a day to pass before rejoining
my family.

My husband, who was so young and active for his
age, fond of society and welcome in it, — for he was very
gay and agreeable,— was in despair at finding himself a
prisoner at this interesting period; but he was obliged
to resign himself to his fate, and to receive in his chim-



152 MEMOIRS OF THE

ney-corner the news and particulars which we were all
eager to report to him.

As the King has not yet arrived, I _have time to take
my dear George on a little visit to the Hétel de Gon-
taut. He is already acquainted with the Marquise, and
she is not at all changed. Her pretty blond hair, the
little spencer, the white skirt, are just the same; she is
as ever the peacemaker, in the midst of a diversity of
opinions; her very presence is soothing,

The Marquis de Gontaut is active, ardent, eager to
hear and tell everything new, always thinking of others,
especially of how to oblige them.

We have already spoken of his son, Armand de Biron,
then married to Mademoiselle de Damas, and having
two sons, the eldest of whom, Henri, was aged eleven or
twelve. Madame de Biron appeared cold at first; but
she was frank, kindly, and devoted when she found in
others qualities to which she could become attached.

_ Charles de Gontaut had made us a visit in London
(though I cannot recollect the exact date) ; he was very
young then, and greatly sought after in Paris, they said.
An innocent flirtation with Hortense Beauharnais (the
daughter of Josephine, afterwards Empress) made his
parents uneasy, as they thought him too young to
think of marriage. It was for this reason that they
thought it best to send him away for a time. We liked
him very much; he possessed all his mother’s fascina-
tions, he was pleasant and gay, and was greatly liked in
society. During his absence, the wife of the First Consul
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arranged the marriage of Mademoiselle de
with Louis Bonaparte, her brother-in-law, w

to our family Adéle de Chabot, daughter of the Duc de
Rohan; her mother was Mademoiselle de Montmo-
rency,~-1 have already spoken to you of them as Prince
and Princesse de Léon. . T

Adele was very young when she married Charles de
Gontaut, and she made his life exquisitely happy. He
knew how to appreciate her, and worshipped her as one
would worship an angel. She was sweet, gentle, and
kindly, and pleasing in every way with her charming
face and her modest grace. In short, Adéle was the
model whom I held up for my daughters to copy.

The slow approach of the King leaves me time to
copy a letter from my darling Josephine, which I found
after her death. She describes better than I can Adle
de Gontaut, at that time her sister-in-law,

“ Adéle read to me one day some lines written by herself on
the character of one of her friends, Madame Amédée Thayer,
calling my attention to the loftiness of her views, to her thoughts,
which were almost divine, her virtues, and her entire resignation
to the will of God in all the circumstances of her life; my
sister regarded this person as a saint, and she declared that
she believed it would be impossible to find another who with
the same advantages of face and figure (for she was very
beautiful), of youth and of rank, would practise as much self-
denial as she, display as much true and solid piety, as much
devotion and resignation to the will of God. She forgot in
saying this, my poor dear sister, that she herself was this second
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saint whom it was impossible to find ; she forgot that she shared
the same sentiments that she regarded as sublime in others ; but
such is her modesty, so great is hef perfection, that she sees
only the good qualities of others, never her own. But I, who
have kno_wn her for twenty-five years, who love her tenderly,
who cherish her like a sister, 1 love to trace in these lines all
that I think of her. I should like to have her character known
to the world ; I wish above all that it might be made known to
young people, in order that they might see what piety and
religious sentiments can accomplish.

“ She is indulgent towards others, but severe towards herself,
fulfilling al} the duties of wife, mother, sister, friend, in all the
smallest details, with the most scrupulous exactmess. She never
speaks ill of any one, and if anything unking is said before her,
she finds some excuse for thé person attacked. She is good
and gentle to all around her, never judging the conduct of
others, and having always a pleasant smile for all who approach
ber.”

I was very glad to meet once more the friends of my
youth, Mademoiselle de Matignon, now Baroness de
Montmorency, had not forgotten me, nor had Madame
de Matignon her mother. 1 often met them now, and
also Aménatde and Henriette d’Andlau. Aménarde
had become Comtesse d'Orglande, and Henriette, Com-
tesse de Rosambeau. Then there were Madame de
Jumilhac and Madame de Montcalm, and Mademoiselle
d’Aussun, who was now Duchesse de la Force. 1 met
again Madame de Valence, and I found at her house a
circle quite new to me. They talked a great deal about
the court, a court quite strange to my Legitimist ears.
They were delighted to hear that the Queen was wonder-



DUCHESSE DE GONTAUT. 158

fully well. A certain young and handsome M. de
Lawcestine had just come from her; they all crowded
round him to hear what he had to say about her. I
racked my brain to think what sovereign's wife this
queen could be. I even thought of the beautiful Queen
of Russia, and I asked the question in a low tone of
Madame de Valence, who replied aloud: “Why, it is
Queen Hortense,” I perceived that they were scanda-
lised at my ignorance, and I frankly confessed it. I
even sacrificed my costume, which attracted a great
deal of attention. They saw that the islander was good-
natured, and that made her popular. Encouraged by
this to ask questions, they inquired gaily what could
be the reason of the great quantity of gold pendants,
which were the only ornaments of my black spencer
and the cuffs on my sleeves. I explained that they
were all the fashion in London, and that the Duke of
Wellington had brought them to me from Spain.

“She is very proud of it,” said Madame de Valence,
laughing; “the Duke of Wellmgton is her hero, and
I can quite understand it.”

The King approached nearer and nearer, but very
slowly. At length he arrived at St. Ouen, and stopped
there for several days. A deputation, with M. de Tal-
leyrand at the head, composed of all the several bodies
of the State, was received by him there. In spite of all
the advice which was showered upon the King, he would
not take a single step, or utter a word which coyld be in
any way interpreted into an engagement binding upon
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him, Then, suddenly appeared the famous proclamation
of 5t. Quen, at the same moment with the announce-
ment of his arrival in Paris on the following day; they
“were both immediately posted up in all quarters of the
town. Copies were to be found in every salon. These
were the opening words: — )

“ Louis XVIIL, by the grace of God King of France
and Navarre, to all to whom these presents may come,
greeting, etc.”

The rest of the proclamation promised a liberal con-
* stitution, and closed by convoking the Senate and the
Legislative body for the 3d of May, in order to accept
the Constitutional Charter which the King promised
them. The effect of this declaration was prodigious;
the people received it with acclamation, and there was
a perfect revolution in favour of royalty. The King
wisely profited by it by arriving the next day, the 3d,
in Paris, _

On the 3d of May, 1814, the sun shone brilliantly ;
the crowd was dense as far out as the gates of Paris,
in the villages, in the suburbs, where all were awaiting
the arrival of the King. At last he appeared, and the
universal enthusiasm knew no bounds; every heart
was moved with deep and sincere emotion on seeing
him enter Paris once more. Eight white horses, with
plumes of the same colour, proudly drew the carriage in
which sat the venerable King; beside him was she
- whom he called his Antigone; on horseback, beside
his carriagé door, rode the Comte d’Artois, radiant
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with happiness and gt:ace, saluting the people like a
man welcoming his friends; all the princes, marshals,
and the #/ite of the nobility, the glory of our age, rode
in the long and splendid procession. Nothing can give
any adequate idea of this moment; one can feel enthu-
“siasm, but it is impossible to describe it.

Shouts of delight announced the arrival of this pre-
cious caléche, the memory of which will never fade from
my mind. That moment was one of those which one
can never forget, — unclouded happiness, a hope which
one did not dream could be disappointed,

The King perceived us at a window in the Rue St.
Denis. He gave us a smile which only increased my
emotion; I believe I sobbed and’ cried. Josephine
enjoyed it all as I did, for our characters were very
much alike. The rest of the day passed like those of
all royal entries; the ceremony of the pardons at Notre
Dame was very affecting, — the same crowd and excite-
ment everywhere; then the arrival at the Tuileries,
where the sovereigns were awaiting the King.

They told us that the. Duchesse d’Angouléme, on
entering the apartment prepared for her, had fainted.
It was the one she had occupied with her august and
unhappy parents. )

A reflection of the royal welcome extended even to
us, and all Paris greeted us with great kindness.

Dazzled and overcome with all we had been through,
we returned to the Hétel de Gontaut, pitying those who
had not been able to witness it. They made us tell
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them everything, —the graciousness of the King, the
interest aroused by the sight of the Duchesse d’'Angou-
léme; and each one felt in his heart that at last he was
permitted to dream of a happy future.

Lady Mornington and some other English friends of
mine wished to participate in all the gaieties that were
going on in Paris. We promised to meet in order to
enjoy them and to traverse on foot this joyous Paris,
where we were so glad to find ourselves again, We
were to meet in the Rue Royale, at the house of Lord
and- Lady Burghersh. M. Fernand de Chabot was so
kind as to act as escort to Josephine and myself. He
would have liked better, I think, to leave us at the door,
but I urged him to go in with us. He was too kind
and polite to refuse.

We found there the chief officers of the allied
armies, among whom were many friends of mine, —
Lord and Lady Fitz-Roy Somerset, Lord Stuart, etc.
I could hardly shake hands with them all. Amid all
the uproar I noticed the icy calmness of M. de Chabot
when I presented him to the English staff-officers, the
cause of which I understood only when it was too late,

Lady Mornington, taking his silence for timidity, and
wishing to encourage him, took his arm and declared
that she would not leave him all the evening. We left
the house surrounded by the brilliant staff, with Lady
Mornington and Fernand always at the head. To make
his entry into the Place Louis XV. thus was more than
he could bear; however, the ever-increasing crowd gave
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him the hope of escaping from the amiable attentions of
Lady Mornington, which became more and more op-
pressive every moment. To spend the whole evening
thus, he felt would be quite unbearable, A sudden surge
of the crowd came to his assistance; he felt that he had
not a mément to lose: he made one'final effort, escaped
from Lady Mornington’s arm, and was seen no more,
T saw the whole, but I said nothing, and I could not
help laughing.

And just here, my -children, I must pause a moment
to relate to you some details of your father's early
years which may be unknown to you.

At eighteen he possessed a noble face and a fine
figure, and was remarkable for his energy and his skill
in all manner of exercises; in short, every one said he
was charming, and I can well believe it. About that
time a costume ball was given, at which he appeared
as Henry IV, —mantle, ruff, and all complete. His
appearance created a sensation; the orchestra struck
up spontaneously the Cantata of “ Vive Henri IV.”
There was great applause; every one rose to their feet,
saying, “ Yes, it is Henry IV. in his youth!” His suc- -
cess was complete. Gérard, the famous painter, was
present; struck by this perfect type of the good king,
he asked your father to grant him the favour of sitting
to him later, so that he might use his features for a pic-
ture which he was planning of the entry of Henry IV.
into Paris. Gérard himself told me this.

This ball was greatly talked about in Paris. The rumour
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of it reached the Tuileries, and presently Fouché, Min-
ister of Police, sent for your father and told him that the
Emperor had expressed a desire to have him enter the
army.

“It will be hard for me to get my parents’ consent,”
replied Fernand.

“Why, are you going to be a priest? ”

* From his reply Fouché perceived that such a destiny
was little to his taste. The Emperor then sent officers’
commissions to twenty youhg men of the first families
of France, but Fernand was appointed to the school of
cavalry at St. Germain,

Just at this time the marriage of his cousin, Mademoi-
selle de La Rochefoucauld, with Prince Aldobrandini
Borghese took place at the Hétel de La Rochefou-
cauld. Queen Hortense was there; she saw Fernand,
and questioned him with regard to his future, asking if
he had received his commission as officer. Upon his
replying in the negative and confessing that he was not
greatly charmed with the idea of going to the Ecole, she
went straight to the Tuileries, and an hour later sent
her chamberlain, Comte de Villeneuve, to inform him
that he was appointed second lieutenant to the Fourth
regiment of cuirassiers, under the command of his new
cousin, Prince Aldobrandini. Certainly nothing could
be more gracious than this prompt nomination, or than
the appropriateness of the choice of regiments. He
joined the regiment immediately, which was near Vienna
at the close of the campaign of 1809; then he was quar-
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tered at Krems and Salzburg, came to Augshurg with
his regiment, was detailed as escort to Marie Louise,
was appointed second lieutenant and aide-de-camp to
Comte de Narbonne (who was himself aide-de-camp to
the Emperor), which placed Fernand in the position of
ordnande officer to the Emperor, who from that time
was exceedingly kind to him. It was at Wilna that he
gave him his first mission, that of carrying to the
Emperor of Russia the wltimatim of France. In 1812 he
received the cross at MoscoW, received ten lance wounds,
lost all that he possessed, horses, effects, etc, was
present at all the engagements, at the passage of the
Beresina, at Torgau, where he had the grief of seeing
his general, Comte de Narbonne, die in his arms. At
the beginning of 1814 he was charged with carrying the
capitulation of Torgau to the Emperor; he followed
him to Brienne in order to give it into his own hands,
and reached the castle after great difficulties, only to
find the Emperor no longer there. An aide-de-camp of
Comte de Langeron, who had been commissioned to
escort him as safeguard, had disappeared in the midst
of the tumuit. Fernand at length rejoined the Emperor
in the battle-field, and there discharged his commission.
The Emperor conversed with him under fire as coolly .
as if in his own salon, and even asked him if he had
heard the Bourbons spoken of, to which he replied in
the negative. When people are fighting to the death,
they say very little. Fernand was with the Emperor
during a part of this campaign. Being in need of every--
YOL. L = 1t
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them everything, —the graciousness of the King, the
interest aroused by the sight of the Duchesse d’Angou-
léme; and each one felt in his heart that at last he was
permitted to dream of a happy future.

Lady Mornington and some other English friends of
mine wished to participate in all the gaieties that were
going on in Paris. We promised to meet in order to
enjoy them and to traverse on foot this joyous Paris,
where we were so glad to find ourselves again, We
were to meet in the Rue Royale, at the house of Lord
and- Lady Burghersh. M. Fernand de Chabot was so
kind as to act as escort to Josephine and myself. He
would have liked better, I think, to leave us at the door,
but I urged him to go in with us. He was too kind
and polite to refuse,

We found there the chief officers of the allied
armies, among whom were many friends of mine, —
Lord and Lady Fitz-Roy Somerset, Lord Stuart, etc.
I could hardly shake hands with them all. Amid all
the uproar I noticed the icy calmness of M. de Chabot
when I presented him to the English staff-officers, the
cause of which I understood only when it was too late,

Lady Mornington, taking his silence for timidity, and
wishing to encourage him, took his arm and declared
that she would not leave him all the evening. We left
the house surrounded by the brilliant staff, with Lady
Mornington and Fernand always at the head. To make
his entry into the Place Louis XV. thus was more than
he could bear; however, the ever-increasing crowd gave
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him the hope of escaping from the amiable attentions of
Lady Mornington, which became more and more op-
pressive every moment. To spend the whole evening
thus, he felt would be quite unbearable. A sudden surge
of the crowd came to his assistance; he felt that he had
not a mbment to lose: he made one'final effort, escaped
from Lady Mornington’s arm, and was seen no more.
I saw the whole, but I said nothing, and I could not
help laughing. '

And just here, my -children, I must pause 2 moment
to relate to you some details of your father's early
years which may be unknown to you.

At eighteen he possessed a noble face and a fine
figure, and was remarkable for his energy and his skill
in all manner of exercises; in short, every one said he
was charming, and I can well believe it. About that
time a costume ball was given, at which he appeared
as Henry IV, —mantle, ruff, and all completé. His
appearance created a sensation; the orchestra struck
up spontaneously the Cantata of “ Vive Henri IV.”
There was great applause; every one rose to their feet,
saying, “ Yes, it is Henry IV. in his youth!” His suc- .
cess was complete. Gérard, the famous painter, was
present; struck by this perfect type of the good king,
he asked your father to grant him the favour of sitting
to him later, so that he might use his features for a pic-
ture which he was planning of the entry of Henry IV.
into Paris. Gérard himself told me this.

This ball was greatly talked about in Paris. The rumiour
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of it reached the Tuileries, and presently Fouché, Min-
ister of Police, sent for your father and told him that the

Emperor had expressed a desire to have him enter the
army.

“It will be hard for me to get my parents’ consent,”
replied Fernand.

“Why, are you going to be a priest? ”

* From his reply Fouché perceived that such a destiny
was little to his taste. The Emperor then sent officers’
commissions to twenty youhg men of the first families
of France, but Fernand was appointed to the school of
cavalry at St. Germain.

Just at this time the marriage of his cousin, Mademoi-
selle de La Rochefoucauld, with Prince Aldobrandini
Borghese took place at the Hétel de La Rochefou-
cauld. Queen Hortense was there; she saw Fernand,
and questioned him with regard to his future, asking if
he had received his commission as officer. Upon his
replying in the negative and confessing that he was not
greatly charmed with the idea of going to the £co/e, she
went straight to the Tuilerics, and an hour later sent
her chamberlain, Comte de Villeneuve, to inform him
that he was appointed second lieutenant to the Fourth
regiment of cuirassiers, under the command of his new
cousin, Prince Aldobrandini. Certainly nothing could
be more gracious than this prompt nomination, or than
the appropriateness of the choice of regiments. He
joined the regiment immediately, which was near Vienna
at the close of the campaign of 1809; then he was quar-
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tered at Krems and Salzburg, came to Augsburg with
his regiment, was detailed as escort to Marie Louise,
was appointed second lieutenant and aide-de-camp to
Comte de Narbonne (who was himself aide-de-camp to
the Emperor), which placed Fernand in the position of
ordnance officer to the Emperor, who from that time
was éxceedingly kind to him. It was at Wilna that he
gave him his first mission, that of carrying to the
Emperor of Russia tke ultimatum of Fyance. 1In 1812 he
received the cross at Mosco®, received ten lance wounds,
lost all that he possessed, horses, effects, etc, was.
present at all the engagements, at the passage of the
Beresina, at Torgau, where he had the grief of seeing
his general, Comte de Narbonne, die in his arms, At
the beginning of 1814 he was charged with carrying the
capitulation of Torgau to the Emperor; he followed
him to Brienne in order to give it into his own hands,
and reached the castle after great difficulties, only to
find the Emperor no longer there. An aide-de-camp of
Comte de Langeron, who had been commissioned to
escort him as safeguard, had disappeared in the midst
of the tumult. Fernand at length rejoined the Emperor
in the battle-field, and there discharged his commission.
The Emperor conversed with him under fire as coolly .
as if in his own salen, and even asked him if he had
heard the Bourbons spoken of, to which he replied in
the negative. When people are fighting to the death,
they say very little. Fernand was with the Emperor

during a part of this campaign. Being in need of every--
YOI, I = IX
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thing and finding himself near the capital, he thought
he would enter, in order to procure the necessary equip-
ments; he found no difficulty, as it was the very mo-
ment when the allies were making their entrance into
Paris.

Is it surprising that Fernand should have felt a chill
come over him when I took him on a party of pleasure
among these foreigners whom he had met before, but
never except with sword in hand?

On the following day, the address of St. Ouen was
greatly commented on and discussed, the word /Jiberal
having occasioned displeasure. The enthusiasm of the
day before began to die out, and people began to
whisper to one another. The King had been closeted
part of the night with Prince de Talleyrand, and people
.were surprised, and were impatient to hear the result.
I understood it all, and began to suffer. * What, are
they finding fault with him already?”

* Have you never heard that word before?” askcd F
respectable magistrate, “Did they not find fault with
him over there?”

“ Fault-finding,” 1 re[ilied, “ was unheard of in exile;
one might have felt compassion, but one felt that it was
more just to feel admiration.”

This night-session, of which people had been whisper-
ing, became public during the day. The King had
appointed a Chancellor, M. d'Ambray, an honourable
name, though little known; the Abbé de Montesquiou,
who had been commissioned, it was said, to carry to
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Hartwell the messages from M. de Talleyrand during
the occupation of the allied powers, was made Minister
of Finance; two abbés presented by M. de Talleyrand
were the occasion of witty remarks which I refrain from
writing down; M. Beugnot, weak and frivolous, was not
approved of for Minister of Police. The ministry for
Foreign Affairs was placed in the hands of Prince de
Talleyrand, which seemed comprehensible; and, finally,
. M. de Blacas was made Minister of the King’s House-
‘hold. Up to this time his very existence was unknown
in France. I was the only one who knew him, so
people came to me for. information; and I repeated his
history as we had heard it at Hartwell more than a-
hundred times, and that was all there was to say about
him at that time.

In the midst of the acclamations the piercing eyes of
the King had remarked that coldness was only kept in
check by respect among the ranks of the Imperial
Guard. They tried to hide it from him, but he per-
ceived it nevertheless. From that moment he conceived

- the idea of surrounding the throne with a military
household, composed of body-guards, gendarmes of the
guard, grey and black musketeers, lighthorse Swiss
guards, different official ranks being given to each
soldier, court-privileges in hunting, in the royal resi-
dences, etc.

The opposition which the King had expected did not
deter him, as he hoped to conciliate all parties by
appointing as chiefs of this noble body marshals, gene-
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rals of the army of the Empire, and great names of the
ancient régime and of the new monarchy, As soon as
this plan was formed, he announced it, feeling per-
staded that the novelty and brilliancy of this corps
d’élite could not fail to please the Parisians.

Hardly was the King established at the Tuileries,
when every one rushed thither, and all who presented
themselves were received. Two soirdes were given to
ladies; the crowd at the first reception was enormous.
I was horribly impatient to see the King and Princes
again, but I had discretion enough to wait for the
second day. _

The brilliant cares of the toilette occupied every one
in society. I had thought my dress very elcgant in
London; I wore it again at the Tuileries, only without
feathers, and every one took me for a foreigner. The
ladies all rushed towards the door opening into the
throne-room. I was amused, myself, looking on at a
scene so novel to me, when a very amiable person came
up to me and said: “If you wait there so patiently, you
will never get in; if you don't push your way in, you
will be left out. Follow me, and I will give you a sight
of the King and Princes.”

I followed her; by dint of elbowing the person in
front of her, the lady managed to make some‘progress ;
at each courtesy she turned round to me and said;
“ Courtesy!” But I was so overcome with emotion
that she could not get much out of me.

As soon as the Princes saw me they held out their
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hands; I asked for an audience of the 'King, who
granted it for the following day.

When I reached the Tuileries the next morning, some -
of the old servants told me that his Majesty was expect-
ing me; I was received in his cabinet. He over-
whelmeti me with kindness, made me tell him all about
my meeting with my family, and told me that he had
not yet seen M, de Gontaut, but that he had recognised
his brother in the crowd, close. to him. Rt;calling the
fact that I had asked for an audience, he wished to
know the cause. Then, like a child who has learned
her lesson, I began to relate my history, going back to
the period of the first titles in France. He stopped me,
and being much better informed on the subject than I
was, he gaily continued the story until he came to the
last Maréchal de Biron, who died in 1788, leaving two
brothers, one, the Abbé Duc, the other Duc de Gontaut,
father of the Duc de Lauzun, who became Duc de Biron
after the death of the Maréchal. There he stopped, and
said sadly, “Don’t let us speak of that; let us think
rather of your long line of noble ancestors.” At this
point I ventured to interrupt him, begging that he
would permit me to hope that during his reign this long
succession would not be interrupted now. He said
firmly that in future the title of Duc would be trans-
missible only in the direct line, but that he should
establish two chambers, one of peers and one of depu-
ties, and that he would not forget my desire to be use-
ful to my family. There was nothing left for me to do
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but thank him for the hope he had permitted me to
indulge on behalf of my brother-in-law, now become
the head of the family. ’

Preparations were being made for great festivities, in
which ambassadors and ministers took part. The Bois
de Boulogne was the bivouac of the English, St.-
Cloud the camp of the Austrians, where Prince Schwar-
zenberg gave a ball which the French Princes attended.
We were invited; my sister-in-law gave Josephine a
charming ball-dress trimmed with lilies. She looked
lovely, and was very happy when we started off
for this ball. It was her first appearance in socicty;
she was engaged fo dance as soon as she appeared. At
this moment the Duc de Berry came up to me and
said, *“ My father is looking for you,”

He gave me his arm and we found the Comte d’Artois,
who sat down beside me at a window. The Duc de
Berry stood up beside us. The kindly but prcocéupied
manner of the Princes made me feel anxious, but I did
not dare to ask any questions. I had one of those
intuitions which rarely deceive us,

“1 wanted to ask if you had heard from London
lately,” said the Comte d’Artois, at length.

“ T have not heard lately, I do not know why,” I said.

“Y wish to -explain to you that your mother has
scarlet fever; and you know how she has always dreaded
it Her friend, Madame de Manciny, carried it to her
from the bed of a sick friend. She is seriously ill, but
she has excellent care. Your friends there are doing
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everything possible for her and Charlotte. I thought I
ought to tell you, for I know you will wish to start at
once.” .

I trembled so that Monsieur saw how this news had
overwhelmed me; but he did not detain me, He con-
tinued: ** When I left London, your dear mother gave
me this little cross; I have kept my promise religiously,
and have worn it until now, It will protect you as it
has protected me.” |

These last words gave me a ray of hope. Did he
say this in his kindness, to give me strength to keep up
until I could reach the bedside of my beloved mother?

At this moment Josephine rejoined me, learned the
cause of my anxiety, and was as eager to start as I was.

“ 1 foresaw this prompt resolution,” added Monsieur,
“and one of my carriages is waiting for you; it will
take you to Paris.” ' :

An aide-de-camp accompanied us. I found my car-
riage, and in a short time I was set down at the Hétel
Rastadt, where our preparations were quickly made.
We then drove to the Hétel de Gontaut. M. de Gon-
taut, who was still ill, was awakened; I told him of my
mother’s illness, and he was much grieved at not being
able to go with us.

The bells of the post-chaise now announced that
everything was ready, and we started alone, Josephine
and I. I had left with my mother the excellent person .
who had taken care of her for years, as well as of my
daughters and myself. All our friends knew and appre-
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ciated Sarah’s good qualities, and in my crue! anxiety
the thought of Sarah was a great comfort to me.

During the journey Josephine looked after every-
thing and shared my grief; that sad night and a whole
day passed before we reached Calais. It was already-
dark and the weather was frightful; it was out of the
question to cross, they told us, During that night and
all the next day the equinoctial storm continued to
rage. The sea was very rough, not a ship or a bark
was in sight; it was impossible to start, and a third
night pasged without hope of improvement. Suspense
like this was very trying.

At daybreak they told me that when the tide turned
I might be able to start. I had the misery of knowing
that during the night a despatch boat belonging to the
English government had been able to cross, though
with great danger and difficulty. They had feared 1
should not have courage to make the attempt, and they
had not informed me of it. A part of this day passed
before we could leave the harbour, and the crossing was
very tedious. We did not reach Dover until five o'clock
in the morning. The public coach was waiting, and we
started at once for London. I was in a perfect fever at
the delay. :

We said nothing; it is impossible to talk when one
is suffering tortures of anxiety; we clasped each other’s
hands, and could feel how they trembled as we ap-
proached that house where happiness or the most cruel
grief awaited us.



' DUCHESSE DE GONTAUT. 165
. ~ PL
“ My mother!” I cried, “oh, to think of l:&%

mother!" Oh, why did I ever leave her!”

At last we came in sight of our house; all the win-
dows were shut except that of my mother’s room,
which was wide open, I knew too well what had
happenéd. '

Josephine darted out, knocked at the door, and
learned that my mother had been dead for three days;
Bursting into tears, she took me in her arms, and spoke
to me of Charlotte, who was expecting us, and entreated
me to get into the carriage again. I.,did so. The
woman of the house directed us to Lady Templeton’s,
It was there that we learned all the particulars of our
misfortune; it was there our beloved Charlotte had
been welcomed by her friends, whose tender care had
replaced mine, Miss Upton, Lady Hampden, and all
our friends had never left either my mother or Char-
lotte; they had taken charge of everything, had given
her every comfort. The consolations of religion had
been lavished upon my poor mother by the venerable
Abbé Chaumon. She had wanted for nothing; she had
heard of the arrival of her beloved Princes in Paris,
which was the desire of her heart. Her prayers were
answered. “I want nothing more,” she said, “except
to die in my daughter’s arms.”

When misfortunes come, the Christian bows to the
- will of God. In sending the affliction, God also gives
us strength to bear it I have had experience of this,
alas| '
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As Charlotte’s health, which had been strengthened
by the last winter spent at Tunbridge, no longer caused
me anxiety, 1 yielded to the entreaties of my family,
and decided to return to France. With this intention
I began my preparations for the journey. It was the
brilliant season in London, and I found there all my
former circle, and my daughters found their friends,
THey were especially intimate with the Ladies Paget,
daughters of Lady Uxbridge (the elder is now Lady
Richmond, the younger, Lady Sidney). These charm-
ing young ladies as well as my daughters were very
fond of music; I think I said that Naldi was their
music-master.

He had a charming daughter of sixteen or seventeen;
her talent even at that age was very remarkable. One
rarely heard her play, as her father did not wish her to
appear in public until later; but he promised to bring .
her to me one evening. Every one was eager to hear
her, and the day was appointed, when there was a
rumour that Napoleon had landed at Cannes. Every
one thought it perfect nonsense, and I found it very
hard to believe, as I had just received a letter from the
Duc de Berry, describing a party given by him, begin-
ning with a hunt in the Bois de Boulogne, then a break-
fast, dinner, and a small ball in his pretty mansion,
Bagatelle. Some of my family had been present, and
he had the kindness to say that nothing was wanting
but my presence. A letter from Lady Bagot described
the same féfe, and the balls and gaieties of Paris.
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The rumour of this landing, at first received with indif-
ference, began to assume an air of probability; then we
heard from sources that left no room for doubt that
Napoleon was approaching with wonderful rapidity.
Everywhere preparations were made for defence: Mon-
sieur staited for Lyons; the Duc d’Orléans, carrying
out the mission with which he had been charged, was
also en route; but scarcely had he reached Lyons, when
he was seized with a prophetic fear of the rapid bro-
gress of events, and he obtained Monsieur’s authority
for his return to Paris.

Monsieur, feeling anxious concerning the attitude
that might be assumed by Ney .in this crisis, imme-
diately sent to him Comte de Bourbon-Busset, who had
served for many years under the Maréchal, in order to
sound him and to warn him of the defection of Colonel
Labédoytre, as well as of Bonaparte'’s rapid march upon
Lyons. This general officer left at once by post-chaise
for Besangon, the headquarters of the Sixth Military
Division, which the Maréchal commanded. At three
o'clock in the morning General Bourbon-Busstt entered
the chamber of his former chief, and waked him out of
a sound sleep. At the first word the Maréchal jumped
out of bed, ran to his bell without stopping to put on
any clothes, called up General Bourmont, his chief of
staff, hurriedly dictated to him the order to place
instantly his regiments of light cavalry in marching
order, and to put under arms successively all the
troops under his command, and direct them upon
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Lons-le-Saunier. M. de Bourbon-Busset, though de-
lighted with this decision and the promptness of- this
resolution, still thought he ought to remind the Maré-
chal of the defection of Labédoyére, and to remark
upon the danger of bringing the new corps too lightly
into contact with those who had just changed their flag.
But the Maréchal, drawing himself up proudly, replied :
“Do you think, Bourbon-Busset, because you see me
in my night-clothes, that therefore I am going back to
bed? No, I most certainly am not; I shall march at
the head of my advance-guard; I am, as you know, a
tolerably good shot; 7 will load and fire the first car-
tridge, / will give, the first sword-thrust; and we will see-
if for the first time in my life French soldiers under my
command will refuse to follow and obey me.”

You know, my dear children, your uncle’s love of
military glory, and now his blood glowed in his veins,
and his enthusiasm for Ney reached the highest pitch
of enthusiasm; for how could he possibly believe that
on the very next day the bravest of the brave would
prove so easily accessible to such a fatal and odious
treason?

I had everything to fear for our country, for the
King, for our own family; already I was thinking of pro-
viding for them a refuge which my friends, who were
always ready to oblige me, offered. I implored M. de
Gontaut to join us; days passed without bringing any
reply; it is painful to hear absolutely nothing of those
who are dear to us. At length the Duc de Rohan
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arrived in London, and brought me tidings which
nearly broke my heart,— our relatives already on their
way to the South; the.King fled ; asuccession of mis-
fortunes which must naturally follow; Europe shaken
to its foundations; perhaps a civil war, a second
invasiof |

You, of course, know more about this period, my
dear George, than I did at that time, so it is useless to
speak of what I feared.

At the time of the Duc de Rohan’s departure, the
King was just leaving the Tuileries, directing his course
towards Belgium, surrounded b)} his civil and military
household, Charles de Gontaut, who belonged to this
corps d’armée, wished to accompany the King, and
Adéle went with him,

Nothing could be more interesting than the storieg
- told us by the Duc de Rohan; he knew how to soothe
our fears, and to give us hope by his own courage. 1
have seldom met a man who was so good and so attrac-
‘tive. Eager to rejoin the King, he left us onlytoo soon,
but we could not keep him.

A letter from Adele informed me that her husband
had been taken ill at Yl;res, and had been obliged to
remain there, The Comtesse Thibaud de Montmorency,
her aunt, received them at the house of the Marquis
d'Harchies, who was her father, and they were most
tenderly cared for. '

A few days later the Princes arrived there, and were
received with most affecting homage, lavished upon
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them by the ckdtelain and his amiable daughter, who
found means of soothing the first shock of these un-’
toward events, Some years .after, the Comte d'Artois,
in telling me of the noble reception he met with from
the Marquis d’Harchies, said, *“I can never forget nor
cease to be grateful for the attentions which they show-
ered upon me.”

While the King, the Princes, the ministers, and
ambassadors are travelling towards Brussels, I shall
have time to say a word of that excellent aunt whom
you have learned to appreciate as she deserves, 1 did
not know her then; later, I shall speak of the time when
I saw her frequently, and, knowing every action of her
life, grew to love her fondly; and to know her once was
to love her forever.

“ Nothing lasts in this world!” I must insist upon
two exceptions to this sad truth,— maternal love and
gratitude. As to public interest, nothing is more fickle.
One gets horribly frightened, but one is as easily reas-
sured. They were already talking of the gaieties of
Brussels; people even said jestingly that the army was
dancing. My daughters’ young friends thoilght it was
time now to claim the promise which had been given of
hearing Mademoiselle Naldi. Three months of mourn-
ing is a long time for young people; they all joined in
urging it upon me, and I had the weakness to consent
to give the famous little conceyt. Mademoiselle Naldi
was listened to with delight, as well as Sor, my daugh-
ters’ teacher of the guitar. It was in the midst of these
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sweet sounds that the rumour spread through London of
a great victory, that of Waterloo

Presently there came a note from Lady Uxbridge,
asking that her daughters might be sent home; an aide-
de-camp of the Minister of War came to give Lord
Maryborough a note from his brother, the Duke of Wel-
lington, which said, as I remember: ‘Fitz-Roy had an
arm taken off at the end of a most desperate struggle:
Lady Fitz-Roy is at Brussels with him; send his mother
as soon as possible. 'We have immense losses to deplore.
Lord Uxbridge has had his thigh amputated on the field
of battle; it was the very last gun that was fired that
wounded him,-alas!” Lady Augusta Paget fainted;
Lord and Lady Maryborough rushed out of ‘the house
and hurried to the War Department. Many others
followed them.

The list of the dead and wounded was read amid tears
and sobs,

The effect in London of this memorable battle, which
ended a whole war, was wonderful. The people were
intoxicated with joy, the streets and squares resounded
with the name of Wellington.

How many times in the course of a half century have
we witnessed public rejoicings, in all countries, expressed
in all languages, and the popular amusements and bril-
liant illuminations which are the emblems of it! But
what has perhaps never before been known, is the

1 The pen falls from my hand when I attempt to describe this period.
Aa a Frenchwoman, I was profoundly affected by it.
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sincere modesty of the conqueror who was the object
of all this adulation. I have read many letters from the
Duke of Wellington to his friends, in which he spoke
simply and almost natvely of his emotions during thir-
teen hours of the desperate battle of Waterloo, his
doubts of the victory at the moment of Bliicher's
appearance ; he spoke with justice and even with admira-
tion of the valour of the_ French, which he had learned
to appreciate during the war in Spain; but what he
could not account for was the time wasted, and the
position Napoleon occupied, sheltered from danger.

What is really remarkable is the justice and modesty
of the two generals, who, when they met, held out their
arms, each giving to the other the credit and honour of
the victory. ' .

Afterwards, when Bliicher came to London he was
surrounded and nearly suffocated by the crowd, who
in their enthusiasm tried to grasp his hands, so that at
last he said playfully that he would be obliged to have '
some extra ones made.

A friend and admirer of Wellington happened to
find himself at Waterloo, in the m#/4 of that memor-
able day. He took notes, drew up plans, and wrote a
description, which he sent to the Duke, expecting to
receive warm thanks and gratitude for this arduous toil.
This is the Duke’s reply: —

“You must allow me, my friend, to discourage you in this.
undertaking, for, believe me, at such a moment one may recall
small isolated details (even all, Jet us say, if that is possible),
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the consequence of which is victory or defeat, Buit the precise
order, the proper succession of events, in a word, ail that would
give them any real value, no one can possibly put together ; and,
moreover, the Taults and mistakes of some officers may perhaps
have given to others an opportunity of distinguishing themselves.
You cannot praise one without showing severity towards others.
It is better, perhaps, to keep silence than to tell everything.
% That convulsive anxiety, that theatrical melanchaoly which
-you describe with such eloguence, would simply have led our
heroes to a mad-house, instead of conducting them on the road
to glory.
¢ Believe me, my friend, this victory is fine enough in itself
to console us perfectly for any checks already received ; et us
then be content, and leave to history‘the task of awarding the
credit of it.”

-
VOL. I.—12
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CHAPTER VI

The White Flag. — Death of the Princesse de Léon.— Marriag,
the Duc de Berry. — Marriage of Josephine. — M. de Bourbon
Busset. —I am appointed Lady-in-Waiting. — Marriage of
Charlotte. — Madame de Meffray (Suzette de La Tour). —
Mrs. Brown.

AFTER a hundred days of agitation and uncertainty,

the King, seeing that there was a prospect of his
speedy return to France, gave a mission to Comte de
Bourbon-Busset, who, passing through Ypres, stopped
there for a short time at the house of the Marquis
d’Harchies, where he found his friends the Comte and
Comtesse Charles de Gontaut, and the Comtesse
Thibaud de Montmorency, whose acquaintance he was
very glad to make. Carried away by the eathusiasm
of these ladies for the cause which he had nearest
his heart, he confided to them his mission, which he
declared would have an immense chance of success, if
they would consent to embroider immediately the first
white flag which should renew the miracles wrought by
the white plume of Hensi IV, Their joyous exclama-
tions were unanimous, and conveyed to the General their
consent to his proposition. From this moment nothing
was heard but discussions concerning white silk em-
broidery and gold fringe. At length, at daybreak a
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little company, composed of about twenty: ‘officers of
all ranks, MM. de Bourmont, the Duc de Castries, the

. Prince de Solre, MM. Sosthéne de La Rochefoucauld,
de Castéja, Colonel Clouette, M. de Dampierre, .and
other volunteers, mounted gaily on horseback and rode
off towards the frontiers of France, which they crossed in
a few minutes, making their first halt at Armentiéres.
They quickly sounded the temper of the country, and
hoisted their splendid flag. There was great excitement
in the little province; thirty young men came immedi-
ately and ranged themselves about it, and they marched,
without loss of a moment, towards The company
increased as they proceeded, and on leaving this little
town they found themselves three hundred strong. They
marched on with ever-increasing numbers to St. Venant
and Béthune, a strong place, where the inhabitants re-
ceived them with acclamation, and furnished them with
the arms necessary to equip two regiments, which being
rapidly formed, and aided by a tolerable artillery, laid
siege to Arras,

This town, which was much stronger than was neces-
sary to resist so feeble an attack, defended itself for two
days merely as a matter of form, and opened its gates
on the third. It was not so with the citadel, which was
occupied by a regiment of volunteers composed of rabid
Imperialists, who made a spirited resistance, and capitu-
lated only at the end of a fortnight, with a very bad
grace, '

Then they proceeded to form, by royal command, two




180 MEMOIRS OF THE

regiments chosen from the volunteers who had conducted”
this campaign with so much enthusiasm. These two
regiments were destined to form a part of the Guard;
the first of them, commanded by M. de Faraincourt,
carried this white flag before Louis XVIII., and later
bore it'in the campaign led by the Duc d’Angouléme
into Spain under the walls of Cadiz.

It is with humility, but with courage, my children,
that I persevere in the fulfilment of my promise; my
story would be more interesting if my talents were such
— weak woman that I am! — as to permit me to touch
upon grave and important questions. But I have been
obliged to confine myself to writing of what I have my-
self seen or heard from reliable sources, which accounts
for the gaps you may perhaps have remarked; as,
for instance, the sojourn of the King at Ghent, his
triumphal progress to Paris, the mad enthusiasm of
the populace, the disbanding of the Army of the Loire,
the occupation of France by foreigners, etc.

Perhaps, my children, the particulars of a great family
misfortune may not be known to you, and I will relate
them here.

The Prince de Léon, eldest son of your grandfather,
the Duc de Rohan, had married in 1809 Mademoiselle
de Sérent, daughter of the Comte de Sérent, who died
at Quiberon,

On the 1oth of January, 1814, Madame de Léon, as
she was geing out to dine with the Dowager Duchesse
d'Orléans, went towards the fireplace to read a letter.
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Her dress took fire, and, enveloped in flames, she rushed
into the chamber of her husband, who was ill in bed,
What a horrible spectacle! These few moments de-
cided her fate; the next morning she was dead. What
hours of horrible suﬂ'ering,' borne with angelic sweetness,
opened to her the gates of heaven! Cherished by both
her families, and admired by every one, Madame de
-Léon was universally regretted. :

The Princesse de Léon was a g.randdaughte'r of the
Duc de Sérent, governor of the Ducs d'Angoulémé and
de Berry. )

I have now reached the period when, yielding to the
urgent entreaties of our family, we left forever the hos-
pitable country where every mark of a constant friend-
ship had been lavished upon us for years.' The passage
was short; M. de Gontaut was waiting for us at the
Hétel de Rastadt, where I had formerly stayed. We
found there also our relations and friends.

The Duc de Berry, always gracious and kindly, came
to make us a visit, as well as the Duke of Wellington,
who ‘“was determined,” he said, * to give to my daugh-
ters their first ball.” It was an old promise, made in
their childhood. The Duc de Berry wished to be there,

" and appointed.the day. Nothing could be more flatter-
ing than the welcome which my daughters and I received
in society,

Our establishment was ready for us in a few days; a
small apartment in the Rue de la Paix, at the.corner of
the garden belonging to the Hétel de Gontaut, made
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my daughters not only comfortable but happy, as they
found another sister in Adéle; and thus we passed a
pleasant and happy year.

I was sent for one day to the Tuileries, by Monsieur.
He was so kind as to announce to me that the marriage
of the Duc de Berry to the Princess Caroline of Naples
had just been decided upon, and he was eager to inform
me that I had been appointed one of the ladies to re-
ceive the Princess at Marseilles and accompany her to
Paris. I was deeply grateful to the royal family for
selecting me from among the large number of appli-
cants for such a post, owing it as I did to my love for
and devotion to the court.
. My position was about to be changed; my daughters

still needed me, and the thought of leaving them for an
indefinite period made me feel anxious. I spoke to my
sister-in-law, who understood my anxiety, and did her
best to set my mind at rest by assuring me that from
the day of my departure my daughters should occupy
asmall room close to hers; and my two nieces promised
to fill my place as much as possible. With my mind
at rest on this subject, I occupied myself with my
preparations, —-court train, mantillas, etc. ; all new details
for me. .

I had to take leave of the King and the Princes before
my departure. The Duchesse d’Angouléme conde-
scended to explain to me the particulars of the forma-
tion of the Duchesse de Berry’s household, which she
thought ought to be established on the plan of her own:



DUCHESSE DE GONTAUT. 183

six ladies-in-waiting, two of whom would be on duty for
a week. She told me that the Comtesse de Bouillé had
just been appointed one, and was to go with me. 1 did
not know her, *She is a pretty American, wife of one
of the best men in the world,” she said to me; “perhaps
you may find her amusing. But the one I wish to speak
of to you above all is the Maréchale Qudinot, Duchesse
de Reggio, who has been appointed lady of honour, who
has a charming face, a great deal of tact, and is as fas-
cinating as she is godd and beautiful. I am sure you
will like her; it is an excellent choice, and I am sure
will meet with universal apf)roval. I have no doubt
that the Duchesse de Berry will know how to appre-
ciate her. She is to leave after you; with Madame
de La Ferronnays, a lady-in-waiting' whom you have
already known for a long time. Their mission, like
yours, is to go to Marseilles and to wait there for the
arrival of the Princess. The Comtesse d'Hautefort and
the Marquise de Béthisy, the Comtesse de Lauriston
and the Comtesse de Gourgues, are to be posted at dif-
ferent places on the route, and will accompany the
Princess to Fontainebleau, where she will be received
by the King."

When I reached home T found all my preparations
finished. The travelling-carriage and the two outriders
in the royal livery attracted the attention of the passers-
by, and very soon we were surrounded by a crowd.

A lady was already seated in the carriage. She seemed
to me rather pretty, but she had on a great deal of
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rouge and a bright yellow dress. I knew it must be
the American I had heard about.

After the last parting words had been spoken, with
all sorts of advice and hopes of soon meeting again, I ,
tore myself away from ‘my children, from my husband,
my relations and friends, and in another moment we
were off on the road to Marseilles.

My companion seemed to be rather taciturn, and ®
résponded coldly to the advances which it is customary
to make at the beginning of a long journey. At length
she broke silence by saying: * Will you tcll me, Ma-
dame, why, as I got into this carriage before you did, I
was teld to sit on the left, and remain there?”

I replied as graciously as possible that it was
perhaps a respect which was paid to my venerable
age. My maid observed to me in English that the lady
did not seem satisfied. I asked Madame de Bouillé if
she spoke English; whereupon she replied, “1 only
speak American.”

This original response scemed to occasion her great
amusement. I judged from it, what afterwards I be-
came certain of, that she could speak English as well
as I; but she was curious, and wished to surprise the
confidences which my maid was disposed to make to me.

As we drew nearer the South, the royalist enthusiasm
grew more demonstrative; the shouts of “Long live the
Duchesse de Berry ! ” were heard everywhere. Madame
de Bouillé was delighted at this, and put herself in full
view of the public, saying, with natve complacency, “ Let
us make them happy.”
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Having learned from some of the King's people who
accompanied us that this same carriage had carried
Napoleon from Waterloo to Paris only a short time
before, a throng of reflections surged up in my mind.
They had even told me, by way of passing the time, that
they could point out mysterious hiding-places, where
the Emperor concealed his "treasures, despatches, etc.
To relieve the tedium of the journey, I amused myself
with finding out these hiding-places; and perceiving one of
these knobs before me, I unfortunately pressed it, when
suddenly a plank was thrown up which carried me with
it. I found myself lying stretched out on a hard, narrow,
prickly mattress; and I tossed about all one night on the
great Emperor’s bed of misery, because I could not find
the secret which would deliver me from my uncomfort-
able position, and I did not dare to stop the escort who
accompanied us.

The Duc d'Havrey, who was the King's representative,
accompanied by officers of the King’s household, body- .
guards, etc., kept always several hours ahead of us;
he received at each city the noisy honours due.to his
embassy,-— at his arrival and departure salutes from
cannon, bells, and addresses; he had everywhére recep-
tions, honours, and fatigue.

The Baron de Damas, who commanded at Marseilles,
received us with great politeness and distinction; and so
did his mother, who graciously assisted him in doing the
honours of Marseilles. Our pleasure in having reached
the end of our journey was soon clouded. A despatch



186 . MEMOIRS OF THE

sent to the Baron de Damas announced to him that a
sort of plague, which was ravaging one of the cities in
the kingdom of Naples, had delayed the departure of
the Princess. 'When he read the despatch, I saw an
expression of dismay depicted on his countenance, which
increased as he realised the extent of our numbers. I
heard him say in a low tone to his mother, “ How shall
we amuse them?” I could not help laughing. Some-
thing had to be done; and the best way was to treat it
as a joke, which set us all at our ease. The fine courtly
manners of the old school, of which the Duc d'Havrey
was a model, and the gracious sweetness of the Duchesse
de Reggio, comforted our host, and the difficulties van-
ished. As we were treated with great kindness and
courtesy by the inhabitants of the city and the country,
this period of waiting, which we had so much dreaded,
passed off quickly.

The Neapolitan royal family were at Palermo, when
the Comte de Blacas was charged by Louis XVIII. to
convey his request for an alliance between the Princess
Caroline, daughter of the King of the Two Sicilies, and
his nephew, the Duc de Berry. The proposal was
accepted.

The royal family could not leave Palermo at once, as
the epidemic still raged; and it was not until April,
1816, that the Princess Caroline, accompanied by her
father and by the Hereditary Princess, came to Naples,
where the marriage took place by proxy. The Prince
de Salerne, the Duc de Berry’s uncle, represented him
in this ceremony.
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The departure for Marseilles was decidedﬂupon; but
by an excess of prudence, which caused a good deal
of grumbling among ourselves, the Sanitary Commission
declared that before making her entry into Marseilles the
Princess and her suite must submit to a quarantine of
ten days at the Lazaretto. We had to submit, however,
and make known this fact at Naples.

Towards the middle of May, Princess Caroline left
Naples, accompanied by the Comtesse de La Tour, her
governess, by the Prince de San Nicandro, ambassador
extraordinary and commissioner appointed by the King
of Naples to escort the Princess and the two witnesses to
the marriage by proxy, —the Prince de Ruffo-Scilla, and
General de La Tour, aide-de-cainp to the King.

The Princess embarked with her suite in a Neapolitan
frigate, convoyed by a ship and a corvette of the same
nation. This squadron was preceded by a light French
vessel commanded by Comte Baptiste de Villeneuve-
Bargemont, who was charged to give notice of the arri-
val of the Princess, which was announced by a salute of
a hundred guns from the fort at Marseilles, which made
our hearts beat faster, but renewed our regrets at being
still kept from her for ten days, although so near.

In an instant the harbour of Marseilles was covered
with shallops, barks, flowers, white flags, etc.; the
crowd hurried forward to the prescribed limit, which no
one was allowed to pass. We, more dignified, tried to
make out the Princess from a distance; she saw us, we
were sure, by the cordial signals which she made to
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us. We followed her with our eyes and with our
hearts until she entered the Lazaretto. Then we re-
turned to the Préfecture, where we looked for Madame
deLa Ferronnays, whom we had not been able to find.
To our great astonishment, we learned that she had
started off alone the moment the arrival of Madame
was signalled, to shut herself up in the Lazaretto. The
Duc d’'Havrey and the Duchesse de Reggio had not
heard of it and seemed szfrprised, but said nothing; so
I asked no questions. :

After the arrival of Madame in quarantine, she sent
for us to come to her; we saw her through a grating
in a little parlour where we went every day. Madame
‘seemed to us gracious, agreeable, good, kindly, and gay;
and in short we were all charmed with her. The great
sweetness of the Duchesse de Reggio pleased her at
once; Madame de Bouillé astonished her. Madame had
heard from the Duc d’'Havrey of the sacrifice I had
made in leaving my daughters to come to meet her,
and she was always talking about it. Wishing to learn
what interested each one of the persons who were to
be about her in future, she had had everything ex-
plained to her, and with her royal memory she forgot
nothing, which made us think her very amiable.

We saw that Madame de La Ferronnays had joined
Madame de La Tour and all the persons who had just
come from Naples, and we concluded, though without
having any certain information of it, that she would be
obliged to remain in quarantine as long as Madame
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was detained there, whom they all tried to amuse by
various pleasure-parties, such as fishing, jousting, mili-
tary music, etc. She seemed quite touched by this,
and did not apparently find the time intolerably long.

At this point of my narrative I find myself suffering
greatly 'from violent spasms of the heart and weakness
of vision. I have been expressly forbidden to write,
and I should be discouraged if my desire to please 'you
were not stronger than my reason. They tell me that
it is impossible for me to continue my undertaking,
as, owing to the rapid flow of my ideas, I have never
been able to dictate; so that it is the impossible that
I am going to attempt, in order to fulfil my promise.
‘I have taken for my secretary the young and gentle
sister of my faithful Maria; and as I give up my pen to
her, I ask you, my children, to redouble your indul-
gence for the poor blind suffering octogenarian who
can see only with her heart, and I resume my story.

The joyous salutes of the guns in the fortress an-
nounced to the city that Madame was about to appear
among us. We waited for her at the harbour, and we
mingled with the persons of her suite, to whom we
_were at length permitted to offer our cordial welcome, ]

The crowd was immense, the acclamations uproarious,
and joy reigned in all hearts.

Madame proceeded to the Hétel de Ville oyer a road
strewn with flowers. In the great hall we found the
Marquis de Rochemore, master of ceremonies, who
pointed out each person's seat. We were placed in
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the portion allotted to France. After the signature of
the official documents, there was a touching scene.
The persons who had accompanied Madame perceiving
that the moment of parting with her had come, all fell
on their knees, kissing with respect and emotion the
hands which she held out to them. The Duc d'Havrey
announced to Madame that France claimed her; we
were presented by the lady-of-honour, whom she em-
braced. » Madame de La Ferronnays, lady-in-waiting,
was charged with presenting to the Princess her trous-
seau and the magnificent corbeslle given by the King.
Then she explained to her a custom to which Madame
was obliged to submit, — that of changing all her gar-
ments and putting on those offered her by France.
She appeared again perfectly resplendent, and was gen-
erally admired. The civil and military authorities were
presented to her; they thought her charming, very
gracious to them all. She appeared to be happy, and
quite satisfied with the respectful attention with which
she was surrounded, and which followed her as she
proceeded from the Hétel de Ville to the Préfecture.

She found there young girls of the first families of
Marseilles, who brought her the customary presents.
On that same day there was a grand dinaer, a reception,
fireworks, and an illumination ; on those following, balls,
concetts, plays, etc.

Madame desired to make a pilgrimage to Notre Dame
de la Garde. She went on foot, wishing, as she said,
that her first step might be taken in going to pray for
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the prosperity of France. She was followed not only
by the persons of her suite, but one ‘might almost say
by all the inhabitants of the city.

When she left Mirseilles, Madame spent two days at
Toulon visiting the harbour and its sights; then, making
her way towards Paris, she made a sojourn in each of
the principal cities, greeted everywhere with enthusiasm
and festivities.

The festival of the Féte-Dien, which 1 remember per-
fecﬂy, because it was so strange and new to me, dates
back to the time of King René, who in 1448, after his
misfortunes, which are too well known to be repeated
here, withdrew to Aix, the city he most liked. He
there instituted the famous procession which I am
about to describe to you.  This festival was intended
to represent the triumph of the Christian religion over
idolatry, by the introduction of allegorical personages,
bringing in the pagan gods, whom the presence of the
Saviour drives back into hell.

At the head of the procession came Mercury, the
goddess of Night, and Pluto, surrounded by a multitude
of demons, Diana, Cupid, Venus, and Mars, all marching
in single file; then came lepers, guards, dancers, and
drums.

Fol!owmg the mythological dmmt:es came biblical
personages, —the Queen of Sheba going to visit Solo-
mon; Moses, with the tables of the Law in his hand, mak-
ing great efforts to bring back to the worship of the true
God the Jews, who mocked him by dancing round a
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golden calf made of pasteboard, After the Jews came
the apostles, with the traitor Judas at their head, carry-
ing his bag in his hand, in which were the thirty pieces
of silver, the price of his treachery. As a punishment
for his infamy, all the apostles struck him on the head
with pieces of wood. The Abbé of Youth, the King of
the Basoche, the Prince of Love, preceded the canopy of
the Holy Sacrament, followed by a crowd of priests in
various costumes. Death finally closed the procession,
The bells of all the churches were ringing throughout
the duration of the procession.

The reception that Madame met with at Lyons was
one of the most remarkable; the festivities were magni-
ficent. Madame stayed there three days. There we
found Madame d’'Hautefort and Madame de Béthisy.
When she reached Nemours, Madame de Lauriston and
Madame de Gourgues were presented to her. She
received there gracious letters from the Duc de Berry,
from the Princes, and from the King himself, who told
her that he was so eager to see her that he was starting
for Fontainebleau in order to be nearer to her. Madame
went into retreat for two days at Nemours.

T have now come to that great day which had been so
long dreaded by our timid Princess. When she turned
into the road leading to Fontainebleau, it was already
thronged with persons eager to render homage to her.
Nothing could be more magnificent and impressive than
the scene which met our eyes. In the circle in the
Forest of Fontainebleau was placed a gorgeous tent, .-
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resplendent with gold, which was perfectly dazzling in
the sunshine; ladies in full toilette and white plumes
surrounded the King, who came forward as soon as the
carriage of the Princess came in sight. Madame, who was
very much agitated, went forward quickly, threw herself
on her’knees, kissed his hands, and said a few words
which seemed to please him; he raised her, pressed her to
his heart, and presented her to the Dauphiness, who em-
braced her. At this moment the Duc de Berry came for-
ward ; the King joined their hands, and said a few pleasant
words, and then they looked at each other. What a
moment when one tries to imagine what one’s whole
future life may be like! He seemed to be pleased with
her, for I heard him say in a low voice to Madame de
La Ferronnays, “I am sure I shall love her.” It was
very affecting when Monsieur held out his arms to his
young daughter-in-law and she implored his protection,
which he promised should be hers in full measure. .

Monseigneur, perceiving the timidity of the Princess,
spoke very kindly to her, which reassured her. The
Princes returned to the chiteau, and the festivities began.

T was very glad to find at Fontainebleau Madame ‘de
Biron, who brought me news of my daughters.

Every evening the Duc de Berry was«obliged to leave
Fontainebleau, as custom did not permit him to sleep
under the same roof with the Princess. Madame seemed
to be pleased with Monseigneur; she told me she thought
him even handsomer than his portrait, which he had sent

her at Naples,
VOL. I. — I3
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After a short stay the royal family left Fontainebleau,
the King and the Princes together in one carriage, with
ours behind. The crowd was immense, especially as we
drew near Paris. The Marshals and all the great men
of the kingdom were there to escort the King’s carriage.

The farther we advanced on the Boulevards, the more
frequent were the decorations with white flags. I must
say it was a fine sight. The Princess was astonished
and dazzled, but it was no more than I expected.

The Boulevards seemed to me interminable, for only
one thought occupied my mind, —the moment when I
should see that garden of the Hétel de Gontaut where
my daughters were waiting for me. We were almost there
at last, when an aide-de-camp of the King stopped our
carriage and ordered us to hasten to the Tuileriesandto
wait there to receive the Princess. I must confess that I
felt at this all the impatience of a spoiled child. We
had to turn round and gallop as fast as our six horses
would carry us through the Rue de ’Echelle, to which 1
took a violent dislike from that moment; and I am glad,
even now, in 1854, to see the destruction of it.

When we reached the Tuileries there was a grand
reception, at which Madame was present

At last I was set free for a moment, and I had the
happiness of finding myself with those who were so dear
to me. The most tender care had been lavished on my
daughters. There is really a strong family affection
existing among us,— a precious but rare commodity,
which I have gratefully enjoyed since my return home.
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The next day the marriage of the_Duches“se de Berry
took place at Notre Dame. All Paris assisted at this
august royal ceremony: a brilliant procession, an
immense crowd, a fatiguing morning; then the return
to the Tuileries, in the midst of acclamations, a reception
and dihner,

A gala dinner is a very fatiguing ceremony. There
has not been one for several years now, and I do not
believe any one regretsit. I will describe this one, then,
perhaps the last, which took place on the wedding-day
of the Duchesse de Berry.

Persons who had not been presented at court were
permitted to view the tables by passing along an estrade
in the gallery of Diana.

At the royal table were the King and the royal Princes
and Princesses; the Princes of the blood were not
admitted there. The Duc de Bourbon, Grand Master of
France, whose duty it ‘was to preside over the dinner,
excused himself under various pretexts, and Prince de
Talleyrand, the Grand Chambetlain, took his place.
The Comte de Cossé, first maftre dhétel, preceded the
King as he conducted him to the table. During dinner,
every time the King wished to drink, the cup-bearer pro-
claimed the fact in a loud voice (according to etiquette).

The first gentlemen of the bedchamber, the aides-de-
camp, etc.; and the Princesses’ ladies-in-waiting in full
dress were all standing up, the Duchesses alone having
tabourets. : '

I must confess that the coup &'@il of this State dinner
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was beautiful and imposing; but I also must whisper
in your ear that nothing could be more wearisome for
the persons who were obliged to stand through it in the
intolerable heat and amid the crash of a huge orchestra
. After three days spent in magnificent festivals of all
kinds, the Duc and Duchesse de Berry established them-
selves at the Elysée, already pleasing themselves with
the idea of the tranquil happiness they were about to '
enjoy. .
My daughters at this time were eighteen years old, —
.a period at which it is usual, the early education being
completed, to begin to think of the pleasures and amuse-
ments of society. It was not so with us, however; my
dear daughters understood that a second finishing educa-
tion would contribute to the happiness of all their future
lives, so they resigned themselves, had good masters,
and went on working.

A portion of my family went that same year to spend
the summer at the baths in the Pyrenees; my husband
accompanied them, and also Charles and Adéle. They
made me promise to look after their brother Fernand,
who, being greatly depressed by the death of his father
and the departure of his mother for the South,
required all the care a friend could bestow; and I pro-
mised my dear Adéle to do all I could fof him.

A short time after the return of Louis XVIII., the Duc
de Rohan began his service as first gentleman of the
bedchamber to the King; and having established himself
at the Tuileries, assembled around him the best socicty
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and all that Paris could offer of amusements of every
sort. A short illness carried him off suddenly. His
death was regarded as a public misfortune, on account -
of his amiable and conciliatory character, and his posi-
tion about the King. During his illness Fernand never
left himt, and his devotion to his father and his 'deep
-érief for his loss made me very fond of him. He came
to us; I took care of him, and he was deeply grateful; *
he often spent his evenings with us, and he liked to take
us about and show us Paris, of which we knew so little.
His elder brother, the Prince de Iéon, often came to .
play and sing with my daughters. When he sang with
Charlotte, he imitated perfectly her English accent,
which greatly amused us all.

My daughters were fond of sketching from nature,
The Duc de Berry allowed them to make éketches of the
pretty views at Bagatelle, and Fernand went with us.
That day, which I remember distinctly, changed the
whole course of life for Josephine. During a walk
which I took with him, he talked to me a great deal
about my daughters, praising them both_ highly, but
Josephine in particular, dwelling on her amiable and
solid qualities, and finished by asking for her hand. I
was very much pleased. I was very fond of Fernand,
and his proposal could not fail to give me pleasure; but
after I had expressed 'this. I felt that I must urge him
to consider his own position and ours. He was not
rich, and Josephine was still less so. He knew this; but
he still persisted, and made me promise to intercede for
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him with M. de Gontaut, and we agreed that he should
not speak to Josephine till we had received her father's
reply. This was favourable, and expressed his paternal
affection, his kindly feeling for Fernand, and his confi-
dence in my prudence and my maternal love; and a
short time after he returned to Paris with the rest of our
family.‘

The Duc de Berry, who had never forgotten the proofs
of attachment Fernand had given him, was very fond of
him, and approved of this marriage entirely. * Fernand,
although so young, is already a colonel,” he said, “ my
first aide-de-camp, a gentleman of honour, and by his
own position and that of his family he can aspire to any-
thing; therefore the smallness of his fortune at present,
it seems to me, ought not to be an obstacle.”

I no longer concealed from my daughter what had
been occupying my mind for so long, and I was glad to
see that she was happy in the prospect of this marriage.

Some time after this, two marriages took place in our
family, on the same day and before the same altar, —
that of Fernand de Chabot, then Prince de Léon, with
Josephine, and that of Mademoiselle de Chabot with the
Marquis de Lambertye. On this occasion their aunt,
the Duchesse de La Rochefoucauld, afterwards Marquise
de Castellane, gave a splendid féfz in her beautiful
house in the Rue de I'Arcade.

The day when my beloved daughter left me to live in
the house of her mother-in-law, the Duchesse de Rohan,
was a very cruel one for me.
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After fifteen months of a happy, agreeable, and tran-
quit life, the Duchesse de Berry gave birth to a
daughter; no doubt a prince would have been more
weléome, but the little Princess was soon beloved. She
died a few days after her birth, however, which was a
great gricf to Monseigneur and Madame.

The Bishop of Amiens, almoner of the Duc de Berry,

the Duchesse de Lévis, mother of the actual Duc, and
myself were appointed to accompany the funeral pro-
cession of the young Princess, It started at midnight,
proceeding very slowly, escorted by body-guards and
lighted by torches; the church was empty, and the
royal tomb open. This young offshoot of the royal
race was laid at the foot of Lonis XVI.’s tomb, The
darkness of the night and the profound silence, broken
only by the sound of footsteps and the clinking of arms,
was very depressing.
. The Duchesse d’ Angouléme had me summoned the
next morning to give her the particulars of this sad
night. Ttold her that I prayed beside the coffin ‘which
enclosed the precious remains of the martyred King,
and even touched it. She took my hand and pressed
it to her heart. She wept, and I was deeply moved.

That same day, M, Papillon de La Ferté, steward of
the King's private purse, by the King’s orders called
upon Madame de Montsoreau, the gouvernante, to send
back the layette; but she, not having any orders to that
effect from the Duc de Berry, refused to give it up. On
the evening of that same day the demand was repeated,
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and again refused. Madame de Montsoreau met
Monseigneur, but perceiving his sadness at the death of
his child, did not venture to speak on the subject of the
layette. Two refusals of Madame de Montsoreau to
obey the King’s orders seemed to the steward almost a
crime of /dse-majesté, He hurried off to report this to
Monseigneur, met him in the Champs Elysées return-
ing from Bagatelle, and complained bitterly of the gou-
vernante. Monseigneur, who knew nothing about the
matter, was indignant, and in this state of mind reached
the Elysée, and unfortunately found there M. de La Fer-
ronnays, and accused his mother-in-law of an ignoble
motive. M. de La Ferrofinays could not put up with
this, and was carried away by his indignation to the point
of disrespect to the Prince, who seized two swords, and
offered one to M. de La Ferronnays. He refused it, say-
ing, “ A gentleman cannot fight with one of the heirs
to the throne, but he can leave him;” and then left the
room.

The Duc de Berry sprang into the carriage he had
just left, and went in all haste to assure the King that
such disobedience to his commands could only come
from a misunderstanding for which he was not to
blame. The King understood and comforted him, and
they talked together for a long time. On the Duc’s
return to the Elysée, hé learned that M. and Madame
de La Ferronnays and their children and M. and Madame
de Montsoreau had already left the palace.

This hot temper, quick as lightning to flash out, was
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the one defect of Monseigneur's character; but Djag 1
very warm-hearted, affectionate, and just, he was alwa
ready to repair a hundredfold the wrong inflicted by
his want of reflection. He felt that his friend was
revenging himself upon him by this action, posing
before France as the victim to the cruelty of a prince,
and it cut him to the heart. '

" Monseigneur had rightly judged of the effect this step
would have on the public mind. The people saw only a
family ruined; one friend offered to M. de La Ferron-
* nays his wife's dowry, another sent him her diamond
bracelets. - e

The next day Madame sent for me. I found herin
bed, suffering very much. She told me how distressed
Monseigneur felt. *“ Go to him,” she said, “and com-
fort him; he needs a calm and sincere friend like you to
talk with. In his present state of mind you can say
anything to him.”

I went to find him; he was walking alone in one of
the gloomiest avenues in the garden,

“You see how unhappy I am,” he said. “I could
not have believed it! They hgve all left me, all of
them, without a single regret! Without even telling
me! and while I was away too! O, it is horrible!”

I ventured to question him gently, and he replied to
me frankly: “I will begin by donfessing that I was too
impetuous; it is owing to my unhappy temper. But
what obstinacy! To resist the positive orders of the
King, twice repeated, without informing me of it! To
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wish to keep that wretched layette,— it was base! it
was infamous!"” |

Here I interrupted him quickly. *“It was only a
little awkwardness,” I said; “I do not in the least
believe she wished to keep it; but Madame de Mont-
soreau is timid. You know, Monseigneur, one must
have as much indulgence for feeble and irresolute char-
acters as for hot-blooded ones. Anger, alas! crushes
and bruises; but you should look at the intention.
When the heart is right, the intentions are pure. You
know this, Monseigneur, for your heart has never led
you astray.” )

Here he stopped me, and said: “ Madame de La
Ferronnays has already displeased the King by shutting
herself up in the Lazaretto without orders from me, I
never could understand her taking such a step.”

“If Monseigneur will permit me, I think I can clear
up this point by relating a conversation I had at Mar-
seilles with the Duc d'Havrey. ¢ At court,’ he said to
me, ‘ awkwardness or clumsiness ought to be carefully
avoided. It puts a weapon into the hands of envious
persons, and ought to be scrupulously guarded against.’
It was Madame de La Ferronnays' intention to take
this opportunity to bi-ing to- the knowledge of the
Princess Monseigneur’s noble qualities of mind and
heart, and to teach her to love him even before seeing
him. Her zeal carried her away; she did not stop to
reflect upon the impropriety of taking such a step without
consulting either the Duchesse de Reggio or Monsei- -
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gr{eur: It was not a deliberately planned proceeding,
but merely a sudden impulse of kindliness; and then,
being naturally timid, she took no steps to repair what
Maréchal Oudinot, Duc de Reggio, considered an insult,
and of which he complained to the King.”

Monseigneur listened calmly to this explanation, and
seemed to understand it; and before leaving him, I felt
sure that his kind heart would point out the way not
only to console, but also to be of use now and in the
future to this family whom he had so long loved.

M. de La Ferronnays was appointed ambassador to
Russia that same year. This path opened te him by
our poor Prince was pursued after the latter’s death.
He became ambassador to Russia; in 1828 Minister
for Foreign Affairs, succeeding Baron de Damas, then
governor of the Duc de Bordeaux; in 1829 ambassador
td Rome: he died there in 13841I.

The year which followed this temporary trouble at
the Elysée has left on my mind only the general impres-
sion of peace and tranquillity. .

The Duchesse de Berry, in order to occupy her
mornings, had engaged masters, surrounded herself with
ladies who were attached to her, and allowed me to
bring Charlotte with me, She often gave little balls
and concerts, to which all the Orléans family were
invited. Monsieur, the Dauphin, and the Dauphiness
were always present, and seemed to enjoy them. The
Duc de Berry was very amiable on these occasions.

I had received many proposals of marriage for Char-
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lotte, with regard to which she was now of an age to be
consulted. It was then that Adéle spoke to me of the
Comte de Bourbon-Busset, whom every one seemed to
like, and whom 1 did not know at all. Charlotte had
met him at Adéle’s, and said to me, “I do not feel
afraid of him.” .

I spoke of the matter to the Duc de Berry, who said,
“ He is my cousin, and nothing would please me better;
but as I cannot exactly trace the relationship, the King
will be delighted to do it for you. There is nothing he
likes better than gencalogy.”

That same evening when I accompanied the Duchesse
de Berry to the Tuileries, Monseigneur asked the King
to explain to me the relationship between the Bourbon-
Bussets and the reigning branch of the royal family,

“The closest relationship,” replied the King, with a
smile; “ for instance, they were sons of the same father,
But that is a long time ago, and you must go back to
the Bishop of Liége, who descended from the sixth son
of Saint Louis. You must not be scandalised at the
idea of a married bishop.

“ Lit¢ge was an ecclesiastical principality, the ruler of
which must of necessity be a bishop. Louis de Bour-
bon was only eighteen when it became vacant, but he
obtained it through the influence of his name and on
the express condition of taking orders when he should
come of age; but finding his vocation in an entirely
opposite direction to this, he married Catherine d'Eg-
mont, daughter of the Duke of Gueldres, without
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having obtained the consent of his brother, Jean II.,
Duc de Bourbon, or of the King, Louis XI., who wouild
not recognise the marriage. Notwithstandirig, it was
consummated, and three children were born in the
space of several years anterior to 1466, — a period at
which, Yormented by the armed revolts of his subjects,
the Liégois, and the representations of his family, Louis
at length consented to take orders, — a tardy and use-
less resolution, since, being again forced to fight against
constant sedition, he was assassinated on the bridge of
Liége, in 1482, by William de La Marck.

“It was not until long after his death that his chil-
dren, by command of the King, were recognised as #rue
and legitimate descendants of this royal house of Bourbon,
and issue of & lawful marriage, anthorised to bear the
arms, the livery, as well as the many honours of the said
house sn all theiy integrity, without, however, being able
to change the division which had already been made of
the Duchy of Bourbon.”

The King added, *“ As to his military career, Maréchal -
Soult, under whose orders he served for a long time,
could tell you about that.”

I saw the Maréchal soon afterwards. “ He goes to bat-
tle,” he said, “ as one would go to a ball; it is his life,
his element. During the war in Spain, one unfortunate
day, 1 was observing. the disposition of the English
army, lorgnette in hand. Bourbon-Busset warned me to
move_away: it was his duty to defend the passage of
a bridge which the English were trying to cross. He
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had his brother with him, and about twenty-five c/as-
seurs. 1 continued my observations; Bourbon-Busset
reiterated "his advice, and perceiving that I was in dan-
ger of being killed or captured, he threw himself upon
the enemy with the few men whom he commanded,
fought desperately, had two horses killed under him,
was wounded, taken prisoner, and carried to the tent of
Marshal Beresford, who treated him with great respect,
even conversing with him upon the position of the
two armies, and sent him under a good escort to
Lisbon. .

“ He was shut up with the galley-slaves, among whom
he found some French officers and soldiers, who, morc
fortunate than he, were transferred fo England as pris-
oners of war. For him they reserved the fatal honour of
imprisonment in the fortress of Sétubal, a small sea-
port, whence he succeeded in escaping with a surgeon
and one of his soldiers, by sliding down a cord tied on
to their sheets upon the terrace, from which he de-
scended by the same means to the sea at low tide, and
from there reached the deserts of Alentejo, where they
wandered about for five days. Exhausted with hunger
and fatigue, they found themselves only three miles
from the French army, when they were recaptured, and
conducted to the house of the Inquisition.

“ M. de Bourbon-Busset, during the long war: with
Spain, had heard some horrible particulars concerning
the Inquisition; and as soon as he heard the order given
to take him there, he perceived the gravity of the situ-
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ation, When he entered this friéhtful place, the open
ing of the door gave light enough to show him a long
vaulted dungeon. He reflected that this was probably
only a passage which must have an outlet somewhere
and as he would never give up trying to gain his free
dom, he felt that he must succeed in finding it. They
showed him a small pallet, a jug of water, a piece o
bread, and told him this would be renewed even
twenty-four hours. They shut the door of his cell; he
heard them shoot the bolt, and found himself in abso
lute darkness. He did not lose a moment in trying t«
find some outlet, but he could discover no'thing ; ther
he felt along the walls with his hamds to find the ex
treme end of what he believed to be 2 subterranear
. gallery, and finally used his feet to discover what i
was like on the ground. He soon perceived that thi:
passage descended rather abruptly; he kept on, and sud
. denly found his feet bathed in very cold water. H
stopped, found a rather heavy stone, which he threv
before him, and he could judge by the sound as it fel
that he was on the brink of a gulf, He saw that h
must renounce this means of escape, and return t
the point he had started from. This was a frightfu
moment, but he was a Christian, and he said to himseli
‘There is hope in God. '

“ The Spaniards having claimed him from the Portu
guese government, he was re-conducted, under a stron,
guard, to the fort of the Corogne, and afterwards put o
a pontoort among the convicts, who became enthusias
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tically attached to him. He found some French sol-
diers there also, prisoners like himself.

“ Having had some communication with an English
merchant captain who promised to set him free if he
would give him the little moncy he had left, he impru-
dently did so. The signal agreed upon was a lantern
hung out on the side of the ship. As soon as he saw it,
_he threw himself into the sea, and swam about for a
-long time. As the light seemed always to recede, he
at length began to feel anxious; he redoubled his
efforts, and then the light disappeared altogether. He
saw that he had been betrayed, and that now his only
chance was to try to reach the pontoon again; after an
hour and a half of continued effort, he at length reached
it, but so exhausted that after having caught the cord
by which he had descended, he kept it in his hand, but
for a long time had not strength enough to attempt to
climb up. Finally he succeeded in getting back again
just before daybreak.

“ The idea of regaining his freedom and of rejoining
the army became so fixed in his mind that he could not
give it up. He made another attempt, promised, but
‘this time did not pay, the price of his liberty in advance.
This last attempt was a complete success; he got away
easily, and was received on board the ship which
awaited him, by the good and honourable captain who
commanded it, and who carried him to England, where
he was obliged to declare himself a prisoner of war, and
went honourably to his prison at Reading. Monsieur
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had him set at liberty and offered him the command of a
foreign regiment in the pay of England. But, French’
to the backbone as he was, he could not accept. Mon-
sieur approved his loyalty, and understood that he felt
bound by his oath to return to his regiment.” -

As he ended, the Maréchal apologised for the length
of his narrative, of which, however, his affection and
esteem for Comte Bourbon-Busset would not permit
him to omit a single fact.

This story was told to me more than thirty years ago,
and yet I remember every word the Maréchal said; and
in order to give you the full particulars of the very
interesting career of my son-in-law, whom I have learned
not only to appreciate, but to love, I am going, contrary
to all rules of eloquence, to turn back to the beginning
of his history.

You will think perhaps that I am in my dotage;
this is not true; butas I am telling this” story to my
two children, I must claim your indulgence.

The father and mother of Comte de Bourbon-Busset
were obliged to emigrate at the time of the Revolution of
'o1, leaving two children to the care of their grand-
father, who died on the 17th of January, 1793, having
made a will giving the estate of Busset to his grand-
children, and the usufruct of this property to their father.
The Republic, having seized for its own uses this right
of usufruct, sold the furniture of the chiteau and took
possession of the land. These poor children being thus

left alone, the friends or relatives of the family engaged
'YOL. L. — T4
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Chevalier Duprat as tutor for them ; but this very worthy
gentleman had hardly reached Busset when he was
arrested by the order of the Committee of Public Safety,
and taken to Paris, where he was immediately con-
demned to death, without a trial. The two young
Bourbon-Bussets, abandoned for the second time, were
taken to Cusset, where a deputy named Forestier seized
them and carried them in chains from prison to prison
uatil they reached Paris. They arrived there after the
session of the Committee had closed, and they were
Ieft alone, shut up for twenty-four hours, without any
food except a piece of bread which was given them by the
compassionate gendarme who had brought them there,

The Committee having condemned them to be trans-
ported and to be sent in a ship from Nantes, they were
in the mean while taken to the prison of the Luxem-
bourg. The monsters who had charge of them said:

“We are bringing you two little Capets whose name
is Bourbon.”

The Vicomte de Bourbon-Busset, the uncle of these
two children, was in the prison at that time. When he
heard the name he was struck by it, and going up to
the poor children, he began to ask them questions. But
misfortune teaches prudence even to children, and they
scarcely dared reply to the questions which were asked
of them. However, he at length succeeded in gaining
the confidence of the elder, and he said o him, gently:
“ Give me some proof of the truth of what you are
saying, and you will have no cause to regret it.”
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“ T have an uncle in Paris,” replied the boy, “ whose
name is Vicomte ‘de Bourbon-Busset; he gave me a
watch which 1 am very fond of, and I managed to.
save it.”

The poor child drew the watch ot from under his
coat, where he had hidden it next his heart. '

"His uncle held out his arms, and from that moment
the boy knew he was saved; since he had an uncle, he
was no longer alone. The Vicomte de Bourbon-Busset,
saved by the death of Robespierre, watched over his
nephews with the tenderest care. As soon as their
prison doors were opened, he placed them at the College
of Effiat. Afterwards the estate of Busset was restored
to Francis; he established himself there with his brother,
and received his parents there when they returned from
exile. They lived on this estate honoured and happy
until the end. '

The noble blood which flowed in his veins could not
submit to a tame country life in those stirring times;
he entered the army, and went through all the cam-
paigns, all the wars, and he is now on the high road to
glory and honour. - -

My life at court had given mie the sad conviction
that there is no such thing as universal approbation;
but as Comte de Bourbon-Busset seemed to have attained
to it as nearly as possible, I hoped that his marriage
with Charlottt would be for her happiness. M. de
Gontaut consented to it and all our family approved,
and then I mentioned itto the King and the Princes. As
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the Duc de Berry was away hunting that day, T wrote
to tell him the news, in which I was sure he would feel
interested, remindipg him that he had been the first
to suggest it; and then I added that though I rejoiced
for my child’s sake, yet I was very sad at the thought
of being left alone for the first time in my life.

I will give here Monseigneur’s reply: —

#T am delighted to hear that Charlotte is about to become
my cousin; and as for you, my dear good friend, you shall
not be left alone. Come and live with us; we will offer you
the place of lady-in-waiting, which, as you know, has been
vacant for a year. You would live at the Elysée ; my wife will
await your reply with impatience. Come and give it to us
yourself."”

I hurried off at once, but I was far from expecting
that when Monseigneur and Madame had heard my
reply gratefully accepting their kind offer, they would
add to their kindness by thanking me. I was quite
overcome, and they were glad to see me so happy.
How could I help loving princes who were so thought-
ful of my comfort!

They gaily showed me over the apartment which was
destined for me, above that of Madame. The view of
the Champs Elysées was superb, and very lively. It
~ was the same apartment which the little King of Rome
had occupied; and everywhere there were evidences of
the tender care with which he had beer! surrounded:
the panels were padded to the height of a child of six
or seven years, and the whole apartment was hung with
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green silk, which was still fresh and beautiful, and afforded
a pleasant light for the eyes. This evidence of human
. forethought which had been brought to nought by the
Divine will gave us food for thought, and for a moment
even my Princess was a little pensive. - Then she cried:
“ Comé, let us think of the happy future. I am merry,
and Iwish to enjoy it. Your apartment is charminé
and spacious; you have three salons, and you shall
give balls for me, which will be a hundred times more
amusing than ours, for you have not our obligations.
Come, promise me that you will give balls, won't
you?” * .

- As I was very willing to do so, I was about to assent,
when Monseigheur said sadly, “Ah, Caroline, you
think of nothing but amusing yourself.”

“Well, why shouldn’t I?” she replied. “I am so
young!” And stamping her foot, with a smilé, and
putting- her pretty hand over his mouth, sh® said:
_“ Now, don't talk to me of the time when I shall be a
widow; I cannot bear it.”

Monseigneur smiled sadly. “I know I am wrong,”
he said, “ but the idea haunts me; I have been thinking
a great deal of your widowhood lately.”

* What an extraordinary pleasantry!” said Madame;
and taking me by the arm, she drew me out of the
apartment, and he followed us.

The joke ahout the widowhood had been often re-
peated, although Madame could notendureit. Wesome-
times talked about it privately, but could not understand
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it. M. de Nantouillet had remarked it, and feared that
Monseigneur had received some anonymous threats.
Sometime after, finding Monseigneur alone in the salon,
he called me into his cabinet, and showed me an open
letter. ¢ Look at this,” he said; “ T am sure this paper
is poisoned. Don't touch it; when I opened it had a
horrible sensation. The letter is insignificant, and gives
no clue to the sender; it is merely a request for aid,
without either name or address.”

I entreated him to tell M. Decazes of it. I do not
know whether he did so, but he begged me to keep it
secret, as he did not wish to disturb Madame,

During the ordinary preparations for the marriage,
M. de Bourbon-Busset and Charlotte saw a great deal of
each other, and grew more attached every day. I had
learned to esteem him before; now I learned to love
him.

I used to regret having only two daughters; but
having been so happy as to find in my sons-in-law the
tenderness of sons of my own, I felt I could thank
Providence, for now I [acked nothing.

The evening before the wedding we had a brilliant
party at the Hatel de Gontaut; an actor, whose name I
have forgotten, had a great success: but a poor mother
who is parting from her daughter is far too sad to be
amused by such things.

Charlotte lived at the Hétel de Gontaut for several
days; then, M. de Bourbon-Busset having been ap-
pointed to inspect the troops in the South of France,
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they were obliged to depart. Charlotte’s timidity took
fright; but recognising the obligations of her position,
she did the honours for soldiers of all ranks and of all
.ages, and found them all very kind and courteous, Her
husband, knowing what this duty must cost her, was very
grateful vo her, and hastened to tell me of it.

Josephine had accompanied her mother-in-law, the
Duchesse de Rohan, to Roche-Guyon ; and as soon as

Charlotte left Paris, all my family, and with them M. de
Gontaut, having departed for the waters in the Pyrenees,
I established myself at the Elysée. As my income was
dgublefi, I had a carriage a// to myself, and an establish-
ment on a suitable, though economical, scale. I gave
little balls as often as Madame wished it; and as she paid
the expenses, they were very elegant, which pleased
Monseigneur. It was at this time that a superb cos-
tume ball was given at the Elysée.

As my duties were shared by the Duchesse de Reggio,
they were both honourable and agreeable; we were
obliged, each in our turn, to accompany Madame on
Sundays when she went to visit the King, and when she
went to church, and to do the honours at rBceptions, —in
the morning to men, and in the evening to ladies. The
necessity of presenting each one by name was a perfect
torture for me, as I never could remember names. It
was an evil for which there was no remedy. The
Princes were aware of this defect of mine, and they were
greatly amused by it. I will give you an instance.

The marriage of M. de Bourbon-Busset having been
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arranged, he went, in accordance with etiquette, to thank
the King and Princes for giving their consent to it.
M. de Bourbon-Busset was there on the first day of my
attendance as lady-in-waiting. He entered the room.
I saw him, and I said, pointing him out to Madame,
“That is he”

She was wicked enough to insist upon my telling her
his name. .

“1It is the same as your own,” I replied.

“ Oh, it is Caroline, then? ” she replied; and calling to
Monseigneur, she told him of my embarrassment. The
amusement was general, and they often repeated this
incident.

I ought to mention here also that Madame was
always so kind, whenever she saw me hesitate, as to
tell me in a low voice the names of the persons who
were approaching, for I was also so unfortunate as to be
short-sighted.

A good memory is a royal quality; our Princes never
forgot a friend, and they could remember every face and
' every name. :

Madame afld Monseigneur were very fond of the
play, and they often went, having boxes at all the
theatres. They were always kind about giving me
the use of the vacant ones to dispose of among my
foreign friends who during long years of exile had
never ceased to show their friendship for me.

During the summer Madame and Monseigneur often
dined in the garden of the Elysée; and when they
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. —
knew that I was alone, they sent for me to join them.

Nothing could be more charming and friendly than ,
these dinners & #ross, ' .

The memory of that year, which passed without a
cloud, is very sweet; but the following one was marred
by the Geath of a pretty little girl of my dear Josephine’s.
It is a cruel blow for a poor mother, the death of a first
child. My daughter’s grief awoke a painful echo in
my heart. .

The Duchesse de Berry became encesnte, and we had
no more balls, only a few concerts and small parties;
and then suddenly one night they came for me in all
haste, Madamre was ill; the Duchesse d’'Orléans had
sent her a watermelon, of which Madame had eaten a
great deal, and her pains were attributed to this. Mon-
seigneur told me to call the Duchesse d’Angouléme;
she came, and was absolutely perfect, caring for Madame
as if she had been her own daughter; and after several
hours the Duchesse de Berry was delivered of a son.
Her pregnancy had lasted only six months and a half;
the child was alive, being petfectly well formed. The
Bishop of Amiens baptised him two hours before his
death.

Monseigneur was in despair at this accident. Did he
foresee that the death of this child would be the signal
for his own? :

Complete tranquillity succeeded to the agitation . of
the period T have just described. Madame was obliged:
to take great care of herself.
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I will take advantage of this moment of repose to
speak of our Princess’s young companion, Suzette de La
Tour, tracing the genealogy of her family and that of
her mother. Her father, Comte de La Tour en Woévre,
of a noble family of Lorraine, emigrated with his relatives,

"and was brought up in Italy by his maternal grand-
father, Comte de Richecourt; he married his cousin, Ma-
demoiselle d’Heillimer, daughter of Comte d'Heillimer,
Baron of the Holy Empire, etc. Comte de La Tour was
afterwards lieutenant-general, aide-de-camp to the King
of Naples, vice-admiral, gentleman of the bed-chamber,
grand cross of St. Stephen, of St. Lazare of France, etc.

Madame de La Tour at her marriage was appointed
lady-in-waiting to the Queen, then governess at the
birth of the Princess Caroline. She had many children,
among them Suzette, whom I am going to introduce
to you. .

When the Duchesse de Berry was about leaving Italy,
she obtained Madame de La Tour's consent to her
daughter Suzette’s accompanying her; and when Ma-
dame de La Tour was obliged t_o return to Italy, she
prevailed upon her to leave with her this friend of her
childhood. Madame de La Tour consented, confid-
ing in Madame’s friendship; and she entreated me to
watch over her daughter, which I promised to do with
all my heart. She said to me when she went away:
“I do not give her up, but I trust her to the tender
care of the best of mothers.”

Madame de La Tour’s friends in Paris advised that
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" Suzette should be placed in a gension of high repute,
which would make her feel easier about her during her
_a'lbsence. I often went to see her, and my daughters
were sincerely attached to her. The Duchesse de
Berry lavished the most tender care upon her, and all
the cotirt felt an interest in her.

At length she reached an age when it was time to
think of her marriage. General Montéléger, aide-de-
camp of the Duc de Berry, spoke to me of one of his
friends. “ My friend is a perfect treasure for honour
and uprightness,” he said to me, “ and he has thought
of Mademoiselle de La Tour from childhood. He is
Comte de Meffray, the son of an ancient and noble
family of Dauphiny, and is allied to the best families
in France. He is personally very agreeable, is very
amiable in character, and — I mention after all what the
world considers Jeforeall—he. has a fortune which
leaves nothing to be desired.”

I was charmed with this description. I spoke of the
matter to Monseigneur and Madame, whe shared my
opinion and begged gne to arrange the affair. The
young couple first saw each other at the Hétel de Gon-
taut, and then at my house, where they met often and
were mutually pleased. Madame took the deepest
interest in Suzette; we reported everything to her, and
everything having been settled, the marriage was de-
cided upon; it took place in the chapel of the Elysée,
in the presence of Monseigneur and Madame, who repre-
sented the parents of Madame de Mefiray.
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When I was appointed lady-in-waiting, Madame de
Meffray was appointed *to the place I had formerly
occupied, She then appeared in society, and I care- .
fully watched her; but my dear Suzefte never had a
fault or an act to conceal. Her life was a model one
for young women, She was only seventeen, young,
witty, and pretty; she was greatly admired and courted,
but the breath of slander never touched her.

As I made no fixed plan when I undertook the nar-
rative which you begged me to write, I have put down
what I remember just as it happens to come into my
mind, and I shall continue to write thus, although I
sometimes find myself, as at present, compelled to -call
up the past in order to explain what is coming. -

The Duc de Berry, kind-hearted, amiable, intellectual,
and cultivated, was fond of art and patronised it greatly.
In his early youth, like the good Henri IV., he loved a
noble Corisande de Grammont, whom he greatly de-
sired to marry. Louis XVIIL. opposed it, and he was
obliged to submit. All this took place in Germany.
Some years later, the Duc and Duchesse de Guiche
came to Loadon, and established themselves there with
their children. Mademoiselle Corisande de Grammont
married Lord Ulseston, afterwards Earl of Tankerville.

Having very simple tastes, the Duc de Berry led a
quiet life in London, dining every day with Monsieur,
frequently spending his evenings with him at the house
of the Duchesse de Coigny, with other migrés; he did
not care much for the assemblies, where, however, he
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was much sought after. His greatest pleasure was the
opera, — * a rather eéxpensive taste for a prince who is
.an dmigr¢,” he said to me one evening. He' made this
avowal with so much grace that I repeated it, and all
my friends hastened to shower upon him tickets admit-
ting him to their boxes. The Duc de Berry appreci-
ated this attention, and often came to say so to us. He
enjoyed it all the more since Madame —— made her
début that year, ' :

Monseigneur, sharing the general enthusiasm, never
missed one of her appearances. From the box of the
Duke of Portland, where I often went with his daughters,
we enjoyed his pleasure; but not far from us we noticed
a very distinguished person whom every one was look-
ing at, but whom no one knew. She was very beauti-
ful, but extremely pale, and well, though simply, dressed.
We were greatly amused at the curiosity she seemed
to inspire in our compatriots, all the more so as she
. seemed to be perfectly indifferent to it. A young man
named La Chastre one day offered her a programme,
which she refused. M. de Clermont Lodéve, with more
" audacity, offered her a bouquet, whereupon she froze
him with a glance of. magnificent disdain. On this
occasion we observed that Monseigneur looked grave
and cold, apparently thinking it bad taste to annoy the
young woman. M. de Clermont, who persisted in his’
attentions and his curiosity, told us at length that he
had succeeded in finding out her history. “ Whgre she
lives they call her Mrs. Brown,” he said. “She lives
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near the Park, where she walks out every day with her
child, a little boy about six or seven, upon whom she
lavishes maternal cares. They say she is good, chari-
table, and kindly, but very reserved.” We could not
learn anything more from M. de Clermont, who seemed
to grow mysterious all at once, and we forgot the whole
matter.

This happened about the time of the wars with
Russia and Spain. Several years afterwards, I learncd
that Madame de Montsoreau and Vicomte d'Agoult
had become sponsors for a little girl, to whom they
gave the name of Charlotte. Two years later, the
Duchesse de Coigny became godmother to another
little girl named Louise. The Duc de Berry, they said,
seemed to be interested in these children. The two
godmothers were discreet, and the curious public could
draw but one conclusion. Society became accustomed,
and so did my daughters and I, to seeing them some-
times at the houses of the Duchesse de Coigny and
Madame de Montsoreau. They were taken good care
of, they had a governess who taught them French, and
they spoke English with their mother,

Society in all countries often occupies itself too much
with what is called the gossip of the salons, but also it
quickly forgets it again, — at least unless some incident
recalls it to mind, when the past is explained and under-
stood in a moment.

Amapg the festivities which took place to celcbrate
the King's return to Paris, that of the opera was the
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first, the finest, and most brilliant, each box being bril-
liantly lighted; the King’s box was perfectly dazzling,
and also three on each side of it, in which were ladies
in fall court costume; I was in one of these boxes.
One box alone in the second row opposite me was
empty, and my attention was drawn to it for this reason.
I saw a woman enter it enveloped in a lace veil which
left only her face visible, — a pale, beautiful face which
instantly recalled that of the silent lady of the opera
in London. She remained standing, and with the light
falling upon her she was very conspicuous. At the
moment when the King’s party entered every one rose,
with their eyes fixed on the royal box. A gentleman
of the King's household came forward and announced
in a loud voice, “The King!”

The Duc de Berry appeared; all the Princes followed
him, each one ranging himself so as to make a place
for the King, .

At this moment of profound ‘silence we heard the
sound of a heavy fall in the opposite box; the white
lady had disappeared. The King entered; all eyes were
turned towards him, and the cries of “Vive le Roil”
were unanimous. I wondered what could have hap-
pened to the lady, whom I saw carried out fainting, and
who appeared no more. I saw that Monseigneur had
perceived her; he said a few words to M. de Clermont,
who disappeared. '

~The opera was “ (Edipus.” A very affecting part was
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the well-known air where (Edipus addresses Antigone,
beginpning with these words, “She has lavished upon
me her affection and her care.” The King put out his
hand to the Duchesse d’Angouléme, who kissed it;
and everybody shouted, “ Vive le Roil Vive la
Duchesse d’Angouléme!” with an enthusiasm difficult
‘to describe.

During the entr’acte between the two picces, M. de
Clermont came to pay me a call. I spoke to him of
the episode of the empty box; he seemed to me rather
excited; he told me in a very low tone that Mrs. Brown
had arrived from London an hour before the bpera be-
gan, and that Monseigneur had sent her the ticket for
the box, advising her to get there as soon as possible.
The Duc de Berry, having been in the island of Jersey,
had not seen her for a long time, and the surprise he had
prepared for her might have killed her. Mrs. Brown,
having led a very retired life, was entirely ignorant of
Monseigneur’s exailted rank, and on learning it so sud- .
denly, its brilliancy, far from dazzling her, only made
her understand the immense gulf between herself and
him, which it would be impossible for her ever to
cross. .

Madame, having often regretted not having been able .
at Palermo to accomplish herselfl in the various arts,
wished to profit by her retirement by taking. lessons.
Monseigneur was very fond of music, and therefore she
wished to be a musician; he had a splendid gallery
of pictures, and she wished to be able to appreciate
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them; he liked occupation of all kinds, and she kept
herself occupied, and thus spent some very agreeable
hours, having even added to her graver studies lessons
in making artificial flowers, presided over by the famous
Batton, who taught to ladies and to the young persons
of his‘establishment the art of copying Nature. Her
mornings passed gayly ; Monseigneur often shared them,
and Madame always considered this the happiest time
of her life. Then she became ill, and was pronounced
enceinte. ‘This time all precautions were redoubled;
the remembrance of the precious infant lost through
imprudence still weighed on Monseigneusr’s mind. The
affair of the watermelon was brought up; Madame
maintained that this fruit could not be unwholesome .
- for a Neapolitan; that she was sure the accident was
caused entirely by a drive, followed by a long ceremo-
nial at the inauguration of the statue of Henri IV, on
‘the Pont Neuf. Therefore drives were forbidden, and
she was even obliged to walk to the dinners at the
Tuileries, leaning on her husband’s arm, .

Monsieur and the Duc and Duchesse d’Angouléme
often came to the Elysée to play a game of loto, which
Madame thought rather dull; she asked me to begin
again to give concerts in my apartments occasionally,
and to have écartd, which was then just coming into
fashion.

‘Charlotte came back from the South, and after occa-

“sioning us the greatest anxiety, a pair of very delicate
VOL. L == I§
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twins were born before their time. We bardly dared to
hope that they would live; but they not only lived, but
grew up and had children of their own, and are now
very strong and well, and form the happiness of their
mother, and the pride and joy of their father.

END OF VOL. L
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- GEORGE WASHINGTON'S RULLS OF CIVILITY. Peap. fvo, Jap, veltsm, 25, Ode

COOK (DUTTON)., NOVELS BY.
LEO. Post Sivo, illustrated boE'rc(l:lf';;.o’ €L e, 38 8d.; post bro, lnat. boards, Pu.

COOPEE (EDWARD H )—GEOFFORY HAMILTON. Cr. 6vo, 83, 6d.

CORNWALL - POPULAR ROMANCES OF THE WEST OF ENG-
LAND; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Saperstitions of Old Corawall, Coilected
by Rosxar Ruwrt, F.R.S, Two Steel-plates by Gro.Cruinsuank. Cr. §vo, d.,f-.(h!:

COTES.—TWO GIRLS ON A BARGE. By V. Cecii Corzs, With

44 1llostrations by F. H. Towwsexo. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3, Gd,

CRADDOCK.—THE PROPHET OF THE GREAT SMOKY MOUN-
TAINB, By Coarrrs Eceeat Crappocx, Post 8vo, Hlust. bds., 2. ; cl. limp, #n.Gd,

CRELLIN (H. N.)—THE NAZARENES: A Drama.Crown 8vo, 1S, _

CRIM.—ADVENTURES OF A FAIB REBEL. By Matr Criv.  With
a Fromtisplece. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3e. Gd. ¢ post Bvo, illustrated boards, B,

CROKER (B.M.), NOVELS BY. Crows vo, cioth extra, 3s. Od, cach; oot

8vo, illnstrated boards, Zn. each ; cloth limp, 2w, Gd. each.
PRETTY MISS8 NEVILLE. - DIARA BARRIEGTON,
A BIRD OF PASBAGE. PROPER PBIDE,

A FAMILY LIKENESS. “YO LEL" .

CRUIEKSHANK'S COMIC ALMANACK. Complete in Two Senies:
The Fiest from 1835 1o 1843; the Szcond from 1844 to ™s3. A Gathering of
the Best Hunovn of Tracxerar, Hoop, Mavwew, ALseer Swirw, A'Brexets,
Rosper Broven, & With omnerous Steel Eneravings and Woaodents by Critaa

- sHaux, Hive, Lawneits, &2, Two Vols, crown dvo, cioth piit, 7w, each,
THE LIFE 0¥ GECRGE CEUIEKSHANK., By Brawcmanp JrmaoLo, Wb N
{llustrations and a Bibliography. Crown 8o, cloth exira, Ga .

i R BB s o ey ot Pt s e oy % 8 6. aach,
IN THE HIMALAYAS AND ON THE INDIAM mfis. With 42 Illustradions,
TWO0 HAPPY YEARS IN CEYLON. With 23 Hlustrarions,

¥YI1A CORNWALL 70 EGYPY. With Photoeravice Froatis. Demry 870, L, 7v. 8d,

CUSSANS.—A HANDBOOK OF HERALDRY; with Instructions for
Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &2, By Jouw E. Cussaws. With
408 Woodcnis and 32 Colonred Plates. Fourth edition, revised, crown Bva, cloth, G,

CYPLES(W.)—HEARTS of GOLD, Cr.8vo,cl. .3s.8d.: post8vo,bds 23,

DAHIEL.—!EBRIE ENGLAND IN THE OLDEN TIME. Ey Geowse
PaxteL With En__s_tgggpby Roseer Crrinsaasn, CrownBvo, eloth exira, Ba. 64,

DAUDET.—THE EVANGELIST; or, Fort Salvation, By ALPHONSE
Dacoey. Crown Bvo. cloth exira. 3e. 6.t pout 3ro. Musirased boarde, s,

DAVIDSON.—MR. SADLER'S DAUGHTERS By Hucm CorLzuaw
Davipson. Witk 8 Frootispiecs.  Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Fe Bd.

DAVIES (DR. N. E. YORKE-), WORKS BY, Cr.8vo, la.ea:

DAGI'E Tgﬂsllb EEDICAL NS AED lURGlEl?Hl.i?idqhun
NURSERY HIKTB: A Mober's Gude in Health apd Disease. )
FOODS FOR THE FAY: A Treatise on Corpulency, and a Dietary for its Care,
AIDB TO LOEG LIFR. Crown Bvo, 3w ; cioth limp, s Sd,

5
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. DAVENANT,—HINTS FOR PARENTS ON THE CHOICE OF A PRO~

FESSION FOR THEIR SONS, By F. DavenaNT, M.Ai- Pest 840, Lw,§ ol.; ke, 6

. DAVIES' (SIR JOHN) COMPLETE POETIGAL WORKS, for the first

time Collected and Hdited, with Memorial-Introduction and Notes, by the Rev. A, B.
GrosarT, D.D, . Two Vu!s.. ts.. efdwn fve, cloth hoardnp T ¥

DAWSON.—THE “FOUNTAIN OF- Youvm.ﬁ By FErnemus DAw.sou,
M.B. €rown 8vo, cloth'extra, 38, 64, ;.post 8vo! illudieated boarde, We. - ©

DE GUEB[N —THE JOURNAY, OF MAURICE DE GUERIN, Edited
y G. 5. TresuTIZN,  With a_Memoir by Satsre-Beuve, * Transiated from the
soﬂi crench Edition by Jxssre P, FroratnoHas, Foap, §vn, hall-bound, $u. 8.

DE MAISTRE.—A JOURNEY ROUND MY -ROOM, . By Xnvxxn‘ PE

MatsTre. Translated by HENrY ATTWELL. Pnsl Bvo, gtoth Himp, . -G,

DE MILLE.~A CASTLE IN. SPAIN. . By JAmzs Dr MiLLp. With a

Frootispiece. Crown Bvg, cloth extra. 3s. Gd.4 post Bvo, illustrated boards, 3w, . .

DERBY (THE).—THE BLUE RIBBON OF THE TURF : A Chronicle

of the Race rox Tee Diray, from Dipmea to Donovan, With Brief Acc,;ounts of
Tne Oaks. By Lovis HEnry CurzoN. Crown 8vo, cloth imp, Ws. Bd, |

DERWENT}LEITHA) NOVELS BY. Cr.8vo.tl., $0.8d., ex:; post 8vo, bds..Qi.ea.
OUR LADY OF TEARS. | GIRGE'S LOVERS.

ﬂICKENS gCHARLES), NOVELS BY “Post 8va, Hilustrated boardn 95- oach,

BRETCH ICHOLAS RICKLEBY.
THE PICKWIGK PAPERS. . OLIYER TWIST, LR

THE SPEECHES OF CHARLES DICHENS, 15411870, WnthnNeanblmgnphy.
Edited b)Luc:Hnn Herne Spnpueap, . Ctown 8vo, cloth extra. 6w}

lBOUT ENG D WITH DIGKENS. By Aerep Riuxer,. With 57 Lllustrations
by C. A. VANDKRIGOF, ALFRED Rimuen, and otharn Sq, Bvo, cloth extra, ¥s, tid,

DICTIONARIES. .

' DlB‘l‘lOKlBY 0!' IIRKGL‘EB. Imitative, Reaﬂsﬂc. anrl Dogmatic, By-the Rev,
D. Crown Bvo, cloth axtra, Te. Gd,

'I‘HE REKDER'S HKNDBOOK oF ILLUBIONB{V EFEBEKGEB, PLOTS, ARD
STORIES. By the Rev. B, C, Brxwzr, LL.D, uhan Eaumw BiaL1oGRAPHY.
AUTHORE kND THEIR WomKe ook Lk
0 WITH THR DATEB. Cr, %0, cloth limp, Bs.

l‘ulul!! BHORT SAYIRGE OF GREAT MEN. With Historical and Explana-

3, Notes, By SamumL A. BENT, A.M, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, T, Gd.
SLANG DIOTIONARY : Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal. Cr, 8vo, cl., 68, 6
WOMEN QF THE DAY: A Bio raphmal Dictianary. By F. Havs. Cr. Svo. cl., 3w
WORD FACTS, AND PHRASES: A Dictionary of Cvunous. Quaint, and Out of-
ay Matters, By Eviezen Epwaaps. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. T 6

DIDEROT —THE PARADOX OF ACTING, Transiated, with Annota.
tiong, from Diderct's * Le Paradoxe sur e Comédien,” by WarTer Hnmls PoLLOCE,
With & Preface by HEnrY [Rving. Crown Bvo, pan:hment 4-. €hl.

FOBSON (AUSTIN), WORKS BY.

HOMAS BEWICK ‘ HIB PUPILE, With gg Tustrations,” SquareSvo,clolh LiF ]
IPOUR FRENCHWOMEN.  With 4 Portraits.” Crown 8ve, buckram, gilt top, Gn.
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY YIGNETTBS. Crown 3vo, buckram, gilt top, Ga.—

Sucoso Serigs, unlform in size and price, is now in praparation.

DOBSON (W, T.)—POETICAL INGENUITIES AND ECCENTRICI-

TiE8, Post 8vo, cloth limp, Sa, 64d.

. DONOVAN (DICK), DETECTIVE STORIES BY.

Post Bva. illustrated boards. Pu, each;  cloth limp, In. @, each.
THE MAN-HUNTER. | WIHTEDI A DETECTIVE'S TR'IUIPHS.
GAUGHT AT LAST1 : IN THE GRIP OF THE LAW.

TRACKED AND TAKEN, FROM INFORMATI RCEIVED,
WHO POISONED HETTY DUNCAN® | LINK BY LIRK, N R

BUSFICIOR AROUSED,

Crawn fvo, cloth, 2w, B, edeh . post Svo, boards, 4. each; cloth, Fa. Gd. sach.
THE MAN FROM IIHCHBSTER. With 23 Hiustrations.

TRACKED TO DOOM. With 6 full-page fllustrations by Gorpox BroOwME.

- DOYLE (CONAN).—~THE FIRM OF GIRDLESTONE. By A. CoNAN

DLoywk, Author af * Mican Clarke,” Crowa 8vo, cloth extra, 3. Gd.




2 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

ASHTON §J OHN), WORKS BY. - Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ¥s. 6d. each,
HISTORY OF THE CHAP-BOOKS OF THE 48th CENTURY. With 334 Illusts,
SOCIAL LIFE IN THE REIGN OF gUEE“ ANNE, With 85 Illustrations.
HUMOUR, WIT, AND SATIRE OF SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. ‘With82 Illusts,
ENGLISH CARICATURE AND SATIRE ON NAPOLEON THE FIRST, 115Illusts,
MODERN STREET BALLADS. With sy lilustrations.

BAOCFTERIA, YEAST FUNGI, AND ALLIED SPECIES, A SYNOPSIS

. By W.B. Grovg, B,A,  With 87 lllustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

BARDSLEY (REV. €. W.), WORKS BY, . )
ENGLISH SURNAMES: Their Sources and Significations. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 73, 6d.
CURIOSITIES OF PURITAN NOMENCLATURE. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

BARING GOULD (S., Author of " John Herring," &c.), NOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. eaxch‘;I po;tlgvo, illustrated boards, @s. each.

RED SPIDER.

BARR (ROBERT : LUKE SHARP), STORIES BY. Cr.8vo,cl, 3s. 6d. ea,
IN A STEAMER CHAIR. With Frontispiece and Vignette by DEMAIN HAMMOND,
FROM WHOSE BOURNE, &c. With 47 Illustrations,

BARRETT (FRANK, Author of * Lady Biddy Fane,”) NOVELS BY.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth, s. 6d. each,

FETTERED FOR LIFE, A PRODIGAL'S PROGRESS,

THE SIN OF OLGA ZASSOULICH. JOHN FORD; and HIS HELPMATE,
BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH. A RECOILING YVENGEANCE. .
FOLLY MORRISON. | HONEST DAYIE. | LIEUT.BARNABAS. | FOUND GUILTY,
LITTLE LADY LINTON, FOR LOYE AND HONOUR.

THE WOMAN OF THE IRON BRACELETS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. Gd. [Shorily.
BEACONSFIELD, LORD. By T. P. O'ConNoR, M.P. Cr, 8vo, cioth, 5s,
BEAUCHAMP.—GRANTLEY GRANGE: A Novel. By S»ELsLEY

BraucHamMp, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

BEAUTIFUL PICTURES BY BRITISH ARTISTS: A Gathering from

the Picture Galleries, engraved on Steel, Imperial 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges, 1s.

BECHSTEIN.—AS PRETTY AS SEVERN, and other German Stories.
Collected by Lupwic BecusTEIN. With Additional Tales by the Brothers GrimM,
and ¢8 Illustrations by RicHTER. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 68, 6d.3 gilt edges, 78, 6d,

BEERBOHM.—WANDERINGS IN PATAGONIA ; or, Life among the

Ostrich Hunters. By JuLius BeerBonum. With lllusts, Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d.

BENNETT (W. C., LL.D.), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, @s. each,
A BALLAD HISTORY OF ENGLAND. | SONGS FOR SAILORS.

BESANT (WALTER), NOVELS BY.

Cr, 8vo, cl, ex., 38, 6d. each; post 8vo, illust. bds., 28, each; cl. limp, Vs. 6d. each,
ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN. With Illustrations by FRED, BARNARD.
THE CAPTAINS’ ROOM, &c. With Frontispiece by E. J. WHEELER, -

ALL IN A GARDEN ka. With 6 lllustrations by Harry Furniss,
DOROTHY FORSTER. With Frontispiece by CHaRLES GREEN,
ggg‘wé’ﬁ‘fg ’&rﬁiﬁh;rlzsﬁgﬁﬁmn T}{EN HLLDREN OF GIBEON,
« With 12 Illustrati by A,

OM. ith Illustrations by A. FORESTIER and F, \
T0 CALL HER MINE, &c. With g Illustrations by X FORESTIER, an Wapoy
THE BELL OF ST, PAUL'S,
'{gﬁo%%[ﬁyolg*ofgb%% Ss\\éithAFrRontispiecefb% F. BarNaARD.

H omauce of To-day. With 12 llusts, by F.

ST, KATHERINE’S BY THE TOWER., With 12 %age Illustrations bg%.%::;:.n.

VERBENA CAMELLIA STEPHANOTIS, &c. | THE IVORY GATE: A Novel.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
THE REBEL QUEEN. | IN DEACON’S ORDERS, [Shortly.

FIFTY YEARS AGO. With 144 Plates and Woodcuts, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s
THE EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. With Portrait. Cr. & . .
THE ART Or FICTION. Demy 8vo, 1a. v . extra, G,
LONDON. With 124 Iilustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 18s.

SIR RICHARD WHITTINGTON. Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, Irish Linen, 3s. 64.
GASPARD DE COLIGNY. With a Portrait. Crown 8vo, Irish linen, 3. 6d.

WALTER BESANT: A Study,” By JoHN UNDERHILL. Cr. 8vo, linen, Gs, [Shortiy.
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FIN-BEC.—THE CUPBOARD PAPERS: Observations on the Art of
Living and Diniog, By Fin-Bee, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2a. G, i

FIREWORKS, THE COMPLETE ART OF MAKING; or, The Pyro-

technist’a Treasury. By Tuomas Kertisn. With 267 Iluostrationy, Cr. Bvo, cl., s, .

FITZGERALD (BPERCY M.A,, F.S.A,), WORKS BY. B
TiiE WORLD BEHIND 'I'HE BCEME8, Crown 8vo, cloth exira, 3w, Gd., '
LITTLE EBSAYS: Passages from Letters of CHARLES LAMB. - Post 8vo, cl,, s, Gd.
A DAY'S TOUR: Journey through France and Belginm, With Sketches, Cr. 4to, 1s,
FATAL ZERQ, Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 3w. 8d. 1 post Bvo, illustrated boards, 3.

.t Post Bvo, fllustrziad boards, gm. each, - .
ggt]!:l DONNA. | LADY OF BRARTOME. | THE BECOND MRS, TILLOTEON.

Y. NEVYER FORGOTTEN, |SEYENTIY-FIVE BROOKE STREET. . -

LIFE OF JAMES BOBWELL (ol Auchinleck;, Witk an Account of his Sayings,
Doings, and Writings; and Fuur Portraits. Two Vols, demy 8vo, cloth, 24w,
THE BAVOY OPERA. Iilusirailons and Portraits. Cr. Bvo, cloth, Bw. Gd. [Shostly,

FLAMMARION ([CAMILLE), WOEKS BY.

POPULAR ASTRONOMY : A Gencral Description of the Hegavens, By CamiLrg
Frammarion, Translated by |. ErLarp Gose, F.R.A.S. With nearly 300 IHus-
trations, Medium Bvo, cloth extra, 16s. i ) lll,:"-‘npming.

URANIA : A Romance, Traoslated by A, R, Stersox. With 87 Illusuations
by DE BigLeRr, MyrbAcH, &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3m. - :

'FLETCHER'S (GILES, B.D.) COMPLETE POEMS: Christ's Victorie

in Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor
Poems. With Notes by Rev, A. B. GrosarT, D.D. Crown Bvg, cloth boards, Gu,

FRANCILLON (R. E.), NOVELS BY. : -
Crown bvo, cloth exira, 3s. did, each; post 8vo, lllustented boards, P, each.
OME BY OME. | QUEER OOPHETUA.|A REAL QUEER.| EING OR KNAVE?
: Crown 8va, cloth extra, 3w, Gd, each. .
ROPER OF SAND. llustrated, | A DOG AND HIS SHADOW. . :
. QLYMPIA. PostBva, illust, bdg, 9. | ESTHER'B GLOYE, Fcap. 8vo, pict. cover, 18, .
BOMANCES OF THE LAW. Post 8vo, illastrated boards, Hw.
__JACK DOYLE'S DAUGHTER. Thres Vola. crown Bvo. .
FREDERIC (HAROLD), NOVELS BY, Post Bvo, illust. bds., 23, each,
" SBTH'S BROTHER'S WIFE, THE LAWTON GIRL.
FRENCH LITERATURE, A HISTORY OF. By Hunry Van Laux..
__Thres Vols,, demy §vo, cloth boards, s, tid, each.
FRERE.—PANDURANG HARI; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo, With Pre-

face by Sir BarTLE Faexx. Crown 8va, cloth, @a. Gd. | post Svo, illust. bds.. Ja.

FROST &TﬁOHAS WORKS BY. Crown 8vo, cloth extrs, s, 6. sach,
CIRCUBLIFE AND CIRCUB CELEBRITIES, | LIVES OF THE GONJURERS,
THE OLD SHOWMEM AND THE OLD LORDON FAIRS. .
FRY'S (HERBERT) ROYAL GUIDE TO THE LONDON CHARITIES.

Showing their Name, Data of Foundation, Objects, Income, OHicials, &c, Edited
by jonr Lang. Published Annually. Crown #vo, cloth, 1s. 64d. .

GAR_D_E—ﬂNmKS. Post Bvo, 1u. cach ; cloth limp, du, Bd. each,

A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AXD GREENHOUSE, By GzoacE GLENKY.
HOUBEHOLD HORTICULTURE. By Tom and Jane Jemrorp. Ilustrated.
THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE HENT. By Tom ]Jexroun,
GQUR KITCHEN GAKRDEN. By Taw JexroLDn. Lrown 8vo, cloth, la. td.
MY GARDEN WILD. By Francis G. Hzatd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, G

GARRETT.,—THE CAPEL GIRLS: A Novel, By EpwARD GARREIT,
Crown Bve, cloth ertra, 3. Bd.1 post Bvo, illustrated boards, Pu. N

GAULOT.—TRE RED SHIRTS: A Story of tha Revolution. By PauL

___Gavror. ‘Trantlated by 1. A. |, or VicLigrs. “Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s., 8d. {Shortly,

GENTLEMAN'S MAGAZINE, THE. 1s. Monthly, In addition to
Articles opan subieets in Literaturs, Seience, and Anh“l'lsl..ﬂ TALK™ by Srr.
wAMUS Usnan, and “ PLOES ON PLAYE " by Justin H. McCAnTHY, appear monthiy,
*.* Bowud Volumes for recems yrars kept in 1100k, Sa, Bd. cack. Cases for binding, Wy

GENTLENAN'S ANNUAL THE Published Annually in November, 14,




70 - BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

GERMAN POPULAR STORIES. Collected by the Brothers Guinm
and Translaled by Epcas TarLon. With Introduction z.[o-n Rraxrn, md 13 Steel
Plates aftor GEorege Cauiksuan. Square Bve, cloth, gilt edges, Tu. Bd,

GIBBON (CHARLES), NOVELS BY.
Crown dvo, cloth exira, 3a, Gd. eacli; po«t Svo, Muatrated boards, ﬂl.nh.
ROBIN GRAY. | LOYIRG A DRB&I. THE GOLDEN SHAFY.
THE FLOWER OF THE FOREST. OF Hi0H DEGRRE, :

Post 8vo, illnsiraied boards. s, each.
-THR DEAD HEART. Il LOVE AND WAR.
FOR LACE OF GOLD. A HEART'S PROBLEM,

WHAY WILL THE WORLD BAY? BY MEAD AND BTREANW, -

FOR THE KING.) A HARD KNOY. ! THE BRAES OF YARROW.
UEEN OF THE NEADOW, - FANCY FREE. | IN HONOUR BOUND,
__ IN PASTURES GREEN. "~} BEARTS DELIGHT. | BIDOD-IOIE‘I'-

GILBERT BWILLIAH). NOVEIS BY. Post Bvo, l"ml‘bd b'nrdc Pa. anch,
DR. AU N8 GUEST AMES DUKE, COSTERMORGER.
THE WIZARD OF THE BOUNRTAIR,

GILBERT (W. S}, ORIGINAL PLAYS BY. Two Series, 23, 6d. each,

The Fiast Sgmies eontains: The Wicked World—Pygmalioo and Galstas
Charity—The Princess—The Palace of Trotb—Trial by Jery.
The Szcomp Sewixs: Broksn H Engaged—Sweethearts—Gretchen-—Dan'l
Droce~Tom Cobb—H.M.S, " Pinalore "—The Sorcetar—Firaies of Peurance,
IIGHT ORIGIRNAL mm "OPERAS written lry W. 8. Grewexr. Cootainlee:
The Sorcerer—H M.S. * Pinafore " —FPirases of Pmm:a— Jolapthe—Fatience—
Princess 1da—The chdo-—'l'na! by lary.  Demy Bvo, choth lirep, e, Gd.
THE “GILBERY AND BULLIYAR™ BIRTHDAY Boo:: CQuotations for Every
Day in the Year, Selecied from Plays by W, 5. Griseat set to Music by Sir A
Svruvas. Compiled by Atns. Warson, Royal 36ma, ]ag leasher, Bn. Sd.
GLANVILLE (ERNEST), } HOVBLS BY.

Crowa dvo, cloth extra, 3a, 4. each ; pos: Svo, iNMestrated boards, Pa. each.

THE LOST HE{RESS: A Tale of Love, Batle, apd Advemare. With 2 litsts,

THE FOSSICKER: A Romance of Mashonatand. With 2 Hinas, by Aous Noaxx,

A FAIR COLORIBY. - ‘With'a Frontispiere. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 3e. Gd.
GLENNY.—A YEAR'S WORK IN GARDEN AND GREENHOGUSE:

Practica! Advice 10 Amatear Gardeners a8 o the Masagrment of the Fiower, Bz,

wnd Framse Garden. By Georae Greswy, Post #va, Be.§ cloth limp, Ia. 6d.

GODWIN.—LIVﬁ PF‘ THE NECHRONANCERS. "By Waiiaw Gone

imp. *

GOLDEN TREASURY OF THOUGHT, THAE: An Ency a of
QroTations, | :dby'!'u;onou Tavron. Cmnlvo clath git, Ta,

GOODMAN.—THE FATE OF HEREERT WAYH& Byli.j Goon-
way, Autbor of = Too Coriess.® Crown 8vo, cih, Fa.

GOWING.—FIVE THOUSAND MILES TN A SLEDGE > A Midwinter

cormey Acvoms Siberisn By Liosge F. Gowixs. Hmhpmnurlnﬂl
mmd-![aph! Weiren, Laree crown éva, cloth eitra, Ba. b'c"’.

GRAHAM. —THE F PBOPESSORS WIFE: A Swry By Laomaxp Leowarp
Guaray. Fcap, Svo, piczare
GBEEKS"_IRD BO!’A)IS. mmm

Antiqoe Mocumenry, By Eexsy Gont and W, Kover, E<ned by Dr, F. Humrrea.
With s4y Lo Bvo, cloth extra, Ta. Sd.

GREEHWO_OD (JAHES}' WOBRKS BY Cr.svc. cio enn,wn:h
FPLONDON. | io

W-LIFE DEEPS
i I{EVILLE (HENBY}. HOVEIS BY:

AIEAROR, Errra E. Cuase. W'ahlm- Crows Mva,
cioth #xtra. G-..pun&w. illostrated boards, Fs. .
A NOBLE WONAN. Crows iro, ciorh extra, Sa. ; poxt Sva, i) ‘hmhﬂl-

GRI'PFITB.—GORINTH MARAZION: A Novel. By Cecr Grre-
rrre. Crows Bvu, cloth exira, 3e. Gul. § post lvo. Enssraced boards,

Bn.
GRUHDY.——THE DAYS OF HIS VANITY : A Passage is ibe Lic of
Mza, By SypexGruxpy. ﬁmho,dulﬂln.zs.d-

\\-
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HABBEBTON (JOHN, Author of ** Helen's Babies "), NOVELS BY

Poat 8vo, :llusu-atad boards 'Bs. each; cloth limp, 2n. 6d. each,
BRUETON'S BAYOU. | GOUNTBY LUCK.

HAIR, THE : Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease,- Trans-
lated from the German of Dr. J. Pivcus. Crown 8vo. 1s.; cloth, 1a. 6d,

HAKE {DR. THOMAS GOCRDON), POEMS BY. cr.8vo, cl, ex,, 8u. gach, -

NEW BYMBOLS. | LEGENDS O *THE MORROW. | THE BERPEHT PLAY,

MAIDEN EGBTABY. Smalijto, cloth extra, Bs, .

HALL —SKETCHES OF IRISH CHARACTER. By Mrs. S, C. HALL,
With numerons lllastrations on Steel and Wood ;Macusc, GILBERT, HARVEY, nnd
Greorse CRUuksHANK. Medium Bvo. cloth extra,

HALLIDAY (ANDR).—EVERY-DAY PAPERS. Post 8vo, bds., 25,
HANDWRITING_THE_ﬂiILOSOPHf OF. With over 100 Facsimies

end Explanatory ’l‘exl. By Dox FeLIx pE SaLatanca, Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2. Gd.

HANKY-PANKY: Easy Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c -
Edited by W. H. Cazmea. With 200 Tliustrations, Crown #vo. cloth extra. tlu Gd.

HARDY (LADY DUFFUS). — PAUL WYNTER'S SACRIFICE, 2s.
_BAR DY (THOMAS), —UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE. By -

Tuouu HakrDv, Agthor of* Tess.” With Portrait and r5 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, .
cloth extra, v, 6.3 post Bvo, illustrated boards, . § cloth limp, s, Gd. :

HARPER (CHARLES G. E. WORKS BY., Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 1Ga. each,
THE BRIGHTON ROAD. ith Photogravure Frontispiece and go Illustrations,
FROM PADDINGTOK TO PENZANCE: The Record of a Summer Tramp. 105 Illuats,

HARWOOD.—THE TENTH EARL. By J. BErwick Harwoop. Post
___8va, illustrated boards, 3.

HAWEIS (MRS. H. R.), WORKS REY. _Square Bvo, cloth extra, Gs. sach,
: THE ART OF BEAUTY. With Colpured Frontisplece and gr illuatratians.
THE ARYT OF DECORATION. With Coloured Frontispiece and 74 Illustrations.
THE ART OF DREZ8. With 3z Hliustrations. Post 8vo, 18,3 clolh. 1s. td.
CHAUCER FOR BCHOOLS. Demy 8vo, cloth Himp, YT
CHAUCER FOR CHILDREN, 18 [Uusis. (8 Cnloured). Sm. 4to, el extra. 3». 64,
HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.,,M.A.). —AMERICAN HUMORISTS : WasamcToN

Ixving, OLiver WenprLn bHooue AAH!B RussutL LOWELL, ARTEMUS WaRD,
Mark Twamn, and Brer Hartw, Third Edition. Crown fvo, cloth axtra. Us.

HAWLEY SMART.—WITHOUT LOVE OR LICENCE: A Novel, By
HawLEY SWART, Crown Bvo, cloth extra, Ju. @d. § post Bvo, illustrated boards, s

HAWTHORNE. —O0UR OLD HOME. By NATEANIEL HAWTHORNE,
Annotated with Pun‘?u from ths Author's Note-book, aod Ilustrated with 31
Photogravures. Two Vols,, crown 8vo. buckram, gilt top, 1.3s,

HAWTHORNE (JULIAN), NOVELS BY. '

Crown 8va, cloth extra, $n, Bd. each; post dvo, iltustratad boards,ih. each,
GARTH. ELLICE QUENTIN, BEATRIX RANDOLPH I DUAT.
BEBASTIAN BTROME, . DAVID POINDEXTER,

FORTUNE'S FOOL. THE SPECTRE OF THE CAMERA.
Postlvo iiluatramd boaT . each,
MIs8 CRDOGNA, - OVE—OR A NAME.
MRS, GIIIIBBOROUGH’I OTRY OiDS- Fl:lp #vo, ilinstrated cover, X«
HEATH.—MY GARDEN WILD, AND WHAT 1 GREW “THERE,
By Prancis Guoror HeatH, Crnwn 8vo, cloth axtra, gilt edges, Ge.
HELPS (SIR ARTHUHR), WORKS BY. Post tve. cloth kmp, 3 84, each,
ANIWALS AND THEIR MASTERS, | 8 SOCIAL PRESSURE.
IYAN DB BIRON: A Novel.  Cr.8vo, cl, axtra, s B, 3 post Bvo, illust. bds n.
HENDERSON.—AGATHA PAGE A Novel, By i-‘.-MG HENDERSOX,
Crown 5vo, cloth extra, En. &
HENTY ﬁ A ) NOVELS BY ‘
JUGGLER. B Musss. by Srancer L Woon. Cr. Bvu, cloth g\lt. 3.
DOROTBI"S DOUBLE, Thres Vols., crown sva,
HERMAN.—ACEADING LADY. By Fievgy HErmaN, joint-Author
ot * The Bishops' Bible,” Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3e.3 clmh oxira, Bs. G,




12 BOOXS PUBLISHED BY

HEBR!CK‘S ROBERT) HESPERIDES, NOBLE NUMBERS, AHD
PLETE COLLECTED POQEMA, With Hemona] Introdection and Notes b
Rev A. B.Grosarr, D.D. ; Steel Portrait, &c. Three Vois.. crown bvo, ¢l. bds., i

HERTZKA.—FREELAND : A Social Anticipation. By Dr, THEoDOR

Herrzea., Translated by Al‘mun Ramsow. Crowo 8vo, cloth extra, Ge.

HESSE-WARTEGG. —TUNIS : The Land and the People. By Chevalier

EaNnsT von HESse-WARTEGG. With 22 Nostrations.  Cr. Bvo, cloth exirs, 3s, 8d.

HILL (HEADON).—ZAMBEA THE DETECTIVE. By Heapoy HiiL.
Post ¥vo, illustrated boards, 2s.§ cloth, 3. Gd.

HILL (JOHN. M.A.}), WORKS BY

__TREARON-PELONY. Post 8vo, Be. THE CORNON ANCESTOR. Three Vola.
HINDLEY SCHARLES) WORK§ BY.
TAYERR AKD BAYINGB: Incloding Remioi 4 with

Cofiee l-lcmsesi Clubs. &c, With Ilinstrations,  Crown Bvo, cloth, Be. Gd.
THE LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF A CHEAP JACK. Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., . G,

HOEY.—THE LOVER’S CREED, By Mrs. CAsHEL Hogy. Fost 8vo, 2s.-

HOLLINGSHEAD (JOHN).—NIAGARA SPRAY. Crown bvo, 13,

HOLMES.—THE SCIENCE OF VOICE PRODUCTION AND VOICE
. PRESERYATION. By Gonvow Horwes, M.D. Crown 8ve, s} cioth, Ia Gd.

H_EME§ (OLI VER R WENDELL), WORKS EBY,

T OF THE nnzuinsr.unu:. iftastrated by J. Gomnom

Tuousou Posla , cloth Tlimp 3s. Gd.—Anatber Edition, post 8vo, cloth, 2a.

THE AUTOCRAT OF THE BBEXKP“‘I‘ TABLE and THE PROFESGOR AT THE

BREAKFAST-TABLE. In One Vol. Post 8vo, balfbound, Ps.

HOOD’S (THOMAS) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse, With Lifs
of the Author, Portrait, and 200 lilostrations. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7e, Gd.

HOOD'S WHINS AND ODDITIES. With B Ilinsie,  Post Bvo, hali. bound, J..

HOOD (TOM).——FROH NOWHERE TO TBE NORTH POLE:
oah's Arkaeological Narrative, By Tow Hoop. With 25 lllustranons by W, Bnu-ru
and E. C. Banwgs. Sqnare fvo, cloth exira, gilt edees] Ba.

HOOK'S (THEODORE gmHDICE HUHOBOUS WORKSﬂ; incloding hs

Adventores, Hoazes. Wub Lde of the Auther,
Pormuu. ita, Facsimiles, and Hiusirations. (frr.nm Bvo, cloth extra, Te, Gd,

HOOPER,—THE HOUSE OF RABY A Novel. By Mrs, GEoRGE
Hoorer. Post Bvo, illustrated boards,

HOPKINS.—*’TWIXT LOVE AND DUTY :™ A Novel. By Ticse

Horxing., Post Bve, illustrated beards.
BORNE. —ORION: An Epic Poem Rricaasp HexncisT Horse,
With Phntoeraphic Portrait by SusMurxs. T Editicn. Cr.8v0, cloh extra, Ta.

HUNGERFORD (MRS.), Author of “Moll '~ Bawn,” NOVELS - BY.
Post Bvo, illustrated boards, 2a. each mp, Be. B, »

A WATDEN ALL PORLORN. ;!;DUB.IIC! YlLE. (¥} lll‘l‘l.l. IﬂU“I’-l-
NARVEL. A NODERN CIRCE.
LADY YERNER'S FLIG Crown Bvo, cloth extra, Sa. d.

THE RED-HOUSE MYSYERY. Tw> Voh. crown Bva.

HUNT. ESSAYS BY LEIGH HUNT : A TALE FOR 4 CHiMvEY Coun,
&c. Edited by Enwowp OLiten.  Post Gvo, printed on laid paper and ball-bd.,
HUHT (MRS. ALFRED), NOVELS BY.
Crown Evo, cloth extra, 8d. each: post bvo. iNaatrated boards, Bs, each.

;g.’: Rl;![:lg)gl CASKEY, | BEIJ-GOIDEIIBD. § THAT OTHER PERSON.
MRS, JULIET. Crmm%lf; d‘::g;':::3-.& s, e

HUTCHISON.—HINTS ON COLT-BREAKING, By W. M. Horcaison,
With zs [llostratioos.  Crown 8vo, cioth extra, Bw. Gd.

iﬁ’DBOPHOBlA An Account of M. PasTeur's Symiem ; Techniqoe of
his Method, and Seatistics. By Rewavo Svzox, M.B. Crmamdomumln.

JDLER (THE} A Monthly Magazine Edited by Jezowe K. Jerows
and Rozear E. Barx.  Profpsely lilostrated, Sixpeoce Monthly, The frm Pops
Voiouzs are now ready, clotb exira, Se. each § Casee for Pusding, Ju. Gk,

A
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INGELOW (JEAN).—FATED TO BE FREE. post 8vo, illustrated bds,, Fu.

INDOOR PAUPERS. By One or THEM, CrownBvo, 1s.; cioth, 18, 6d.
INNKEEPER_ﬁlANDBOOK_THE) AND LICENSED VICTUALLER'S

By |. Trevor-Davies. Crown 8Bvo, Ba.} cloth, In, G,

IRISH WIT AND HUMOUR, SONGS OF. Collected and Edited by -

A, PrRRcEVAL Graves, Post Svo cloth limp, 3. Gd, .
JAMES.-—A ROMANCE OF THE QUEEN’S HOUNDS. By CHARLES
Jauus. Past 8vo, picture cover, a3 cloth limp, ix. 6d.

JAMESON.—MY DEAD SELF. By Wirtiam Jameson. Post Bvo,

fliustrated boards, 28,5 cloth, 2s. Gd.

JANVIER —PRACTICAL KERANICS FOR STUDENTS. By Carznina cmmun‘_i

A. Janvizr. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, @n.

JAPP. _DRAMATIC PICTURES, SONNETS, &c. ByA H Jarr, LL.D
__Crown 8vo, tloth extra, 3s.
JJ\T&HARRIETT). R VE[S EY Po\.‘! 8ve, illustrated boards, 9, each, .
_ THE DARK COLLEEN, | THE QUREX OF CONNAUGHT. .
JEFFERIES (RICHARD), WORKS BY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, s, 6d. each,
HRATURE NEAR LONDON.| THE LIFE OF THE FIELDS. ! THE OPER AIR,
“,* Also the Hanp-uwane Parek EpitTion, crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, @w. each.
Tlil EULOGY OF RICHARD JEFFERIES. By Wairkr Besanr. Second Edi-
tion With a Photograph Porirait, Crown Evo, cloth extra, Gue
JENNINGS (H. J.), WORKS BY.
CURIQSITIES OF CRITICISM. Post 8vo, cloth limp, T«. Gd.,

LORD TENNYSON: A Biograpbical Sketch. With a Photograph. Cr. Bvo, cl., Ge,

.JEROME.—STAGELAND. By JeroME K. JEROME. With 64 lilustra-

ti~na hv |, Beevaro ParTRiDos, Sqnare 8vo, picture cover. n. § clath limp, Qa.

JERROLD.—THE EARBER'S CHAIR; & THE HEDGEHOG LETTERS.

1Y UUUGLAS |kaROLD. Post Bve, printed on laid paper and halt-bound, “Bs.

JERROLD (TOM), WORKS BY. Fost 8vo, . cach; cloth liap, fa. 6. sach,

THE GARDEN THAT PAID THE RENT,
HOUBEHOLD HOBRTICULTURE: A Gossip abont Flowers. Hlostrated,
OUR KITGHE_! GARDEN: The Plants, and How we Cook Them. Cr. Bvo, ¢l., kn.@d,

JESSE.—SCENES AND OCCUPATIONS OF A COUNTRY LIFE. By

Eowarp Jusse, Poat Bvo, cloth limp, 3

JONES (W“..LIAM. F.S. A.) WORKS BY. Cr.évo, ¢l extra, Iw. Gd, cach.
FINGER-RING LORE: Hm.oncll Legendary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300
llustrations.  Second Edition, Revisad and Enlarged.
CREDULITIER, PAET AND PRESENT. Includingihe Sea and Seamen, Mioers,
Talisinans, Word and Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Anvicmals,
Birds, Ezns Luck. &c. With ap Etched Frontispiece,
CROWNS AND CORONATIONS: A History ot Regalia. With 100 Tustrations,

JONSON'S (BEN) WORKS.  With Notes Criticai and Explanatory,

and & Biographical Memgir by Wicriaw Grrrorn, Edited by Colonel Cumnina-
HaM. ‘Three Vols., crown Bvo, cloth exiea, Gs. cach,

JOSEFHUS, THE COMPLETE WORKS OF. Translated by WitsTox.

Conmining " The Antiquities of the Jews" and " Tha Wars or the jews" Wlth 52
Tllustrations and Maps, Two Vols.. demy Evo, hali-bound, 1:3w.

KEMPT.—PENCIL AND PALETTE: Chapters on Art and ATtsts. By

Rosert Keurr, Postbvo, cloth limp. s, u

KERSHAW. — COLONIAL FACTS AND FICTIONS: Hnmorou:'

Sketchas. By Mark Kersuaw, Post Svo, illustrated boards: 2. 3 clath, ds. fhd

Crown bvo, picture cover, It clotb limp, 1s. @d.

mem ASHE}, ROVELﬁY. Cr vo ol Ba. 64 ci.; ostEa.bde B e,
“THE WEARING GF THE GUEE
Post Svo. mnstnta Emdu Pu. each,
PASBION'A BLAVE, { ELL BAERRY.

KEYSER, —CUT BY THE MESS: A Novel. By ArTauUR REVSER -




e

u 7 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

ENIGHT.—THE PATIENT'S VADE MECUM: How to Get Most
Benefit from Medical Advice, By WirLLtam Kmionz, M. R.C.5., and Epwaap
Knighy, L.R.C.P. Crowa Bvo, In.} clath Lmp, ks, 6d.

ENIGHTS (THE? OF THE LION; A Romance of the Thirieenih Century.
Hdited. with ag Introduction. by the Margueas of Losng, K.T. Cr #vo, rl. ex. Gs.

JAMB'S sCHARLES COMPLETE WORKS, in Frose and Verse,
including “ Poe r Children ** and ** Prioce Dorus.” Edited, with Kotes snd
Introduciion, by R. H. SreeHERD, With Two Portraits and Pacsimile of & page
of the ' Essay on Roast Pig.” Crown 8vo, half-boand, Ts, 6d.

THE ESBAYS Ol' ELIA. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and hati-bound, Bw.

LITTLE E8SAYS: Skeiches and Characters by CHaRLES Laus, seloctad from his
Letters by Peacy FirzoenaLp, Post 8vo, cloth limp, S, Gd.

THY DRAMATIC ESRAYS OF CHARLES LAMB. With introduction and Notas
by Buanoer MatTHEWS, and Steel-plate Portrait. Feap. 8vo, hf.-bd,, #a, 6d,

TANDOR.—CITATION AND EXAMINATION OF WILEIAM SHAKS-
. PEARE, &c., before Sir THowas Lucy, jouching Dear-stealing, toth Serdarber, 18z,
To which ix added, A CONFERENCE OF MASTER EDMUND SPENSER with ibe
Earl ot Essex, touching the Sta:a of lrehnd, 1595, By WaLTER Savack Lawoos,
Fcap. 8vo, balf- Roxhurgii__
LANE.—THE THOUSAND A AND ONE NIGHTS, commenly called in
England THE ARABIAN NIGHTS' EllTBBTAIllBl‘i‘ﬂ. Tranalated from the
. Arabic, with Notes, by Epwarp WirLLtaw Lansz. Jllustrated by many bundred
Engraviegs from Designs by Harvey, Edited by Epwaxn Stanrtey Poorz. With a

Preface by Staxrzy Lang-Poore. Three Vola, demy 8vo, cloth extrz, 7s, 84d. each,

LARWOOD }JACOB) WORKS BY.
THE BTORY OF THE LORDON PARKS. With [iosts, Cr. Bra, cl. extra, 3. Od,
ANECDOTES OF THE CLERGY. Fost 8vo, laid papgr balf-boaod, s
Post 8vo, cioth Lmp, Pe Bd, ez
- FORENSIC ANECDOTES. ] THEA‘I‘R]CIL ANECDOTES.
LEHMANN.—HARRY FIUDYEB AT CAHBRIDGE. By K. C. Lea.
mMan¥, PostBvp, Is.3 eloth, ¥
LEIGH (HENRY S} WOBKS ET
CAROLS OF COCKAYNE. Prinied op haod-mads paper, bornd i buckram, Se,
JEUX DEEPRIT. Edined bv Hewey S, Lescw, Post Bvo, cloth lump, 2. 6d,

LEYS(JOHN).—THE LINDSAYS : A Romance. Fost fivo, illust. bds., 2s.
LINTON (E L3 LYNN), ), WORKS BY Post 8vo, eloth limp, 2u. Gd. sach.
WITCH BTORIEB. OURBRSELVES: Essars o Wonen.

Crown vo. cloth extra, e, Gd. By, illustrated boards, e, each.
PATRICIA KENBALL. | long. | EWDEB WHICH LORD?

ATONEMENT OF LEAM DUNDAS. “MY LOVE!" | BOWING THE WIND,
. THE WORLD WELL LO8T. PASIOR CAREW, NMllijonaire & Missz,

Post Svo. ilnstrated boards. “2e. each,
THE EEBEL OF THE FAMILY. ,_+ WITH B BILEEY THEEAD,
. THE ONE TOO WANY. Three Vola_ crowa svo.
FREESHOOTING : Extracts from Works of Mrs. L. Lixvow. Port Bro, cl, 2n, 64,
LONGFELLOW'S POETICAL. WORKS. With numercus illustrations
*_om Stesland Wood. Crowa Evo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd.
LUCY.—GIDEON FLEYCE: A Navel.. By Heser W, Lucy. Crown
Bvo, cloth extra, 3n. Gd.: post 8vo, Hlostrated boards, ‘2e.
MACALPINE (AVERY), NOVELS BY.

TERESA ITASCA. Crown 8vo, cloth exira, 1.
BROKEN WINGS. With 6 Hllosts. by W. J. Hexngssy. Crown 8vo. cloth exira. Ge.

ﬁccoﬂ: (HUGH), NOVELS BY,
MRE. STRANGER'S SEALED PACHKET, Post Bvo, illusirated boards, 2a.
EDNOBR WHITLOCE, Crown #vo, cloth exin,

IACDONELL QUAKER COUSINS : A Novel. By Acves MacooszLL.
Crown Svo. cloth extra ZBn. @d. ; post &ro iHosrated badrds, e,

HACGREGOR. PASTIMES™ AND PLAYERS: hau on Popular

Games, By Rowerr Macceecon. Pow 8va do!hlrno ‘.‘l-.

By Caamrrs Macxay, LL.D, Crown gvo, cloth exirn, Gne

lL_,_,_M,.______.._,,_.._-WMHW e
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McCARTHY (JUSTIN, M. P? WORKS BY.
& HISTORY OF OUR OWN 7 I:IES. frow the Accession of Queen Victoria to the
: General Election of 18%e. Four Vols, demy bvo, cloth extra, 138, cach.—Also
a PoruLar Epirtion, in Four Vols, crown 8va, cloth exica, Gw. each.—And &
funu.u Epnirion, with an Appendix of Events to the end of 1886, in Two Vols,,
aree crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7w, thd. each
A BHORT HISTORY OF OUB OWN TIMES, One Vol.,crawn Bvo, cloth extra, Gw.
—Also a Cueapr PoruLak EniTion, post 8vo, cloth 1imp, n, Gd,
f HIETORY OF THE FOUR GEORGES, Four Vo'ls, damy 8vo, cloth oxtra,

19, cach, - [Vols. L. & 1L ready.
Cr. Bvg, cl. axtva, 3n, Gd, aach: post §vo, illust bds.. B&, each ; cl. limp, Bw. Gd, each.
THE WATERDALE NEIGHBOURS, MISS MIBARTHROPE,
MY ENEMY'S DAUGHTER, DONRA QUIXOTE
A FAIR BAXON, THE COMET OF A BELSON,
LINLEY ROCHFORD, . MAID OF ATHENS,
DEAR LADY RISDAIN.’ . CAMIQLA: A Girl w\th a Fortuno.
Crown Bvo, cloih e:m;, ttra, #w. 6d. each,
THE DICTATOR. RED DIAMONDS.

" HTHE RIQHT HONOURABLE." By By usrm "McCarTiy, M,P. ,a.nd Mrs, CAMPEELLS
Praen, Fourth Edition. Crown Bva,cloth extra, Gr.

McCARTHY (JUSTIN !‘IJ WORKS BY,
. THE FRENCH REYOLUTI k. Four \ola §vo, 133w, each, [Vols. I, &H rm
N OUTLINE OF THE HISTORY OF IRELAND. Crown 8vo, Is.: cloth, 1
IRELAND BINCE THE UMNION 1 Irish History, 1798-1686, Crown Bvo, cloth. Gln
HAFI%Z IN LONDOK : Poems, Small 8vo, gold cloth, 3w, #id., - .
HARLEQUINADE ; Poems, Small_4to, Japanese veilum, 8. -

OUR BENSATION NOYEL, Crown dvo, picture cover, ll- ; cloth ]lmp, ll- Gd-
DOOM] An Atlantic Episede. Crown Bvo, picture cover,
DOLLY: A Sketch, Crown 8vo, picture cover, La. c!olil hm m. Bd o
- LILY LKSS: A Romance, Crown 8vo, picture cover, Is. 3 ¢ oth limp, 1s, Gd.
THE THOUSAND AND ONE DAYS: Persian Tales. With 2. Photograyures by
STANEUY L. Woon, Two Vals,, crown svo. half-bound, R9s,

MACDONALD (GEORGE, LL ﬁ }» WORKS BY, - -
WORKS OF FANCY AND iIl{ImATlO!l. Ten Vols,, cl, extra, gilt eﬁges. i cloth
case, ‘B Or the Vols, may be had sepa.rnlcly. in grolier cl., at ‘Ju. Gd. each,
Vol. 1. Witwin aRD WITHOUT. *a: HippEN Lirk.
n L Tux DiscipLe.—Tuz GospEt. WOMEN.~~BOOK OF SONNETS.—ORGAN 'ir.moa. .
-7 HL Viotiz Sonas,—SoNGS oy THE DAYS AND Nmurs.—& Book oF Dunu.—-
Roapsine Poxus.—Pouus ForR CHILDREN, '

. TV, ParanrLgs.—BaLrans,—ScoTcH Songs, ’

‘o V. & VL Puaxtastas: A Faerie Romance, I Vol VIIL Tn; Ponnu'r.

w VIIL Tur LiGHT PRINCESS.—THE GIART'S HEART.—SHADOWS. . :
n IX, Cross Purroses.—THE GorDEn Rsv.-—'l‘u: Canasoyn.—L1xTER Davoionr
» X, ToE Cauzl Pairtar~Tis Wow o' RiyvEN.—~THE CASTLE.~—THE Bsona

Sworps.—Tue Grav WorLr,—UncLe Corngrivs,
POETICAL WORKE OF GEOKGE MAGCDONALD,  Collected and arranged by the
Author. 2 vols,, crown Bvo, buckram, 143s.
A THREEFOLD GORD. . Edited by GrorGe MacDonarp, Post 8vo, cloth, Ss.

HEATHER AND 3NOW: A Novel, GCrown 8vo, Cloth extra, $s, 84,

IIACLISE "PORTRAIT GALLERY (THE) OF ILLUSTRIOUS LITER-
OHARACTERSE: 8% POR TRAITS; with Memoira — Bio, aphical, Critical
: Bxhlmgraphmnl. and Anecdatal—illustrative of the Litersture of the former half of
* the Present Century, by WiLtiaw Bates, B.A, Crown 8vo, clath extra, ¥m Gl
EACQUOID (MRS 2: WORKS BY. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. G- each,
INTHE ARDENNES. With so lllustrations by Trouas R. Macquomn
PICTURES ARD LEQGENDA FROM NORMANDY AND BRIHAHY. 34 lilustrationa,
THROUGH NORMAKDY. With g2 lllustrations by T, R. Macguoin, and a Map. -
THROUGH BRITTANY. With 35 Nlusirations by T. R. Macquoip, and a Map.

ABOUT YORASHIRE. Wilh o7 lillustrations by I. Re M&CQUOID- S‘Imﬁ Eva,
cloth extra, e,
Past Bvo, 11} rl.l.eqboard

THE EVIL BYE.and u:!llervSolarlx ] MBT"BQ:S?G‘L ‘
WAGIC LANTERN, THE, and its Management : including full Practical

Directions, By T. é C. Heewowrrn, 1o Hasirations. Cr. 8va. In. clath. 1. Gd.
MAGICIAN'S OWN BOOK, THE : Performances with Eggs, Hats, &g,

Edited by W. H. Creuxr, 200 lNiustrations, Crown 8vo, cloth exira, 48, Gd.
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MAGNA CHARTA: Ao Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British
Musenm, 3 feet by 2 feet wilh Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, Jres

MALLOCK (W. H.), WORKS BY.
THE NEW REPUBLIC. Fost 8vo, picture cover, Pu, 4 cloth limp, O, Gd.
THE REW PAUL & YIRGIRIA: Posiiivism on an Istand, Post Bvo, cloth, In Gd.
POEMS, Small 4to, parchment, 8w,
IS LIFE WORTH LIVING? Crown fiva, cloth extrz, Gs,
A ROMANCE OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURY. Crown 8vo, cloth, @n.; post 8vo,
illustrated boards, s,

MALLORY'S (SIR THOMAS) MORT D’ARTHUR: The Stories of
Kiog Arthur and of the Knights of the Roond Table, (A belmwn.} Edited by B.
MonTGoMEZRIE Ranxing.  Post Svo, cloth limp, ‘28,

MARK TWAIN, WORKS BY. Crown svo, clowh extra, ¥s. Od. each.

Tﬂ! CHOICE QORKB OF MARK TWAIN. Revised and Corrected throughout
a the Author, With Life, Portrait. and numercus [HNustrations,

ROUGHING IT, and INROCENTS AT HOME. With 200 lllusis. by F. A, Frasex,

MARK TWAIN'S LIBRARY OF HUNOQUR, With 197 llustracions,

Crown Bvo, cloth extra (ilostraled), 7s. Gd, sach; post Svo, illmst. boards, Bs. sach,

THE IKNOCENTS ABROAD; or New Pilerim’s Progress. With 714 Hiastrations,
{The Two-shilling Bdmtm is entiled MARK TWAIN'S PLEASURE TRiP.)

THE GILDED AGE, ; Marg Twarx and C. D, Wanngs, With 317 LlaMraticos.

THE ADYENTURES OF TOM SAWYER. With su1 lilostrations,

A TRAMP ABROAD. Wiih 314 Hlusirations.

“  THE PRINCE AND TRE PAUPER. With rgo Illustrations.

LIFE ON THE MIBSIBSIPPI. With Illustrations.
ADYENTURES OF HUCKLEEERRY ﬁl- With 174 Ituste. by E. W, Kewsrs.
A YARKEE AT THE COURT OF KIRG ARTHUR th 220 lliusts. by Brazp.

Post 8vo, (llnsirated boards, ‘Bn. eac
THE STOLEN WHITE ELEPHANT. i MARK Twul‘ SEETCHES.

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3%, Gd. each.
THE ANERICAN CLAIMARY. With i1 llusirations by Har Hursr, &c.
THE £1.000,000 BAEK-NOTE, and other New Stories,
TOM BAWYER ABROAD, {flustrated by Dan Beaxp.
PUDD'NHEAD WILBON. [Ilustrated by Lours Loes, (Shorily,

‘MARKS (H. 5., RA), THE RECOLLECTIONS OF. With numerous

Photogravare and otber Miustrattons. Two Vols., demy Bvo, cloth, Bds.  [Shorily.

MARLOWE'S WORKS, Including his Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introductions, by Col. Cunincaaw, Crown 8vo, cloth extﬂ.‘u.

ARBYAT ngDORENCE), NOVELS BY. Powt 5vo, illust, boards, Seeach.
A HARYERT OF WILD FICHTING THE AIR, .
QPEN! BESANE! I WRITTEN IN FiRE,

MASSINGER'S PLAYS. From the Text of WiLLIAM GiFroxp. Edited
by Col. ConnixGgHan. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, §a,

MASTEEMAN,—HALF-A-DOZEN DAUGHTERS: A Novel By J.

MasTErwan, Post Bvo, iltustrated boards. Ps.

- MATTHEWS.—A SECRET OF THE SEA, &c. By Brasoes MaTTHEWS,

Post 8o, illustrated boards, Pa. g cloth limp, s, Bd

NAYHEW.—LONDON CHAHACTERS AND THE HUMOROUS 3152
OF LOKDON LIFE, Br Hn“ Marnzw. With iljosta, Crown twa, cloth, 3e.
¥EADE (L. E (L. T.).—A SOLDIER OF FORTUNE. Three Volx

MENKEN.—INFELICIA: Poems by Apak Isaacs Mezwkew, With
_ Iustrations by F. E. Liwsis and F, O.C. Dancey, Small 4o, eloth extra, Tn. G

IERRICK.—THE MAN WHO WAS GOOD. By Leomarp Mzmeick,
Auathor of " Violet Moses,” &c. Post 8vo, illostraied boards, 3,

MEXICAN MUSTANG (ON A), through Texas to 1he Rio Graode. By
A E. Sweer and |. Azmor Kwox. With 2655 Illosts.  Cr. dvo, cioth extra, Te. “.

ﬁﬁ LEMASS ‘Jm Hovmt Post 3vo, |I1m.baardg,9l-m.
TOUCH AND R. DORILLIOR,

ilmn.—mvsmwer roﬁ— 'mz 'YOUNG « or, The House of Life
By Mo F. Frawics Muires, liiostratons. ruuho.cmm . Bd,
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MILTON (J. L.}, WORKS BY. Post8vo, Fa. each ; cloth, Lv. 6. each.

-~ "THE, HYGIERE OF THE SKIN. With Directioas for Dlel, Saaps. Baths, &c.
THE BATH IN DISEASES OF THE BKIN.
THE LAWSE OF LIFE, AND THEIR RELATION TO DISEASES OF THE SKIN,

__ THE BUCCESSFUL TREATMENT OF LEPROSY. Demy fvo, 1w,
MINTO (WHM.)—WAS SHE GOOD OR BAD? Cr.8vo.1s. ; cloth, s, 6d.

MITFORD (BERTRAM), NOVELS BY. Crown gvo, cloth extra, 3w: d. cach.. )

THE GUN.RUNNER: A Romance of Zululand. With Frountispiece by &, L.Woobp.
THE LUCK OF GERARD BIDGELEY. With a Frontispieca by StaxLgy L. Woop,
THE KING'S ABBEGAJ. With Six {ull-page lllustralions.

MOLESWORTH (MRS.), NOVELS BY. '
HATHERCQURT RECTORY. Post bvo, illusirated boards, p T
__THAT GIRL IX BLACK. Crown 8ve, cloth, 1s. 8d

MOORE (THOMAS), WORKS BY. )
THE EPICUREAN; and ALCIPHRON, Poat38vo, half bouad, Bs.
PROSE AND YERSE. With Suppressed Passages from the ‘Memotns oF Lorp
Bvron. Bdited by R, H. Sueprerp. With Portrait. Cr 8vo, cl. ex,, 7s. Gd.

MUDDOCK (J. E) STORIES BY.
BTORIES WEIRD AND WOKDERFUL, PostBvo, i!lust hoards, Ql.scluth 2-.66.
THE DEAD MAN'S SECRET; or, The Valley of Gold. With Frontispiece by
F. Barnarp, Crown 8vo, cfmh extra, Ju.t post Bvo, illustrated boards, Bs.
FROM THE BOSON OF THE DEEP. Post fivo, iliustrated boards, x.

MAID MARIAN AND ROBIN HOOD: A Romance ¢f Old Sherwood Forest, Wllh'

12 Hlustrations by Srancer L. Woon, Crown 8vb, ¢loth extra, Js.

MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE), NOVELS BY.

Crowr Bvo. clath extra, Bu. G, each ; post Bvo, illustrated boards. 3n. each.

K LIFE'S ATONEMENT. WAY OF THE WORLD| BY THB GITE OF THE 8EX.
JOSEPH'S CDAT. A MODEL PATHER. A BIT OF HUMAN NATURE.
" COALS OF FIR OLD BLAZER'S HERQ.{ FIRST PERSOR SINGULAR,

VAL smuun.| HEARTA.! CYRIC FORTUNE. BOB MARTIK'S LITTLE
Crown 8vo, cloth exira, s, Bd. . [GIRL.
TIME'S REH“GE& } A WABTBD Gmll. [Shortly,
IN DIREST PERIL. Three Vols., crown 8vo.
THE MAKIXG OF I NOVELIST: An Experiment in Autobiograpby. With a
Collotype Portrait and Viensts. Crown Bvo, Irish lien, s,
MURRAY (D. CHRISTIE) & HENRY HERMAN, WORKS BY.
Crown Bve, cloth exira 3w t 8vo, lllustraled hoards, ‘Ba. each.
ONE TR!YELLER RETURNA. | PIUL JOROS
MURRAY (HENR g NOVELS BY Post Svo, Mluse. bds., Ds. e cl., B, Gd. o
A GAME OF BLUFF. A SONG OF BIXPERCE.

NEWBOLT.—TAKEN FROM THE ENEMY. By Heszy NewsoLr.
Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 1. Gd.

mssl-:'r (HUME), BOOKS BY. .

P!™ Crown Bvo, cioth extra, 3u.8d.3 post 8vo, Hlustrated boards, Pa..

DI. SERIIHD a7 YINCERT. Post Bvo, illusteated boards, Bu,

. LESSONE 1IN ART. With 21 tliusmrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Pw, I!d.
_WHERRE ART BEGINIS., Wiih 2r lliusts. Square Bvo, closh extra, s, G,

NORBIS —ST. ANN'S: A Novel. By W. E. No=ris. Two Vols,
HA?I}B IJH(POLIC Ezh NOVELFEY nll’.cos‘;lx S;o. &gui";‘.l“!e.d? boards, ¥s. sach.
OHNET (GEORG ES), %‘OVELS_BY. P;sl Bvo, lllustrated boards, ds. sach.

l WBIRD GIH me—n Bvo, cloth, if«, Gd, , post Bvo, plctnre boardn. Dn.

THE PRIMROSE
THE GREATEST ﬂll!l!! 1K EleD

O'REILLY (HARRINGTON),—LIFE AMONG THE AHERICAN IN-

DIANA: Fifty Years oo the Trail. 1co lHusta by P. Fraxzexy. Crown Bvo, 3a, Gd,

O'REILLY (XRS.).—PHEBE'S FORTUNES. FPost 8vo, illust. bds., 25,

_ OLIPHANT (0 (MRS ). ROVTEY. Post Bvo, illustrated boards.!l-.uch.
WHITELADIER.

E8'8 ALIAB, | THE BISHOPS' BIBLE,.
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OUIDAB NOVELS BY. Cr.8vo,cl, 3a. 84. aach; post b 8o, lllnat. bds., Bu. each.

HELD 1N BONDAGE, FOLLE-FARINE, MOTHA. | PIPIBTRELLO. @
TRICOTRIN, A DOG OF FLANDERS, | L VILLAGE COMMUNE,
BTR!THII)B]. PABCAREL. | BIGNA, iN MABEMMA,
CHANDO '.I.'WD LI'l"I WO0ODER BIHBI. } SYRLIN.
CECIL cumulls's AHOEB, WA

GAQE, 1N A WINTER clff PRESCOB&J OTHMAR,
UNDER TWO FLAGS, |ARIADNE RINCESS NAPRAXINE,
PUCK, |LDALIA. FHIEHDBH[P. GUILDERQY, | RUFFINQ,

Squore Bvo, cloth extra, 5w, each.
BIMBI, With Nine Iluswradons b {’Bnuunn H. GARwETT.
" A DOG OF FLANDERS, &c. With Six lllustrations by Eouunp H. Garrrry.
BANTA BARBARA, %c. Squaze Bvo, cloth, (s, ; crown 8vo. cloth, $w. 6d. ) post
8vo, lllustrared boards, @=.
TWO OFFENDERS. 5quzre 8vo, cloth extra, @x-
WISDOM, WIT, AND PATHOS, selectad from the Works of Ovrpa by F. Sroney
l!oums. Poat §vo, cloth exira, & 5-. Cuear EpiTioN, illastrated boaml. o

PAGE (H, A.), WORKS BY.
THOREAU : His Life and Aims. With Porirait. Post Bvo, cloth imp, 2=, 84,
__ ANIMAL ARECDOTES. Arraoged ona New » Principla, Crawn Bvo, cloth extra, Fu.

PARLIAMENTARY ELECTIONS AND ELECTIONEERING, A HIS-
- TORY OF, from 1he Stoarts to Queen Vistoria. ByJ:um Guxco, A ﬁew Bditton,
with 93 anslralmns. Demy 8va, cloth extra, T's

PASCAL'S PROVINCIAL LETTERS., A New Translation, with His-
torical lotroduoction and Notes + by T. M'Caiz, B.D. Post Bvo. cloth limp. 4.

PAUL.—GENTLE AND SIMPLE. By MarGaretA. PaurL, With Frontis
piece by Herex Patersex  Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d., ; post Bvo, itlost, boards, ‘de,.

PAYN (JAMES) NOVE!S BY. _'
Crown 8vo. cloth extra. 3. Gd. each; ;on 2vo, Mustrated boards, Du, each,
LOBT BIR MASSINGBERD. GRAPE IROI A THORK.
, -WALTER'S WORD, rnon ‘EXILE,
.7 LESS BLACK THAN WE'RE | THE GAROI'I WARD.
PAINTED THE TALK OF THE TOWN.
BY PROXY, { POR CASH ONLY, HOLIDAY 'usu.
HIOH SPIRITS, GLOW-WORN TA
UNDER ONE ROOP. THE MYSTERY or IIBI!RIME.
A CONFILDENTIAL AOGENT. THE WORD LND THE Wi l-i-
Prmsvo,mmud boards, Bw. each,
EUNOROUSR STORIES. FOUND DEAD,
THE FOSTER BROTHERS. GWENDOLINE'S HAERVEST,
~THE FAMILY BCAPEGRACE, A MARINE RESIDENCE.
MARRIED BENEATH HIM, MIRE ABBEY.iBOME mrnnnnu.
BENTINCE'S TUTOR. NOT WOOED, BUT W
- & PERFECT TREASURE. B TWO HURDRED POUND! REWARD,
A COUNTY FPAMILY. THE BEST OF HUSBANDS.
LIEE FATHER, LIKE BON, . .| BALVES. { THE BUENT lll-l.lol.
A WONAN'S YBNGEANCE. FALLEN FORTUNER.
CARLYON'S YEAR, CECIL’'§ TRYST, | WHATY HE COST HER, . . ..
MURPEY'S NASTER, - | HIT: B MEMORY. T
AT HER NERCY, A PRINCE OF THE IIAOD.
THE CLYFFARDS OF CLYFTR. SUNNY STORIXS.

Crown bvo, cloih extra, #4. G4l each,
l T'an PATIENT, #c. Witha Frmlrsgﬁu by StasLey L, Wonp,
N U AND PRIVATION: Sioriesof 2 ADYENTURE. With 17 Tigete -

IG‘I‘BI FROM THE “NEWAS Crown fvo, portrait eover a3 clofh, ll. [ "%

_ ENNELL}H. CHOLHONDEEE Y ), WORKS BY, Foss tvo, ci., 3. Gdeactn

BUB, Wb Il
Us lz-mns:'.zn. With Ten fail.page Mastzattons by G. Du Mavzien,
m NUSES OF MAYPATR. Vern de Société, Selected by H. C. PrmamLi.
1 Post vo I each; cioth Bu. Gd.cech,
EEYOWD YHE GATES. [ OLD MAID'S PARADISE. { BUROLASS IN PARADISE.
- JACK THE FIBHERWAN, Iilgarrated by C.W. Reep, Cr. 3vo, l-.:dom. As, Gy
'P_IBKIS (C. L. NOVELS BY. S

WITH CROWB. Fcap. Bvo, pictare cover. In, . ’
nuu. Fost By, illastrated boards, Ba.

R ey
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PLANCHE (J. R.), WORKS BY, -

THE PURBUIYANT OF ARMB.. With Six Plates, and 209 1llusts. Cr. 8vo,cl Yu, 6.
BONGS AND POEMS, 18:9-1879. Intreduction by Mrs. Mackarness, Cr.Bvo,cl, 68, -

PLUTARCH'S LIVES OF ILLUSTRIOUS MEN,- "With Notes and Life
_of Plutarch by J. and Wu, Lancuornx. Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8vo, 10s, d.
POE'S(EDGAR ALLAN) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Poeiry. Intro-

duction by CHas, BAUDELAIRE, Portrait, and Facsimiles, - Cr. 8vo, cloth, Tn, Gd,
THE MYSTERY OF MARIE ROGET, &c, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2.

FOPE'S POETICAL WORKS. Post 8vo, cloth imp, 2s, .

PRAED (MRS. CAMPBELLg NOVELS BY, Post Bvo, illust. bds,, e, ¢a
THE ROMANCE OF A BTATI h. | THE S80UL OF COUNTESS ADRIAN. -
OQUTLAW AND LAWMAKER, Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 8d. . - [Shortly,
CHRIETINA GCHARD. Threa Vols., crowa 8ve, .. * - .

PRICE (E. C.), NOVELS BY. T : i

Crown fvo, cloth sxtra, ¥« Gd. each: E“t Bvo, illustrated boards. 2w, each,
YALENTINA. | THE FOREIGNERS,

GERALD. Post 8vo, Ilustraiéd boards, 2. ] .

PRINCESS OLGA_:BLDNA. By Princess OLGa, Crown 8vo.cloth extra, Ga.
PROCTOR (RICHARD. A, B.A), WORKS BY.. I
FLOWERSE OF THE BKY. With 53 {llusts. Small crownBvo, cloth exira, #s. 64,
EASY STAR LESBSONR, With Star Maps for Every Night in the Year, Cr. 8vo, s,
FAMILIAR S8CIENCE BTUDIES, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gn. R
BATURN AND IT8 BYSTEM, With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth ax., 10s. 8,
. MYSTERIES OF TIME AND 8PACE. With Illusirations,” Cx, 8vo, cloth extra, 6.
THE UNIVERSE OF SUNS. With numerous Illusirations, Cr. 8vo, cloth ex., Gs.
WAGES AND WANTS OF BOIENCE WORKERS, Crown Bvo, ks, 6d.

- PRYCE.—MISS MAXWELL’S AFFECTIONS, By RicHarp PrvcE.

Frontisplece by Har Luorow, Cr. Bvo, cl., 3n, k. § post Bvo,illust. boards,, Ps.

RAMBOSSON,—POPULAR ASTRONOMY. By J. RAMBGSSON, Laureate

| ME8., LANCASTER'S RIVAL,

of the Jnstitute of Fran 6. With numerous lilusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s.8d,

¢
RANDOLPH.—AUN
___Groror Ranvorrn. U.S.A. Crawn 8vo, cloth exira, ¥u. 6d.
READE (CHARLES), NOVELS BY. ) -
Crown 5vo, cloth extra, illustrated, 3w, 6d. each: post Evo, illuat. bds,, 2w, sach:
PEG WOFFINGTON. Illustrated by 5. L. FiLoxs, R.A.—Alsoa Pocker EpitTiow,
st in New Typs, in Klzovir style, feap. Svo, half-leather, 3n, Gd.-~And a Cleap
Porurar EpiTion of PEo WorringTon and CHRISTIE JOKKSTOXE, the two
Storiss in One Volume, medjum Bvo. Gd, § cloth, ks,
CHRIBTIE JOHNSTONE, Illustrated by WiLLIAM SuaLL.—Also a Pocker EDITION,
sot in Now Typa, in Elzevir siyle, fcap, Bvo, bali-leather, 3u. 8d.
IY I8 NEYER 00 LATE TO MEND. lustrated by G, J. PinweLL.—Alsa a Cheap
PoruLak EniTion. med:um Bvo, portrait cover, Gd. 3 cloth, 1s.
COURSE OF TRUE LOVE NEVER DID RUR BMOQOTH. lilust, HerLEN PaTERSON,
THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A THIEF, &c Illustrated by MATt STRETCH.
LOVE ME LITTLE, LOVE ME LONG, lllustrated by M. ELLen EpwaRDS,
THE DOUBLE MARRIAGE, lllusis.{:ﬂ Sir Jouw GILBERT, R.A., and C. KEENE,
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEART THustrated by CaagLEs Kgesg.—Alsoa
Curap PoruLar EoiTioN, medium dvo, Gd4.3 cloth, s
HBARD CABH. Illuairated by F. W, Lawsan, ] . .
GRIFFITH GAUNT. Niustrated by 5. L, Firoes, R.A., and Witoiaw SWaLL.
FOUL PLAY, 1llustrated bgGsnmn Du MauvriEr. . .
PUT YOURBELF IN HI8 PLAGE. {llustrated by RosEnT BaRNzs,, - -
A TERRIBELE TEMPTATION. lllustrated by Eoward Hucuxs and A, W, CooPER
A BIMPLETON. Uliusirated by Katk Craururp, . -
THE WANDERIRG HEIR. illust. by H. Parerson, 5. L. Pioxs, C. Geazn, &c.
A WOMAN-HATER, [Hustrated by TRomas CoULDERY, -
SINGLEHEART AND DOUBLEFACE. Illustrated by P, Macwas.  * = -
GQOD ETORIES OF MEN AND OTHER ANIMALS, Iltust, by B, A. Asaxy, &e,
- THE JILT, and other Stories, Iliostrated by Joseern Nasu. L .
A PERILOUS BECREYT. llinstrated by FRED, BARNARD.
READIANA. With a Steal-plate Portrait of CuarLEs READE, o
BIBLE CHARACTRRB: Studies of David, Paul, &c. Fcap. Bvo, leatheretts, Tay
THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. With an Introduction by WarLTeR BESANT.
Elrevir Edition. 4 vols., post 3ve, each with Front., cl. ex., gilt top, 4. the ser,
BELECTIONR TROM THE WORKS OF CHAELES BREADE. Cr. Bvo, buckram Gu.

XB'I;GIE DYKES: A Novel, By Lt -Colonel




lé BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

,/—-f’BIDDELL (MRS, J. H,') NOVELS BY.

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6d., each: post avo |I|ulmud boards, Bn,each, .
THE PRINCE OF WALER'S GARDEN PIBT\; WEIBRD BTORIES

Post 8vo, illustrated boards. ‘da. uc
THE URINHABITED HOUSE, HER MOTHER'S DARLING.
MYETERY IN PALACE GAEDENS, THE RUN'S CURBE,
FALRY WATER. JDLE TALES.

BIMMER (ALFRED), WORKS BY. Squure 8vo, cloth gitt, Tn, Gk, each.
UR OLD COUNTR 'I'OWRS. With s5 Hustrations.
BAIBLEE ROUND ETOR AND HARRO h With 50 llusirations.
ABQUT ENGLAND WITH DICKENS. wub s5 lllasis. by C. A. Vandzrroor, &c.

RIVES, “BARBARA DERING. By AWELiz Rives, Acthor of ~ The
Quick or the Dead ? " Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 3u. Gd, § post Bvo, illust. bds., Ba.

ROBINSON CRUSOGE. By Danier Deroe, L AJOR'E EDITION.) With
37 IHuswrations by Georce Cruixsnanx. Post Bro, balf-bound, ¥s.
ROBINSON (F. W. ), NOVELS BY,.
WONEN ARE ATRANGE. Post #vo, illustrat:d boards, Bs.
THE HANDE OF JUB‘I‘[GI Cr. bvo, cloth 5., 3a. Bd. § post Bvg, Nlust. bds., Ta.
ROBINSON (I PHILJ WORKS BY. Crown ®vo, cloth extra, @s. sach,
THE POETA' RIR THE POETS' BEASTA.
THE POETS AND NATURE: REPTILES, FISHES, ARD INSECTS.

ﬁOCHEFOUCAULD’S MAXIMS AND MORAL REFLECTIONS. Win

Notes, and an Introdnctory Essay by Sarste-beuve.  Post Bvo, cloth limp, e,

ROLL OF BATTLE ABBEY, THE: A List of the Pnncspzl Warriors

who came from Normandy with William the C q H y printed. Jn.
OWLEY (HON. HUGH), WORKS BY. Pon #vo, cloth, Bu. Gd. sach.

UNIANA: RIDDLES AN JOKE!. With nomerons lilustrations.
IOB! PUNIARA, Profusely [lluurated,

RUNCIMAN JAMEB) STORIES BY, rosttvo bds, Fe.ca: o Ou. 8d. ca
BNIPPERS AND SHELLBACKS. | GRACE BALMAIGN'S SWEETHEZART.
SCHOOLS AND SCHOLARS.

RUSSELL (W. CLA CLARK), BOOKS AND NOVELS BY:
Cr. #vo, cloth extra. Ga. each; post Gvo, illast. boards. e, each; cloth hmn 2a. Od. ea.

ROUND THE GALLEY-FIEE, I & BOOK FOR ‘l'IHB AANMOCK,

i THE MIDDLE WATCH. WYBTERY OF THE “OCEAN STAR."
A YOYAGE TO THE CAPE. THE !OIIICI OF JENAY HARLOWE.
Cr. Bvo, ct. e:tra.(l-. u. post Bvo, illust. boards, '2s. ea, ; cloth iimp. e Gd. ea.
AR OCEAN TEAGEDY, MY SHIPNATE LOUIBE,
ALONE ON A WIDE WIDE BEA.
ON THE PO'K*SLE HEAD. Post #vo. illust. Loards, ‘Be.: cloth Himp. Be, &d.
GAINT AUBYN (ALAN), NOVELS BY.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3e, Gd. each: post Gvo, illnst. boards. Ja. each,
A FELLOW OF TRINITY. Note by Ovivex Wewprer HoLwxs and Frantispiecs,

THE JUNIOR DEAN. 1 ml Ill‘fll oF §1, BEREDICT'R.
Frap. §¥o, cloth
THE OLD NAID'S WBITHEIB‘I‘. t IODE“ u'r!u BARE.
TO HIS OWN NAATER, Crown Bvo, cloth extra, So- G [Skeortly.

1N THE PACE OF THE WORLD. Two Vols.
SALA (G. A.).—GASLIGHT AND DAYLIGHT, Post Bvo, boards. 25,
SANSON.—SEVEN GENERATIONS OF EXECUTIONERS : Memows

of the Sanson Pamily (15636 to 1847). Crown Bvo, cloth exira. Fe Sd.

SAUNDERS (JOHN), NOVELS BY.
Crown Bvo. cloth extra, e, @d. ‘rn {liostrated bogrds, Pw, each,
G6UY WATERNAN. | THE Llnl T {1 P.lﬂl.| THE TWO DREAMERS,
BOUND TO THE WHEEL, Crcwn bvo, cioth exira, 3o, Gd.

SAUNDERS (KATBAB]N“} NOVELS BY.
Crown 8vo, cioth extra. Je. ach; gt Buo_ itinstrated boasds, De. each,
EARGARET AED ELIZABETH. HEART BALYAGE,
THE EIGH EiLLS. BEBASTIAN.
JOAN NERRYWEATHER, Post Svo, iflosirated boards, Ba
BIPEON'S ROCK, Crawp Bvo, cloth catra. 3a, G,

gy
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SCOTLAND YARD, Past and Present : Experiences of 37 Years. By
Ex-Chief-Inspector Cavanaci, Post Bvo, illus'rated boards, @w. ; cloth, Be. Gd.

SECRET OUT, THE: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Enter-

taining Experiments in Drawing-room or * White Magic.” By W. H. CreuEs
With 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4w, Bd.

SEGUIN (L. G.), WORKS BY. -
THE COUNTRY 6!’ THE PASBION PLAY (OBERANMERGAU) and the Highlands
of Havaria, With Map and 37 lllustrations. Crown Bve, cloth extra, #u, Gd,
WALKS IN ALGIERS. With 2 Maps and 15 1llusts. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ts.

SENIOR (WM.).—BY STREAM AND SEA. . Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d.

SHAKESPEARE FOR CHILDREN: LAMB'S TALES FROM SHAKE-
BPEARE. With [llusts,, coloured and plain, by j. Moye SuitH, Cr, 4o, 3n. 8d. -

SHARP.—CHILDREN OF TO-MORBOW : A Novel. By WILLIAN

SxARP. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs, .

.
SHELLEY.—THE COMPLETE WORKS IN VERSE AND PROSE OF .
FERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY, Edited, Prefaced, and Anpoiated by R. Hxrng
Surpuerp, Five Vols,, crown 8vo, ¢loth boards, 3s. 6d. each,
POETICAL WORKS, in Three Vols.:
¥olL L. Introduction bythe Editor; Posthutsous Fregmentsof Margaret Nicholson: Shelley's Corree
spondence with Srock _!J The Wandennp Jew ; Quesn Mab, with the Notes; Alaxtar,
and other Pocing ; Rosalind and Helen : Prometheus Unboncd ; Adonaiy, &¢ .
Vo IL Laon and Cglhm ;"!‘hg Cendd; Juilan and Maddalo; Swelifoot the Tyrani; The Witch of
Atlas; psychidion: Hellas. -
Vol. JIL Fosthvmovs Foems; The Masquo of Anarchy;and other Pleces. |
PROGE WORKS, in Two Vols.: .
Vo, L The Two Romancesof Zattrorxd and St Trvyne ; the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets ; A Refuta-
tlots of Dedtth ; Lettersto Lelzh Hunt and some Minor Writings and Fr:n ents.
Yol 1I. The Essays; Letiers from Abread; Translations and Fragments, Edi:ke‘.d by Mrs. SHALLEY.

With a Bibsography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prosa Wor

SHERARD (R, H.),—ROGUES: A Novel, Crown 8vo, 1s.5 cloth, s, 6d.

SHERIDAN GENERAL). — PERSONAL MEMOIRS OF GENERAL
P. H. BHERIDAN. With Portraits and Facsimiles. Two Vols,,demy 8vo, cloth, ds,

SHERIDAN'S (RICHARD BRINSLEY) COMPLETE WORKS. With
Life and Anecdotes. Including bis Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and
Poetry, Translations, Speaches and Joker. 10 lllusts. Cr.8v0, bi-bound, ¥e. Gd.

THE RIVALS, THE 8CHOOL FOR B8CANDAL, and other Plays. Post &vo, printed
on laid paper and halfbound, 2s.

SHERIDAN'S COMEDIES: THE RIVALS and THE SCHOOL FOR SCANDAL.
Edited, with an Introdaction and Notes to cach Play, acd a Biographical Skeich, b
Braxper MarTHaws, With Hliustrations. Demy Bvo. half-parchment, 1:2a. Gd.

SIDNEY'S (SIR PHILIP) COMPLETE POETICAL WORKS, includ-
ing ali those in " Arcadia.” ith Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c. by the
Rev. A, B. Grosart, D.D,  Three Vaols.. crown §vo, cloth boards, 18s.

SIGNBOARDS: Their History, With Anpecdotes of Famous Taverns
snd Remarkable Cheracters. By Jacom Limwoop and Jous Casbex Horren
With Coloured Frantispiece and g4 Hllustrations.. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, s 6d.

SIMS (GEORGE R.), WORKS BY.

Pont Bvo, illustrated boards, ¥m. sach: cloth Jimp. Pu, Bd, eaca,
ROGUES AND YAGABGNDA, ) I MARY JANE MARRIED.

THE RIRG 0" BELLS. TALES OF TO-DAY.
MARY JANE'S MEMOIRS, DEAMAS OF LIFE, With 6o {llustrations,
TINKLETOP'S CRINME. With a Frontispiecs

by MaURICE GREIFFENRAGREN,
LEPH: A Circus Story, &o. | MY Ty'llo WIYES.

Crown Bro, pietuTe cover, ¥, each; cioth, 1a. G, sach.
HOW THE POOR LIVE: and HORRIBLE LONDON.
THE DAGONEY BEGITER AND READER: being Readings and Recitations im
Prose and Verse, selected from his own Works by GRorcz R. Sius.
TRE CABE OF GEORGE CANDLEMAS.} nmoilxr DITTIES.
SISTER DORA: A Biography., By MARGARET LONSDALE. With Four
1llustrations.  Deitiy Evo, piclure cover, 4d.1 cloth, Gd. )

SEETCHLEY.—A MATCH IN THE DARK. By Arteur S:x'rcm.ﬁ.
boards, 3s.

FPost §vo, iustiated
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SLANG DICTIONARY (THE) Etymological, Historical, and Anec-

dotal, Crown 8vo, cioth exira, Gn, Gd,

SMITH (J. MOYR). WORKS BY.
PRINCE OF ARTIOLIS, With 130 MMnsts. Post Bvo, eloth extra. Bn. G4,
'.I'HB WOOING OF THE WATER WITCH, lissirated. Post 8vo, clath, Gs,

SOCIETY IN LONDON By A Fogeics Resipewt, Crown 8vo,

3 cloth, Ew. &d

SOCIETY IR_PAHIS The Upper Ten 1housand. A Series of Letiers

from Coont Patt VasiLi to a Yomng French Dlploml Lrown Bvo, cloth, Ga.

SOMERSET. — SONGS OF ADIEU, By Lord Hgwry SoMERsET,

Small yt0, Japanese vellom, dn,

SPALDING.—ELIZABETHAN DEMONOLOGY : An Essay on the Betief

in the Existence of Devils, By T. A. SraLoinog, LL.B. Crown 8vo, clothexira, &

SPEIGHT (T. W. ), NOVELS BY.
Post 8vo. iliustrated beards, . each
THE MYSTERIES OF HBROI DYKE.| THE GOLDEN HOOP,
BY DEVIOUS WAYS, &c. BACK TO LIPE.
HOODWINEKED; and THE SANDY.| 7THE LOUDWATER TRAGEDY.
CROFT MYSTERY. BURGO'S xolucz.
Post Gvo, cloth hinp, s, 64, earch.
A BARBEN TITLE. r WIFE OR NQ WIFE?

THE BANDYCROFT MYSTERY. Crown Gvo, pictuse cover, fm

SPENSER FOR CHILDREN, By M. H. Towsv. With Illustrations

__ by WaLTER ]. Morcas, Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3a. Gd,

STARRY HEAVENg_fTHE). A Poemicat BirtHpay Hoox. Kayal
16mo, cloth extra, 2n, 8.

STAUNTON,—THE LAWS AND PRACTICE OF CHESS. With an
Analysis o the Openings. By Howarp Stackton. Editad by Roun B. WoRMALD.
Crown 8vo, cloth Crowm 8vo. cloth extra, / Fn.

STEDMAN (E. C.), V z‘r) WORKS BY.
YICTORIAN PO Thirteenth Editiona Crown 8vo. cloth extra, Pe
THE POETE OF ANERICA. Crown dvo. tinth exita, .

STEBENDALE, — THE AFGHAN KNIFE: A Novel, By KoBeer

ARMITAGE STERWOALE. Cr. Svo, cioth exira, e, Gd.: post 3vo, illast, boards, e,

STEVENSON (R, LOUIS), WORKS BY., FPousw,cl. limp, Be. 64, each.
TRAVELS WITH A DORKEY, Seventh Edir. With a Frontis. by WaLTez Crant.
AN INLAND YOYAGER. Fourth Edition. With a Frontispiece by Warszs Caans.

Crown 8vo, buckram, @it top, Ge. each.

PAMILIAR STUDIES OF MEN AND BOOKS. Si-th Ediion.
THE MERRY MEN. Third Editon. UKDERWOODS: Poems. Fifth Edition,
MENORIES AND PORTRAITS, Third Edition
YIRGINIBUS PUERISBQUE, and otber Papers, Seventh Bdition, | BALLADA.
ACROES THE PLAINS, with other Memories and Essays.

NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS. Eleventhm Crown Bvo, bockraos, gilt top, Ga.y
8vo, illamtrated boards, 2s.

BUICIDE CLUB; and THE RAJAE'S DIANOND., (FProcy New Amasiax
Nramsl With Six Dlustraticas by J. Brawane Paxtxrocs Crowh Digo. cleth
exira, Sn

PRINCE OTTO. Sizth Edition. Post 8vp, iMlostrated boards,
FATYHER DAMIEN: An Open Letter to the Rev. Dx. Hyde. Second Edition
Crown Bvo, hand-made and brown paper, In,
STODDARD. — SUMMER CRUISING IN THE SOUTH SEAS. {

C. Wanazys Stopparp. llostrated by Wartas Macxay, Cr. Bvo, ol e1tra, Ja.

STORIES FROM FOREIGN NOVELISTS. With Notices by HzLewand
ALICE Zieuxsn. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, ‘Ba. Gl 5 post Bvo, illusiraiod boards, Za.

STRANGE IANUSCRIPT (A) FOUND IN A COPPER CYLINDER.
With rg Ilusirations by Giieear Gavi. Crown Bvo, cloth exira, 33 post Bvo,
iHusrrated boards, Pa

STRANGE SECRETS. Toid by Conaw DovYLE, PercY FiTzGER4LD, FLOR-
euce Manmvar, &c. Post vo, ilosoaed boards, Be. i
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STRUTT'S  SPORTS AND ' PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF

. ENGLAND; inciudin,
meries, Shuwa. &e.,

the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mum-
om the Earliest Period to the Present Time.
Wictiau Hong. With r40 Illustrations,, Crown Bvo, cloth extra, ¥u. 6d.

Ediled by

SWIFT'S(DEA F) CHOICE WORKS, in Prose and Verse, With Memoir,
B

Portrait, and

csimiles of the Maps in " Gulliver's Travels.” Cr.8vo. cl., Tw, Gdl.
GULLIVER'S TRAVELBE, and A TALE OF K TUB,

__ JONATHAN SWIFT: A Study. By ]J. CHurToN Corrins, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ma.

SWINBURNE (ALGERNON C.), WORKS BY.:

mmoun FROM POETICAL WORES OF A. 0.
SEWINBURNE. !-u%i\o.
A‘].‘ALANTA IN OALYDON, Crown 8vo,4r.-
CHASTELARD : A Tra n.d; Crown Bva, Th.
FOEMB AND uu.m‘i. 1RST SBRIGS. Crown
Bvo o fcap. Bvo, B2,

EM8 iD BALLAD!
Crom\ Em af feap. Bvdy
TOEMB MEB TmnD STERIDL. Cr Bm 'fl.
BONGH BE!‘OH B. Crovm Bvd, 10s. B, .o
BOTHWELL : ATr'\ Ld . Crown Bvo, iﬁ éd.
EONGE OF TWO N, N8, Crown 8vo, Bs.

MAX'S Works.) Crown 8vo, 85. .
EBEAYHR AKD BTUDIEB. Crown Bvo, u-.

SEGONT SERIB$-

EREOHTHEUB: A Trgrdy, Crown Bvo, 85,
AONOTB oN umw‘l‘ffs RONTE. Cr 8vo, 65

Crown 8vo, k

MARINQ FALIR god%
{ A BTUDY OP VIDTOI HUa rown 8vo, B
MIECELLANIE b

OLORGE QHAPMAN. (See Vol 11, orc‘. Cuar

dy, Crown Bvo, .
PATHOPHEL & Cromen pyorde T B>

fyg et

SYNTAX'S (DR.) THREE TOURS: In Search of the Plcturesque, in
Search of Consolation,aud. in Search of s Wife, With RowLANDsoR's Coloured Tlug-
trations, and Lits of the Author by }. C. HorrEN, Crown Bvo, cloth extra, ¥s.69d.

. TAINE'S HISTORY OF ENGLISH LITERATURE.:.

Hiney Vaw Lauvw.

Translated by

Four Vols,, small demy 8vo, cl. bds., Bo-.—-l’orum Em:nou,

__ Two Vol large crown 8vg, gloth extra, 1 3,

TAYLOR'S l&i?;AYARD) DIVERSIONS: OF THE ECHO CLHB‘ Bur-

les_qucs of

odern Wrilers, Post §vo, cloth imp, B, |

TAYLOR (DR. J. E., F.L.S.), WORKS BY, Croiem vo, clotly 3s. sach,- -
THE SAGAGITY AND MORALITY OF PLANTS: A Sketch of the Life and Conduct

of the Vegotable Kinvdom.

With a Coloured Frontisplece and 100 [llustrations.

OUR COMMON BRITISH FOBBILS,and Where to Find Them. an llllul.rwoni.

___THE PLAYTIME NATURKALIST,

With 366 [llustrations.”

TAYLOR'S (TOM) HISTORICAL DRAMAS. Cont.ammg “ Clancarty »

“*Iwizxt Axe and Crown,” ¥ The Fosl's Revenge,” " Ark:;:ghu

eanne Darg,”

ife, ** Anta Holoyn,' * Plot and Passion,” Crown 8vo, cloth" enn':‘l"t.
- *," Tha Plays may slso be had separately, al 1u. sach, .

TENNYSON (LORD): A Biographical Sketch.” -

MWith 3 Photograph-Partrait.
‘portrait caver, 1s.3 cloth, 1s. 8d

THACKERAYANA : Notes nnd Anecdotes, lliustra.ted by Hundreds of
___Sketches by Wlu.l.\u MAREPEACE TiackkRrAY. Crown.Bvo, oloth extra, ¥ e Gd.

THAMES. —
By A. S, Knussl

A NEW PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE THAMES,

With 340 Illusirations

Paost Bva, Is, t cloth, ta, Od.

THIERS.—

HISTORY OF THE CONSULATE & EMPIRE OF FRANCE

UNDER NAPQLEON. By A.Twiers, Traeslated by D. Forees CAKPBELL and
Jouu Steepivc. New Edition, resgt in a specially-cast “'E,' with 36 Steel Plates,
zlbn

1a voly, dery vo, ol ex,, 125, eacﬂ (Monthly Volunies. be

mg &pmmber lﬁq:.i

THE VIOLIN-PLA

THOMAS (BERTHAL NOVELS B_Y

Ct. Bvo, cl, Ew Gd.
. PROUD IMSIE.

___GREBSIDA, Post 8va, illustrated bmrds. Ba. - -t

TI'HOMSON 'S SEASONS, and CASTLE OF INDOLENCE. With Intrg-

duciion by ALLAN \,unummuh. and 43 Hlustrations,

Post &\o hali-bound, Bw.

THORNBUR? {WALTER),. WORKS BY. - v

HE LIFE AND CORRESPORDEMNCE OF J. W. w. W!!Bl. Wil.h mm
linnsln Colours, Crown dvo, cloth extra, Tu, B

" OLD STORIES RE-TOLD.

Post Bvo, ﬂlnm'ueld boards, 2.

1

each,
TALES FOR THE lu[lﬂl.

Post 8vo, ball-bound, Pu.

‘By H, ].. Jannings,
Gro'm vo, cloth cnn. ll-.-Chup Bdmon. post svo.

iu.S-..el..
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TIMES (JOHN), WORKS BY. Crown8vo,cloth extrs, Ts, @d. pach,
THE HISTORY OF CLUES AND CLUR LIFE IN LONDON: Anecdotes of its
Famous Colfee-honses, Hostelries, and Taverns, Wich 43 [fiastrations.
ENGLISA ECCENTRICS AND ECCENTRICITIES: Stories of Delusions, Impose
tures, Sporting Scenes, Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c. 43 Hiustravons,

TROLLOPE (ANTHONY), HOVELS BY.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, n. $d, each t 8vo, Mlustrated boards, ‘s, each,
THE WAY WE LIVE NOW. , R. BCARBOROUGH'S PAMILY,
FRAU PROHMANN.| MARION FPAY.| THE MIB-LBIGUE RS,

Poat 8vo, llusuwrated boards, Ju, sac

KEPT IN THE DARK. ANERICAR SENATOR.
GOLDEN LION OF GRARPERE. | JOHN CALDIGATE.
TROLLOPE (FRANCES E.), NOVELS BY.

Crowa 8vo, cioth extra, 3a, tid. each t Bvo, illoatrated boards Pw,
LIKE S8HIPB UPON THE SEA. | ll EL'S FROGREES, } AllB FURlEll.

. TROLLOPE (T. A.).—DIAMOND CUT DIiAMOND. Pout Bvo, illost. bds., Ba.

TROWBRIDGE.—FARNELL'S FOLLY A Novel, By J. T. Tsow.

BXIDGE, Post 8vo, illustrated boards, B

TYTLER (C. C FRASEB-).—MISTRE S8 JODITH : A Novel By

C.C. nsn-‘frnzu_ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3a. 8d.; post Bve. illust. boards, s,

TYTLER (SARAH), NOVELS BY,

Crown Bvo. cloth extra, 3o Gd. each; Bvo, HiTastrated boards, Ps, cach.
THE BRIDE'S PABS. ' URIED DIANMOMNDE.
LADY BELL, THE BLACKHALL GHOSTS.

Post 8vo_illostrated boards. s, each,
WHAT BHE CANE THROUQH. BEAUTY AND THE BEART.
CITOYENRE JACQUELINE DIBAP'P‘BIREDOJ‘IOE.LEBSB OBLIGE,
_BAINT IUHG 0'8 CITY. THE HUGUEN 1LY.

UNDERHILL —WALTER BESANT : A Study. By Joun UwpEwmILL.
With Portraite. Crown bdvo, Irish linea. Gﬂ. ( Shortly.

.UPWABD.-—THE QUEEN AGAINST OWEN. By AtLiEw UPWARD.

With Frontispiece by }. 5. Crourtox. Crawn Bvo. cloth extra, e, Gd.

VASHTI AND ESTHEHR. By the Wnl.er of **Beile's” Letters in The
World. Crown Bvo, cloth extva, 3s. 6 [Shortly,

VILLARI—A DOUBLE BOND. - by Tiwon Viciasi_ Fap 67,
w—"—ﬁ‘“ﬁb‘WALFon ( Eﬂ‘rﬂ ORKS BY.

UNTTED KINGOOM mw Comtatrieg the Dot
_o_f 000 Heads of Famdics, theat Heorn, Offices, Addresses,

8
-;?r”obin::"ﬁm m‘ %. BARONETAGE. AND KNIGHYAGE I, Crows 0, ik
wairoios SEILLING PEERAGE OMb. Coaimng & Lit of the Howse of Lort, Scacch sad
WALYURD S KHILLING RARONETAGE i, Cominiog » Lin of th Beromers o he Vidend

Tl Notor Addresies, cicth, I8
Kosdan, B h:n:ﬂ hi t»—:‘:gﬁzr!‘sl:,ké:& ck:.h.r_“ o e of the
IA‘I;PGLPDI_ Iﬁ%@gﬁgﬂ ww %«rqamnrnmmdm
WALFORD 8 COMFLETE PEXEAGE. M’m AND BOUSE OF COMMONS
(18M). Boyal 3mmo, cloth, g edges, 56

TALRS OF OUR GELAT FAMILIRE. Crowntvs, coth e, m fd -

WALT WHITMAN, POEMS BY. Edited, with Inotroduction, by

Wi M. Ross.tﬂ-t . With Portrait. Cr. bo.haad-mm!awpermdbuchm,h
WALTON AND COTTON'S COMPLETE ANGLER; or, The Con-

Man's Recreation, by [Zasx WaLton ; andlnwmha-hnndeior:

‘Troat or Grayling in a clear Strm,bndl:.u Corzon, With Memoirs and Notes

__ by Sir Harass Nicoras, and 61 Mustrations.  Crown vo, cloth autique, Ta. 6d.
WARB QHERB WOBKS BY.

G0 CANNTRALE With gz HHimstrations by the
Aut.bcr Victor Plu!u a.nd W B Davis. Third ed. ln'y !vo. cbth n.. 14a,
HY LIFE WITH BTANLEY'S NEAR GUARD. Witha Map by P. Wrioks,
. P.R.G.S Post Svo, Bs.; cloth, 1s. Sd.
WARNER —A EOUNDABOUT JOUBNEY. By Caazies DuoLer
Wazxzs, Crows 3vo cloth exica $a,




. WASSERMANN (LILLIAS), NOVELS BY.
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WARRANT TO EXECUTE CHARLES I A Facgimile, with the 59

Signatures and Scals, Printed on paper 22in. by 14in, 3w
WARRBA!T TO0 EXECUTE MARY QUEEN OF BCOTS. A Facslmlle, inchﬂing
Queen Elizabeth's Signature and the Great Seal. @s. -

“THE DAFFODILA. Crown 8vo, 1s,; tloth, 1w, 6d.

THE MARQUIS OF CARABAS, .~ By Anrox WaTsON and LiLiias, T ABBERMANS.

Post bvo, illusirated boards, s,

JCKET SPEC-
WEATHER, HOW TO FOR.TELL THE, WITH POCKET S

TROSCOPE. By F. W. Cory. Wik ro lilustrations. Cr. bva, ln-id"‘_h_'_,ll'“ .

WESTALL (William).—TRUST-MONEY. Fost $vo, “Jilust. bds., 28,

WHIST.—HOW TO PLAY SOLO WHIST. Iy Asraxax S. WILKs

and CharLes F. Parbon, New Edition, Post 8vo, clw. T

e
WHITE.—THE NATURAL HISTORY OF § °?:LBORNE By GiLsERT

Wurte, M A, - Post 8vo, printed on lald paper and b o, 2

‘WILLIAMS (W, MATTIEU, F.R.A.S.), WORKS BY, hE

BCIENCE IN SHORT GHAPI‘ERB. Crown vn. cloth extra, Tn, G,

A BIMPLE TREATISE ON HEAT, With Illusts. Cr, 8vo, cloth lip, Ds. 6:!.
THE CHEMISTRY OF COOKERY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gws, .
THE CHEMISTRY OF IRON ARD SBTEEL MAKING, Crown bvo, cloth extra, 9w

A YINDICATIOR OF PHRENGLOGY, Wib over 40 Ilustrations, Demy Evo,
clotb extra. 1:3w. Gid.

WILLIAMSON (MRS. F. H.).—A CHILD WIDOW. Post 8vo, bs. -+ 28, _. .
WILSON (DR. ANDREW, F.R.S.E.), WORKS BY.

CHAPTERS ON BHOLUTID& With 259 Lilustrations. Cr, 8ve, cloth exira, ¥s. Gd.
LEAYES FROM A NATURALIST'S ROTE-BOOK. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2. G,
LEISURE-TIME ATUDIER. With lllusirations. Crown Bvo, clorh extra,
BTUDIES IN LIFE AND BERSE, With numerous Itlusts. Cr. Bvo, cl. ex.. Iiu
COMMON AGCIDENTS: HOW TO TREAT THEM. lllusts. Cr, Svo, Iw.3cl., s, tids
GLIMPSES OF NATURE. With 35 lllustrallons, Crown Bve, cloth exira, Bu. G,

WINTER (J. S.), STORIES BY. Jost Bvo, illustrated boards, s. eachs

cloth litnp. Yw. td. each.
CAYALRY LIFE. | REGIMENTAL LEGENDS,,

A BOLDIER'S GHILDREN, With 34 Illosirations by E, G. THomsoN and E, Srmn':
Harov., Crown tvo. cloth extra, Bn. .

WISSMANN —MY SEGOND JOURNEY THROUGH EQUATORIAL'
FRICA, By HerMaxn vor WissnuanN. With 92 Hlusis, Demy bvo, Ltin,
WOOD. SABINA: A Novel, By Lady Woon, Post 8vo, boards, 25,

WOOD (H. F.), DETECTIVE STORIES BY. Post8vo, brards. P, each.
PASSENGER FROM SCOTLAND YARD. | ENGLISHMAR OF THE RUE GAIN,

WOOLLEY.—RACHEL ARMSTBONG ; or, Love and Theology. .By =

__CsL1a Parker WooLrey. Post bivo, llluurated boards. 2u. § cloth, 28, Gid.

WRIGHT (THOMAS), WORKS BY. Crown Svo, cloth extra, Tu. 8. each,
CARICATURE HISTORY OF THE GEORGES. With yoo Caricatures, Squibs, &c..
HIBTORY OF CARICATURE AND OF THE GROTESQUE IN aRT. TER!-

_TURE, SCULPTURE. AND PAINTING. lilusirated by F, W. FairnoLr, F. 54\.

WYNMAN.—-MY FLIRTATIONS. By Marsarer Wynwan. With 13

__ lustrations by J. BRrxarD ParTRIDGR, Crown Bvo. cloth extra, i+, Gd.

YATES (EDMUND), NOVELS BY. Post5va, illustrated boards, s each,
E FORLORN HOPE. | CGASTAWAY.

ZOLA (EM!LE). N VE LS BY Crown avo, cloth extra, 38. 64, each.
THE DOWNFALL. Trauslated by E, A. VizurerLy, Foarth Editiun, Revised.
THE DREAM. Trantlazed by Eviza Cuase. With § IHustranons by JEaxzior.
DOCTOR PASGAL. Transtated by B. A. Vireterry, Whh Poriruit of the Antbor.
MONEY. Tramlated by Exxesr A, V1 TELLY,

EMILE ZOLA: A Bicgraphy. By R. H ‘SueRARD. With Pam‘aus. Illnstralions.'
] and Facsimile Leusr. Dy Svo. cioth exira, 1 J-.

[ O TR ey ey — s e
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LiSTS OF BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES.

L For fulm galalogmm; so¢ Mﬁhab:mal arangemint, pp. 1-8, .
"fHE HAYFAIR LIBRAHY. . Post 8v5, cloth limp, B#. Od. per Volume.

gljngy louncl Iy Boom, By Xawgk
g!p: an

iddlt!u. By W. D. Apaus.
lal;nghgf, ﬁ

iomn of “The Times.”
Anaomised: Abndzmcnlo!

# Anatony of Melanchol
Poetlul lngenul:ies. By :‘Jm'l‘ Dgnm
W, 8. P;Pen. By Fin-Brc.
w. 8 Gllberv. lays.~ FirsT Sewies.

Pencll and Paletts. By R. Kewrr.
Little Essays: trom Laus’s Letiers.

Forensic Anscdotes. By Jacor Lanwoop,
Theatrical Anecdotas.” Jacos Larwooo,
Jeouz d’Espric. Edited ENRY . Laian,
Wltcn Btories, By E, Lyuw LINTON.
Ives. By E. Lyxn Linton.
times & Players, By . Macaonzanw,
llet Paal and Yirginls. W.H.MatLock
New Hepoblle, By W. H, Mattiock.
Puck on Pegasus. By H.C, Pennerl.
Pafnsus Re-8addled. By H.C. PexwstL.
Muses of Mayfair. Ed.H.C. Pnuwrtt.
Thoresu® His Life A Aims. By H. A. Pacs,
Punlana. By Hon. HueH RowLry.
More Puniana, B; Hon. Hizan RowLEy,
The fhilgsophy o Hl.ndlrmn(.
By Btream and Ssa. By Ww. Sewion,
Leaves from & llntanlln'l Nots-Book.
By Dr. Anpazw Witson.

THE GOLDEN LIBRARY.
Bncjl’nd Taylox's Dixersions of ine kcng !

Benpett's RePad History of Engiand,
Rezach's Bongds for Baliors.

1 Godwin's LIIel of wia Necromancers.

Po Pu&lul Works,
Ho| s Autocras of Breakinst Table.

Post 8vo, cloth limp, Pu. per Voiume.

Jessa’s Beanss of Country Life.
uégn Hual's Tais for a Chimosy

lnllorr s Mort &'Arthar: Selections.
Provincisl Letters.
uld’s Maxims & Ssuections,

THE WANDERER'S LIBRARY. Crown 8vo, cloth axtra, e 64. each,

Wanderings in Patagonia. by jJuiius
Brzmsonu, lllustrated,

Camp Notss. By Prepesick Boree,

Savage Lifa, By FrepEmick Borie.

Mearrie England !n the Olden Time, By
G. Daxier. llinstrated by CRuiRssANE.

Clrcus Life, By THouAS FrosT.

Lives of the Conjurers. Tuouas Frosy,

The Old Showmen and the 014 London
Pairs., By THouas Frost,

Low-Lifa Deaps. By Jaurs GrEEwwooD.

Wilds of Lonaon. jauzs Grexmwoon,
Tunis. Chev, Hesse-WarTeoo. 22 Nigsts.
Life and Adventures of & Cheap Jack.
World Behind the Scanes, P.Fi1zosnaLts
Tavern Anecdotes and Bayin
'l'hc Genlal Showman. ByE.P. Hingeron.
of London Parks, Jacos Lazwoon,
on Characters. By Hewrey Mavwxw,
lﬂm Generstions of Exscutioners.
Bummer Cruising In the Bouth Bens,
By C. Wanzen Stopoaro. lilustrated,

POPULAR SHILLING BUOKS.

H mdyer at Cambridde.
Jeft Briggs's Love Story, Bazr Hiatr
Twins of Table Moun n. Brrr HarTE,
Soow-bound at Eagle’s. By Beet Hanre.
A Day's Tour. Bg Precy FITZIGERALD,
Esther’s Glove, ByR.E.Frawcirron.
Bentenced! By Sowesviiee Giswey,
Tha Professer’s Wife. By L.Granax.
Mrs. Galnsborengh’s Diamonds.
- OLIAN g;ﬂmouli o
agars ¥ OLLINGSHEAD,
A Romance of the Queer's Hounds,
CHARLES JauEs.
Garden that Pald Rent. Tow Jeamotp.
Gut by the Nesa. By ArtHur Keyvsex.
Teresa ltasca. By A. MacAvrixe,
Qur Sensation Novel, 1. H. McCaxrHY,
Doom! By Jusrix H. McCaxtHY,
Doily. By Justin H. McCantHY.

Liiy Lass. Juste H. McCanTny.

Was 8he Good or Bad? By W. Minro.
Rotes from the “Rews” By jas. Parw,
:md the Gates. By E. S, Puerra
Old Mald's Paradise. By E. 5. PueLrs,

r3 in Paradise, By E. 5. PreLrs.
Jack the Fisherman. By E. 8 Puerrs,
Trooping with Crows, By C. L. Pisxis.
Bible Characiers. Hy CHaxtes Kraps.

Rogues. By R. H. Swirazp,
The Dagonet Recitar. By G, B Srwa.
How the Poor Live. By G. R Sius.
c-amlum

Case of Beo: ad. G. R Sius
Sandycroft T. W. Sreicur.
Hood'-lnud. W, Sreinur.

Father Damlall. By R L. STevexson,

A Dounbis Bond. By Liwpa ViLrann

l{luu with Scanley’s Bear Guard. By
2aRERT WanD.

HANDY NOVELS. Fcap. svo, cloth boards, Ba, 64, cach,

The O1d Mald's Bweetheart, A.ST Avsyn
u le Bara. ALiw ST. Ausys.

odest Li
Bayea Blcepers of Ephesus,

Taken from ths Enemy, H. Newsovr.
A Lost Boak. By W. L. Atoew.

E. Coremiper | Dr. Palllser's Patispt. Geanz ALres,
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MY LIBRARY. . Printed-on laid paper,
Four Frenchwomen. By Avustin Dobsox.
Cltation and Examination of William

Shakspeare. By W. S, Lanpor,

The Journal of Maurioe de Guerin.

st Sva, hall-Roiburghe, Bw: Gd. each.
Bgl‘lltl. Johnstone. By CRARLES READE

With a Photogravare Frontispiece.

| Peg Woffington. By CraRLES READSE.
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamhb,

THE POCKET LIBRARY. Posté&vo,
The Essays of Ella, By CHarLES LawE,
Roblnson Crusos. Tilust. G. CRUIKSHANK.
Whims and Oddities, By’ Tuouas Hoop, -
With 8. lliustraﬂons.

The Barbsr's Chalr, &c. By D ]nnnox.n.
Gastronumy. ByBrifrar-Savarix.

The Egllcurann. e, By THosas MaoRE,

printed on Iaid paper and hf-bd., @s. each,

White's Natural History of ‘Bslborne.

%:llllvu'l Travels, &c. By Dean Swirt.

Anecdotes of the cmﬂ J. Larwoon,

Thomson's Seasons. Illlustrated.

The Autoorat of the Breakfast-Table
and The Professor at the Breakfast-

_ Golden Butterfly.

Leigh Hunt's Essays. " Ed. E. OurieR, Tablie.. By Quiver WennsrL HoLsis.
—mm
THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. .
LiBRARY EDI'HOH'B or NoveLrs, many Hlusirated, erown 8vo, cloth ﬂ:lra. 3. Bdieach.
By F. fl, ALLEN. By HALL CAINE,
Orean as Grase. The Shudow of & Crime, .
By GEANT ALLEN. A Bon of Hagar., |The’ Daemltar.
Philistla, The Tents of gham, By TIA(‘LABEN COB BAN.
Babylon. For Maimle's Bake, | The Red Buitan,
Stran(e Btorles. | The Davil’s Dle, MORT. & FBANGEE COLLINS, oy
Beckoning Hand, | This Mortal Coil. | Transmigration. | Blmklmlthtscholar.
In ail 8hades. '.l'lu Great Taboo, Prom Midnight to Midnight,
Dumaresq's Dan; Bload Royal. Yﬂlasa Com ady' Elou III Me Falgs,
The Ducheas of owyt and. y WIL NN, .
Ivan Greet's Huterplana. kﬂcl“y‘l‘a .lrmadale. . Ths Frozen Deep,*
By KDWIN L Aftar Darl, The Two Destinles,
Phra the Phaniolan, . No Nams. " { Law and the Lady, -
Tha cnnltabla of St. Nicholarn, Antonina, | Basgll. | Haunted Hotel, =~ _
By ALAN 8T. AURYN. Hide and Besk, The Pallan Loaves,
A Follow of Trlnlt% | The J unlor Dn.n. The Dand Secret, | Jezebel's Daughter,
The Master of St. Benediot's, . . uesn of Hearts, | The Black Robs.
To his Own Master. Miscellanles, Hurund Belence,
By Rev, 8, BARING GOULI). oman in White, | %1 a.% No,”
Red B&ider ] Bva. -| The Moonstone, - | Little Rovels,
ROBERY BAIIII. " Man and Wife.- 1 The Evil @enius.
in Btsa.mar L‘.halr ] From Whose Bourne | Poor Miss Flach, | The [.agncy of Caln
BAKRELT. Mizs or Mres? . A Rn ue's Life, "

The “fomnn of the Iron Bracalats.

« BLELEE"-Yashtl and Esl.hel'.
By W, RESANT & J. RICE.
My Littla Girl. . | By Celin's Arbonl'.
Qaseof Nr.Lucraft. | Monks of Thelemn,
This Bon of Yulcan, | The Bumy Blde.

Ten Yonrs' Tepant
Romdy- Ionny nrtlhoy.
With Hnrg Crown, - .
‘Twas in mfalfu'n Bay.
The chngmln the F
B VALTER Bh!.\!"l_‘.
At Sortl and GConditions of Man.
The Captaine’ Room. | Herr Paulus,
All in a Garden Falr
The Worid Went Yery Well Then.
For Falth and Freedon. Lnebel Quean,
Dorothy Forster, The oly Rose.
Uncls Armorel of Lyon
chlldnnofﬁlbenn. «348,
Ball of 8t. Paul's, | 8t. Hatherine's by
To Call Her Mine,! tha Towaer.
Yerbena Camoliim Stephanotls,
B! HOBERT BUCLANAN.
he Bhadow of the Sword. | Matt,
l Child of Nature, | Hair of Linne,
The Martyrdom of Madeline,
God and the Man, | The New Abalard.
Love Ms for Ever. | Foxglove Manor, .
Annan Water. Masterof the Nins.
Woman and the Man, .

The Ivory Gate.

New Mangdalen.

E. . COOPE

¥y AT

Diana Barrington.
Proper Pride.
A FamilyLikenesh,

Heoarts of Gold.
By

Ry . €O

Cut.!'a in Spain
Ry J.
Qur Lady ol’ Tears,

Tracked to Doom,

Archis Lo

Love.

[133 l)l"l“l"():’l (,OOK.
Paul Fnltar‘l Daughter.

—Geoff. Hamiiton.

By V. CECIL COTEN,
Two Gml on & Barge

CRIM,

Aduniuru of & Falr Rebal,
By B. . CROKER.'

Pnttylllu Nevlile,

L Bird of Pau
“To Lat,” ade.

By WiILLIAM CYPLES,

Al, PHONSE DPAUDET,
The Evnngellu. or, Port Salvation,
EM l‘Y ‘DA\'!DSON.
Mr. Eadler’s Dnugh
By ERASTIUS nawson‘.
Tha Fountain of Youth.
By JAMES DE MII.LE.

'TH DERWENT,

| Clrce's Lovers.

By DICK DONQVAN.

Man from Manchester,” "~ °
¥y A. CONAN DOYLE. .
Tha Flrm of Girdlestone.
iy Tirw. ...tu:nun LnWABD]:S.-

ays. By RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN, .
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28 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

® ProcapicLy (3/6) Novets—confinued,
By . MANVEILLE FENN.
The New Mistress. | Witneas to the Dead.
The Tiger Lily.
By PER Y FITZGERALD,
Faul Zaro.
By B. E. FRANCILLON,
Suenn Cophetua, A Rexl Quean.
ne by One.
Dod & |I|l Shadow.
Pref.bymr BAB‘!’ E FRERE.
Pandurang Harl.

ED. :ARRETT.—The Capel Girls.
FPAUL GAULOT.~Ths Red Shirts.
By CHARLES GEBERON.
Robin Gray. The Golden Shaft,
Loving & Dream. | Of High Degres.

The Flower of tha Forest.
By E. GLANVILLE.
The Lost Helress. Tha Fosaicker,
A& Falr Colonist.
By E. J. GOODMAN.
Tha Ina of Harbcrt Wayne.
y CECIL GRIFFITH.
Uorlnlhla Marazion.
By SYDNEY GERUNDY.
Tha Day- of his Yanity.
THOMAM IIABDI'
I’lndcr lhl Greenwood Tres.
By BREET HARTE.
vlwmonh-mum. | Sally Dows.
l Iurd of the Goiden Gate.
ppho of Green Bpringa.
colcna Btarbottie’'s Citant. |
A Protégds of Jack Hamlin's.

Buasy.

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth, Dust.
Ellice Quentin. Fortuns’s Fool,

fSebastian Strome. | Beatrix Randoiph,
Darxid Poindexter’s Disappearance.
The B of the Camera.
By sir A. HELPS.—lvan de Biron,
2, HENDERBNON.—Agatha
B; er-."l;lll.i‘:'(-EBEOEB.
Lady Yeraner
;1 Mra. ALFEEDP HINT.
The Leaden Casket. | 8elf-Condeuned.
That Other Porson. | Krs. Jullet,
By B. AMHE KING,
A Drawn Game.
#The Wearing of the Green.”
By E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball
Under which Lord?

Lost.
By M, W. LULUCY.—Gideon Fleyes,
By JUSTIN McCARTHY.

Donna Aots.

The Comet of & Season.
By GEGBGB MACDONALD.
Heather and Enow.
By AGNES MACDONELL.
Cousins,
By BERTEANM MTTFOR®D.

. Tha Guo-Runney. | The Eings Laacgal.
lnhﬁdmm ‘

Tue PiccabILLY (175 Navep s—confimuad,
By D, CHRISTIE MURRAY,
Life's Atonsmant, VLI l:mu.
Josaph's Coat.
Conls of FPirs. .l lodal Father,
014 Biazer's Haro. | Time's Eavenges.
By the GGate of the
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Person Bingoiar. | Oyric Fortana,
Tha Way of the World, astad
Bob Martin's Littls Girl. Crimae.
By TURRBAY & HERMAN,
The mshopa Bibla | Paal Jonas's Ailas.
One Traveller Returns.
By HUME NISBET - Bafl Up!”
By G, ONANET.—A Welrd Gift.
By OLBDA.
Held In Boodags, - TwoLittls Woodam
Strathmors. , Bhoas.
Chandos, in » Wintar City.
Under Two Flags, Ariadns.
l'rhndlhlp.
CecilCastlemalne’s - Notha. | Raffine,
Gags, i Piplstrello.
Tricotrin. | Puck. AYillngaCommune
Folls Farine. Bimbl. | Wanda.
A Dof of Rianders. Frescoes.' Othmar.
l;:‘mnl. Bigna, I'n :llm&m:ﬁ.
neass raZ- Syriln. Gulidaroy.
ine, P Saoia Barbars.
By NMARGARET A. PALL.
Gentle and llmg
By JAYMES PAYN.
Lost S1r Massingberd.
Leas Black than We'rs Painted,
A Gonfidential Agent.
A Graps from & Thorm.
In Perll and Privation.
The Mystary of Miroridge
The Canon’s Ward

Walter's Word. Hollday Tasks.
B A For Cash Only.
High Spirits. The Barnt MilHon
Under One Tha Word and the
From Exile. WL
Glow-worm Talss, | Sunny Stortes.
Talk of the Town, ! A 'l‘r{. Patiant.
By Mre. CANPRE] RAED.
Outlaw snd Lawmaker.

By E. l.. PRICE.
Yalantine. | The B
Mrs, Lancaster's

Rival

By RIC IIAIIID PREYCE.
Hiss Maxwell's Affections.

By CHARLES READR.
It is Never Too Late to Nend.
The Doubis Narriags.
Love Na unh. l-ﬂ" li lﬂnl-
The Cloister and

o

Hard Cash. Wandering Helr.
Pef Woflington. - | A Womas-Hater.
Chrixtiedohnstoms. | 8 Bimpieton,
Grifith Gaumt. Readiana.
Foul Play. A Perllous Secret.

By fira. J. H. RIDDE. L.
The Prince of Walsa's Garden Party.
Waird Storiss.




~ lone on & ide

Without Love or Licence.
Tha Afgnhan Enife.

ne l'elltn.
. By
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Ty PIcCADILLY (3/6} NovELS—contthued,
By AMELIE RIVES,
Buhua. Dering.
y F. W. ROBINSON,
The Hn.mln of Justice.
By W, (‘I,A R RUsSNELN.
Quean Traged

By JOHN BAUNDERS,
Guy Waterman. Two Dreamers,
Bound to Whneel, Lion in the Path.
By MATIHARINE SAUNDERHN.
Margeret and Elizabeth.
Gideon’s Rock. lﬂur: Salvage,
The High Mitle.- Bebastian.

By BMMAVWLEY sSMART,

By R, A. N TEENDALE.

By HERTHA THOMAS,
Proud Maiste. | The Ylolin-player,
By FRANCEN E. THOLLUPE.
Liks S8hips upon the Bea,

Annn Purness. 1 Kabel's frogress, |

I
l&lgl.\lgmlu Loulse, [

THE PiccabitLy

\GADILLY.” ... 3t

By VAN B yoop o0 continued.

. Btories from Fﬂ“l’urln MURRAY.
By ANTINONY | gid Blmr'i Harp,
. Marion Fay. | The Wd beey o7

Frau Frohmann.
lr Bnnrhnrou 's Fai
G Fﬁh snlcn ¢ Fortune. -

llltun Judlth. L
By SARAR TY™ Ly

The Brldn‘l Pass. {Lady ™ - .. ‘gﬁ
Buried Diamonds. | Black. &
By MARK TWA_ - :

The Amarlcan Claimant.
The £1,000,000 Bank-nota. -
Tom Bawyer Abroad.
Pudd” nhnd Wilson.

By ALLEN UFPWARD,
The Quun -ja.lnlt (wen.

&, WINTER.

a Solg;ar'l Childran.

BET WYNM AN.
My !llm:lonl.

y E. ZOLA.
The Downfall

" CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. . -

Post Buo, lllustrate
By ARTEMUN WARD.
lr&lmus Ward Complaie.
ABOUY.

By ELMMOUOKX
,llnll.ll‘co%dnlnn.
ot Glrr of. onildances,
Ourz XRI'DA l‘ I:l“m: BT,
L] !‘lnnnll s Day T
-mll Mirs, iLE'AAl\DER.
i, Wlu,nr\\’ldonﬂ VYaleria® Fats,
RANI ALLEN,

Btrange scnrlu. The Devil's Dia,
Philistin. This Mortal Coll,
Babylon. In sll Bhades.
¥he Backoning Hand. | Blood Roysl,

For Maimie's & | Tonts of 8ham.
Grpat Tavoo. | Dumaresq’s Daughuar.
IThs Ducheas of Powysiand.
By E. LENTER AHRNOLD,

Pora the Phanician,

Hy ALAN BT.AUVBYIV.
A faliow of Trinity. | The Junior Dean.
The Master of Bt. Benedict's,

Ry Bev. 8. BARING GOULD,

xed lpldur. | Evs.

By FEANK BABB'I!'I'"I‘.

eattarsd for Life, § Littls Lady Linton. |

Batween Life and Death.

The Bin of Olga Zassoulion.

Folly BRortison. |Honest Davle.

Lisut. Bnmnu. A Prodigal's Prograns.
Found Quiity. | A Recoillng Yengeancs.
For Love and Honour.

John l'ord and Hll l{u mate.

. BESA J. RICE,
thil!on ot\fuiun By Celia’s Arboue.
Ry Little Girl. Monkuof Thelerna.
Cazgof Mr.Lucramn, | The lu.my Bide.

Golden Butterny. ! Ten Years m-.n:.
Ready-Mone oniboy.

With Ha d Crown.

*Twax in ar's Bay.

Tha Ghl.plu.in

shu Flaat,

d boards, s, each,

By WALTEZR BESANT.
Darothy Forsfer. | Uncle Jack,
Chitdren of Glbson, | Herr Paulua,

All Sorts and Conditions of llen.

The Captains' Room.

All in & Garden Pair,

The World Went Yery Wall 'l.'hul.
For Falth and Fraadom.,

To Oall Her Mine,

The Bell of 8¢, Paul’s, | The Holy Rose.
Armorel of Lyonessa. | The Ivory Gata.
St. Katherins's by the Towar.
Y¥arbena Camellia Stephanotis.
BYSHEINLEY BEAUCEAN P,
Grantlay Grange.

. Ry AMBEROSE BIKRCE.

In the Mldst of Life.

By FREDERICHK BOYLE.
Camp Notes, | Baynge Life.
Ghnnlclu of No-man's Land.

y BRET HARTE. .
callfornhn sl.oriu.ll Gabrial conroy.
ARy

¢ Luck of Roaring Cam lara.
& Phyllis of the Siarras, B W

By HAROLD BREYDGEN,
Onole 8am at Home.

By BOBERT BUCHANAN.
The 8hadow of the; Tha lutynlom of

Sword. Madelina.
& Chiid of lltnu.n Annan Water., -
@God and the Man.| The New Abelard.
Love Me for Evar, | Matt.
Foxglove Mancr, i Tha Helrof Linne.
The Maater of the Mina.
By HALL CAINE.
The Shadow of & Crime.
A Bon of Hagar. | The Deemster,
Commander CAMERGON.
The Crulse of the **Black Prince."
By Mrs. LOYETT CAMERON.
Dacaivars Ever. | Juliet's Quardian.

of the. Wol'ﬂ.

s o
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

The PIC;:ADILI.Y( 6) —continsed,
By . NIAN%(II(‘LA RE.

The New Mistress, i,

The Tiger Lllz ?" n. CLIVE.

By Pk
Fﬂ-ll h ,.maa his Wife,’
: By AN COBEAN,

guean Cophasq 7
N COLLIENS,

ne by Ona,,
Dog & his aha
Pref- by Eﬂ'o N'II;BB c?r.l,ms.
) ranami grulun.
\m lenlght.
.vlght with e | Viilage Conredy.
Sweetand Twefity. LYou Play me Fnlu.

ﬂh

Blacksmith and Scholar. nces,
By WILKIE Lor.l,lml.

Armadale. ] llsullnniu.
Alter Darik, oman in Whita,
No Name. The Moonstone. *
Antonina. | Basil, | Man and Wife,
Hide and Poor Miss Finch,

¢ Dead Secret, | The Pallan Laaves,

Jezebel’s Daughter
The Black Ro
Rew Magdalen, Heart and Bclonce.
The Prozen Deep. ; “1 Bay Ko.”
Law and the ¥.. The Evil Genlus,
The Two Destinioss! Little Kovels. .
Haunted Hotel. t y o
A Rosg ue’s Life, Blind Lova,

M. J. COLQUHOUN.
Brery ln:h a Boldler,

B2y DUTTON CTOOKH, )

| Paul Foster's Daugdhter,
By C. EGEERT CRADDOUK,
Prophe: of the Great Smoky Mountalns.
By

Queen of Hearts,

MATT CRINL

Pretty Miss Naville. | Bird of Passaga,
Diana Barringion, | Proper Pride.
} l'amll“ Likeness.

,By ALPHONSE DAUDET,
The gmgelln or, Port Salyation.
By EKA rﬂlts DA“HON.
The Fountain of Yout!
By JANEA DE HILI.E.
A Castle in Bpain.
" By 3. LEITIR DERWENT.
Our Lady of Tears. ] Clree’s Lovers,
By CHARLES DICKENS,
Flotwick Bapers. | Hichoine Rickteby.
Pickwick Papers. cholay
By DItH DUONG

VAN,

The Man-Hunter. | Canght at Last!
Tracied and Taken, | Wanted !
WWho Polsoned Hetty Duncan?
The Man from Wanchester,
A Detective’s Trinmphs,
in the Grip of the Law.
From information Eeceived.
Tracked to Doom.| Link by Link,
Susplcion Arvased,
By M. ANNIE FDWARDES,
& Point of Honour. | Archia Loveli,
By ‘l. BETIIAJI-!.II“ABDFL
Felic! iy,
By EDW. EGGLES’I‘O‘!—-—BW.

By . WANVILLE FENN.

sireas,

The New Ni

Two-Smrine Novers—eonlinued,

Ry PERCY FITZGERALD,
Bella Donna,
Never Forgoiten,
The Becond Mrs. TiHotson,
Bavanty-five Brooks Birsel,

The Lady of Srantoms.

By P. FITZGERALD and others
airange Becrets

ALBANY DE FONBLANQURE
i'llthlg Lucre.

y K. E. FRANCILLON,
OIypll. usen Cophetys.
One by One. Ing or Enavs?
A R xueen.

Ry IIAROLD FEEDERICK.

feth’s Brothar's Wife. | Lawton Girl.

Pref. by Sir BARTLE FREERE.

Pandurang Harl

HMAIN Fnanl’l.l’...—-Onn of Two.
By EDWARD GABRRETT.

The Ca Girls,

y GILEBERT GAUL.
A Itungl lmnlcrlp:

By CUHARLES GIRRBON.
Robin Grly. In Honour Bound.
Fan Plower of Forest.
Por Lack of Gold, | Brass of Yarrow.

tlug The Golden Bhafi.
Of High Degres,
! Mead and Stream.
( Loving & Dream.
In Pastures Green, A Hard Knot,
ueen of Meadow. Haart's Delight,
Heart's Prohlem.' Blood-Money.
The Dead Hea
By WILL l)lTl GILEERT.
Dr. Austin’s Guesis, | James Duks.
he Wizard of tha Mountailn,
By ERNENT GLANVILLE.
The Lost Heireas. | The Fossicker.
By HEYRY GHEEVILLE.
a lobl. Woman, | Nikanor.
CEUIL GEAFNFATH,
corin ia Marazion.
By JOUN HABBERTON.
Brusion's Ba '{ou.w, Country Luck,
Ey AND HALLIDAY.
Every-Day Prpe
By Iady DU Fl’f' HARDY.
Paal Wynter s Sacrifice.
By THOYIAS HARDY,
Under l.he Greenwood Tree,
Ry J. BERWICK MARWOOD.
The Tenth Earl
BY JLULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth. Bebastlan Biremme.

For the Kin

Ellice {nanitin, Dust.
Fortune's Fool. Beatrix Randolph.
Miss Cadogna, Love—or 2 Rams,

David Polndexur‘l nlu’m

The Bpectre of the Came
By sir ARTIILK IIEI-I'H.

‘Jean de Biron.

By HBENRY HEERYIAN,
1 !.euunt Lady.
By IEA{DON BILL.

Zambrs the Detactive.

By JOINY JI1.1..—Trason Fel .
By Yire, CASHEL MHOEY.

The Lover's Creed, o o

Romances of Law, -
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Two-SHiLLive Novers—continued,

Ry M. GE OBGB HOOPEB.
The Houss of R .
- By m’l‘l(‘.‘-l{I s IIOPKIN&" ;

Ixt Love snd Dn
By Tire. BUNCREFORD;
A lnldm all Forlorm,
In Durance ¥ie. l !nnhl ltrnul
ndurn Clrca,

By Mrea. AL BBD
Thornioroft’s Modsl.
‘Thay Other Parun. Lenden Gasket.

By JEAN INGELOW,. -
Fatsd to ba Fras.

“’.‘l . JAI!I,E!!ON-——I, Dand Salf,
y HARRIETT JAX.
Dark ﬂollun. honnn of Uonnlu.ﬂlt.
By BSHAW.
dnlunlal l'utl and Plctions, <.,
y B. ANIIE HING.
1y nnIn Gams, Passion’s Blawe,
#The Wearing af QGresn.”
Bell Barry,
By JOHN LEYS.—The Lindllys.
By E. LYNN LINTUN.
Patrioln Kamball, | Paxton Caraw,
Worid Wall Lost, [“My Lowet" -
UnderwhichLord? | lons,
The Atonemeant of Leam nnniu.
With a Bilken Thread, .
Ths Rebsl of the l'nmjly .
Sowing tha \'llnd.
y HENRY W, l.l!ﬂ.
nldoon rlayce.
By JUNELIN FMIcCARTHY.

B Fair Baxon. Donna Quixote. ~
Linley Rochford, } Mald of Athena |
Miss Misanthrope. cunlolu. : .
Dear Lady Dl nln.

The Waterdals Neighbours.
My Enemy’s Daughter.
The Comet of & Beason,
By HUGIL MACCOLL,

M. Imn{ ar's Benled Packat,

Ry Ju.nmu MACDONELI.

uakey Cous
ATIRA BINB . M%GQIJOID.

The l’.vu Bac. Last
ALLOCK, -
The la- nepubua.
A Romance of the Nineieenth Century.
By FLORENCE MARRYAT.

Open! Besame! ;Plghun‘ the Alr,
A Harvest of Wild O

Wiitten in Fire.
: By

4. MASTERMAN.
Halt- l-dnnn Daoghters,
JIIATTIIEWS.

Goo

Ry JEAN MIDIJI.EYI.\BS.
Touch and Qo Mr. Doriliton.

Ay Mirs, MEOLESWOKLILL
Hatharcourt Recto r{

By J. K. nUDDOCK.

Btories \Maird and Wonderful, .
The Dead Wan's Baorat.
From the Bosom of tha D

&8P, -
My MUKKEAY nnd HEKTAN,

One Travellar Returns.
Paul Jonea's Alina. | The BRiahopa’ Bible,

. l lodll hthar.

Balf- condnmnod. :

'.l'wo-Smu.mo NoveLs—continued.
y I, (.llltl!'l‘ll! MURBAY.
o1d Blmr‘l Heroy

Josaph's Qoat, - Heal

Coaln of Fire. Wn or the- Woﬂd.
Yal Sirange. Oyn o Fortune,

A Eile's ltouumunt.
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