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INTRODUCTORY NOTE

THE eighteentli century, which had lost the appetite

for tragedy and almost the comprehension of it, was

granted, before it closed, the most perfect subject of

tragedy which history affords.

The Queen of France whose end is but an episode in

the story of the Revolution stands apart in this : that while

all around her were achieved the principal miracles of the

human will, she alone suffered, by an unique exception, a

fixed destiny against which the will seemed powerless. In

person she was not considerable, in temperament not

exalted ; but her fate was enormous.

It is profitable, therefore, to abandon for a moment the

contemplation of those great men who recreated in Europe

the well-ordered State, and to admire the exact convergence

of such accidents as drew around Marie Antoinette an

increasing pressure of doom. These accidents united at

last : they drove her with a precision that was more than

human, right to her predestined end.

In all the extensive record of her actions there is

nothing beyond the ordinary kind. She was petulant or

gay, impulsive or collected, according to the mood of the

moment : acting in everything as a woman of her temper

—

red-headed, intelligent and arduous—will always do : she

was moved by changing circumstance to this or that as

many million of her sort had been moved before her. But

her chance friendships failed not in mere disappointments

but in ruin ; her lapses of judgment betrayed her not to

stumbling but to an abyss; her small, neglected actions
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matured unseen and reappeared prodigious in the catas-

trophe of her life as torturers to drag her to the scaffold

Behind such causes of misfortune as can at least be traced

in some appalling order there appear, as we read her history,

causes more dreadful because they are mysterious and un-

reasoned : ill-omened dates, fortunes quite unaccountable,

and continually a dark coincidence, reawaken in us that

native dread of Destiny which the Faith, after centuries of

power, has hardly exorcised.

The business, then, of this book is not to recount from

yet another aspect that decisive battle whereby political

justice was recovered for us all, nor to print once more in

accurate sequence the life of a Queen whose actions have

been preserved in the minutest detail, but to show a Lady

whose hands—for all the freedom of their gesture—were

moved by influences other than her own, and whose feet,

though their steps seemed wayward and self-determined,

were ordered for her in one path that led inexorably to its

certain goal.
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MARIE ANTOINETTE

CHAPTER I

THE DIPLOMATIC REVOLUTION

EUROPE, which carries the fate of the whole world, Hves

by a Hfe which is in contrast to that of every other

region, because that hfe, though intense, is inexhaustible.

There is present, therefore, in her united history a dual func-

tion of maintenance and of chansje such as can be discovered

neither in any one of her component parts nor in civihsations

exterior to her o^ti. Europe alone of all human groups is

capable of transforming herself ceaselessly, not by the copying

of foreign models, but in some creative way from within. She

alone has the gift of moderating all this violent energy, of pre-

serving her ancient life, and by an instinct whose action is now
abrupt, now imperceptibly slow, of dissolving whatever products

of her own energy may not be normal to her being.

These dual forces are not equally conspicuous : the force that

preserves us is general, popular, slow, silent, and beneath us all

;

the force that makes us diversified and full of life shines out in

peaks of action.

The agents and the manifestations of the conserving force do

not commonly present themselves as the chief personalities and

the most remarkable events of our long record. The agents

and the manifestations of the force that perpetually transform us

are arresting figures, and catastrophic actions. Those who keep

us what we are, for the most part will never be kno\vn—they

are millions. Those, on the other hand, who have brought

upon our race its great novelties of mood or of vesture, the

battles they have won, the philosophies they have framed and

imposed, the polities they have called into existence, they and

their works fill history. That power which has forbidden us
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to perish uses servants often impersonal or obscure ; it is

mostly to be discovered at work in the permanent traditions

of the populace, and its effects are but rarely visible until they

appear sohd and estabhshed by a process which is rather that

of growth than of construction. That power which keeps the

mass moving glitters upon the surface of it and is seen.

There are, nevertheless, in this perennial and hidden task

of maintaining Europe certain exceptional events of which the

date is clear, the result immediate, and the authors conspicuous.

Of early examples the victory of Constantine in the fourth

century, the defeat of Abdul Rhaman in the eighth, may be

cited. Among the lesser ones of later times is a decision which

was taken in the middle of the eighteenth century by the French

and Austrian Governments, and to which historians have given

the name of the Diplomatic Revolution.

To comprehend or even to follow the career of Marie

Antoinette it is essential to seize the nature and the gravity

of that rearrangement of national forces, for it determined all

her hfe. To the great alliance between France and Austria by

wliich such a rearrangement was effected she owed every episode

of her drama. Her marriage, her eminence, her sufferings, and

her death were each directly the consequence of that compact

:

its conclusion coincided with her birth ; from childhood she was

dedicated to it as a pledge, a bond, and, at last, a victim.

Though, therefore, that treaty can occupy but httle place in

pages which deal with her vivid hfe—a life lived after the sign-

ing of the document and after its most noisy consequences had

disappeared—yet the instrument must be grasped at the outset

and must remain permanently in the mind of all who would

understand the Queen of France and her disaster ; for it was

her mother who made the aUiance ; the statesman who presided

over all her fortunes planned and achieved it. It stands through-

out her forty years Mke a fixed horoscope drawn at birth, or a

sentence pronounced and sure to be fulfilled.

The Diplomatic Revolution of the eighteenth century sprang,

like every other major thing in modern history, from the

rehgious schism of the sixteenth.

If that vast disturbance of the Reformation which threatened

so grievously the culture of Europe, which maimed for ever the

life of the Renaissance, and which is only now beginning to
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subside, had broken the national tradition of Gaul as it did

that of Britain, it may confidently be asserted that European

civilisation would have perished. There was not left on the

shores of the Mediterranean a sufficient reserve of energy to re-

indoctrinate the West, A welter of small States hopelessly sepa-

rated by the violence and seK-sufficience of the new philosophy

would each have gone down the roads an individual goes when

he forgets or learns to despise traditional rules of hving and

the corporate sense of mankind. That interaction which is the

life of Europe would have disappeared. A short period of in-

tense local activities would have been followed by a general

repose. The unity of the Western world would have failed, and

the spirit of Rome would have vanished as utterly from her

deserted provinces as has that of Assyria from hers.

If, on the other hand, the French had chosen the earhest

moment of the Reformation to lead the popular instinct of

Europe against the Reformers and to re-estabhsh unity, if as

early as the reign of Francis I. (who saw the peril) they had

imagined a species of crusade, why, then, the schism would

have been healed by the sword, the humanity of the Renais-

sance would have become a permanent influence in our Hves

rather than an heroic episode whose vigour we regret but cannot

hope to restore, and the discovery of antiquity, the thorough

awakening of the mind, would have impelled Europe towards

new and glorious fortunes the nature of which we cannot even

conjecture, so differently did the course of history turn. For

it so happened that the French—whose temperament, whose

unbroken Roman legend, and whose geographical position made

them the decisive centre of the struggle—the French hesitated

for two hundred years.

Their rehgion indeed they preserved. The attempt to force

upon the French doctrines convenient, in France as in England,

to the wealthy merchants, the intellectuals and the squires, was

met by popular risings ; those of the French, as they were the

more sanguinary so were also the more successful. The first

massacre of St. Bartholomew, when the Cathohc leaders were

killed in the south, was not forgotten by the north; and

after the second massacre of St. Bartholomew in Paris had

avenged it, the Reformation could never establish in France

that oHgarchic polity which it ultimately imposed upon England
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and Holland. In a word, the Catholic reaction in France was

sufficiently violent to recover the tradition of the State ; but the

full consequences of that reaction did not follow, nor did France

support the general Cathohc instinct of Europe outside the

French boundaries, because, aUied with, the Faith to which the

nation was so profoundly attached and had barely preserved,

was the pohtical power of the Spanish-Austrian Empire, which

the French nation and its leaders detested and feared.

It is difficult for us to-day to comprehend the might of Spain

during the century of the Reformation, and still more difficult

to grasp that external appearance of overwhelming strength

which, as the years proceeded, tended more and more to exceed

her actual (and dechning) power.

The supremacy of Spain over Europe resided in a dynasty

and not in a national idea. It did not take the form of over-

riding treaties or of attempting the partition of weaker States,

for it was profoundly Christian, and it was mihtary ; in

twenty ways the position of Spain differed from the hegemony

which some modern European State might attempt to exercise

over its fellows. But it is possible to arrive at some con-

ception of what that Empire was if we remember that it

reposed upon a vast colonial system which Spain alone seemed

capable of conducting with success, that it monopohsed the

production of gold, and that it depended upon a command of

the sea which was secured to it by an invincible fleet. To such

advantages there must further be added an armed force not

only by far the largest and best trained in Europe, but mainly

composed of the best fighters as well, and—a circumstance more

important than all the rest—an extent of dominion, due to the

union of the Austrian and Spanish houses, which gave to

Charles V. and his successors the whole background, as it were,

upon which the map of Europe was painted : in the sea of that

Emperor's continental possessions, apart from a few insignificant

principalities, France alone survived—an intact island with ragged

boundaries, menaced upon every side. For the Emperor, then

master of the Peninsula, of the Germanics, and of the New
World, was everywhere by sea and almost everywhere by land

a pressing foe.

However much this Spanish-Austrian power might stand (as

it did stand) for European traditions and for the Faith of
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civilisation which France had elected to preserve, it was im-

possible for the French crown and nation not to be opposed to

its political power if that crown and that nation were to sur-

vive. The smaller nations of the North—the English, the Low
Countries, &c.—were in less peril than the French ; for these were

now the only considerable exception to, and were soon to be the

rivals of, the Spanish-Austrian State. Had the Armada found

fair weather, Philip might have been crowned at Westminster

;

but the Enghsh—united, isolated, and already organised as a

commercial oligarchy—would have fought their way out from

foreign domination as thoroughly as did the Dutch. The duty

of the French was other ; their independence was not threatened

:

it was rather their dignity and special soul which were in peril

and which had to be preserved from digestion into this all-sur-

rounding influence of Spain. To preserve her soul, France gave

—unconsciously, perhaps, as a people, but with acute conscious-

ness as a government—her whole energies during four generations.

The defence succeeded. Through a dozen such civil tumults as

are native to the French blood, and through a long echpse of

their national power, they treasured and built up their reserves.

After a century of peril they emerged, under Louis XIV., not

only the masters, but for a moment the very tyrants of Europe.

The French did not achieve this object of theirs without a

compromise odious to their clear spirit. In their secular oppo-

sition to the Spanish-Austrian power, it was the business of their

diplomatists to spare the little Protestant States and to use them
as a pack for the worrying of great Austria, whom they dreaded

and would break down. The constant policy of Henri IV., of

Richelieu, of Mazarin, was to strengthen the Protestant princi-

pahties of North Germany, to meet half-way the rising Puri-

tanism of England, and even at home to tolerate an organised

opulent and numerous body of Huguenots who formed a State

within the State. At a time when it was death to say Mass
in England, the wealthy Calvinist just beyond the Channel

—at Dieppe, for instance—was protected with all the force

of the law from the fanaticism or indignation of his fellow-

citizens ; he could convene his synods openly, could hold office

at law or in municipal affairs, and was even granted a special

form of representation and a place in the advisory bodies of the

State. All this was done, not to secure internal order—which
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would perhaps have been better affirmed in France, as it was in

England, by the vigorous persecution of the minority—^but to

create a Protestant makeweight to what appeared till nearly the

close of the seventeenth century the overwhelming menace of

the Spanish and Austrian Houses.

Such was the poHcy which the French Court wisely pursued

during so long a period that it finally acquired the force of a

fixed tradition and threatened to last on into an era of new

conditions, when it would prove useless or, later, harmful to the

State. The general framework of that Anti-Austrian diplomacy

did indeed survive from the latter seventeenth till the middle of

the eighteenth century ; but from the time when Louis XIV. in

1661 began to rule alone, to that final rearrangement of European

forces in the Diplomatic Revolution, which it is my business to

describe, the Catholic powers tended more and more to be

conscious of a common fate and of a common duty. One after

another the portions of the old French diplomatic work fell to

pieces as the strength of Spain diminished and as the small

Protestant States advanced in their cycle of rapid commercial

expansion, increasing population and military power ; until, a

generation after Louis XIV. 's death, Protestant Europe as a

whole had formed in line against what was left of Rome.

It would not be germane to my subject were I to enter at

any length into the gradual transformation of Europe between

1668 and 1741. That first date is that of the treaty which closed

the last clear struggle between France and Spain ; the second

date is that of the first great battle, Mollwitz, in which Prussia

under Frederick the Great appeared as a triumphant and equal

opponent against the Catholic forces of the Empire. It is

enough to say that during that period the results of the great

struggle were sohdified. Europe was now hopelessly, and, as it

seemed, finally riven asunder ; and those who proposed to

continue, those who proposed to disperse the stream of European

tradition, gravitated into two camps armed for a struggle which

is not even yet decided.

The transition may be expressed as the long life of a man
—nay, it may be exactly expressed in the Hfe of one man,

Fleury, for he stood on the threshold of manhood at its com-

mencement and in sight of death at its close : what such a long

life witnessed, between its eighteenth and its ninetieth year,
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was—^if the vast confusion of detail be eliminated and the large

result be grasped—the confirmation of the great schism and the

final decision of France to stand wholly against the North.

There appeared at last, fixed and consolidated, a Protestant

and a Catholic division in Europe whose opposing philosophies,

seen or unseen, denied, ridiculed or ignored, even by those most
steeped in either atmosphere, were henceforward to affect in-

wardly every detail of individual life as outwardly they were to

affect every great event in the history of our race, and every

general judgment which has been passed upon its actions.

The Spanish Power, based as it had been not on internal

resources but on a mere naval and colonial supremacy, could not

but rapidly decline ; it had long been separated from the German
Empire ; it was destined to fall into the orbit of France. On
the other hand, the England of the early eighteenth century was
no longer a small community absorbed in theological discussion

;

she had become a nation of the first rank, one that was develop-

ing its industries, its wealth, and its armed strength. She boasted

in Marlborough the chief mihtary genius of the age ; she was

already the leader in physics ; she was about to be the leader in

mechanical science (with all the riches such a leadership would

bring), and she was upon the eve of acquiring a new colonial

empire.

In France the privileges of the Huguenots had been with-

drawn as the situation grew precise and clear, and the breach

between them and the nation w^as made final by their active

and zealous treason in whatever foreign fleets or armies were

attempting the ruin of their country. In England it had been

made plain that the oHgarchy, and the nation upon which it

reposed, would admit neither a strong central government nor

the presence of the Catholic Church near any seat of power :

the Stuart djmasty had been exiled;- its first attempt at a

restoration had been crushed.

Meanwhile there w^as preparing a final argument which should

compel men to recognise the clean and fixed division of Europe :

that argument was the astonishing rise of Prussia, for with the

appearance upon the field of this new and strange force—an

own child of the Reform—it was evident that something had

changed in the very morals of war.

When Austria w^as at her weakest, when the French Court,
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bewildered but weakly constant to a now meaningless diplo-

matic habit, was watching the apparent dissolution of the

Empire and was ready to urge its armies against Vienna, when

England remained, and that only from opposition to the Bourbons,

the only support of the Hapsburgs, there was estabHshed within

five years the permanent strength of Frederick the Great and the

new factor of Prussian Power : a complete contempt for the old

rules of honour in negotiation and for the old rules of contract

in dynastic relations had been crowned by a complete success.

This advent, when every exception and cross-influence is

forgotten, vnU. remain the cliief moral and, therefore, the chief

pohtical fact of the eighteenth century. By the end of the year

1745, Silesia was finally abandoned by Austria ; the Prussian

soldier and his atheist theory had compassed the first mere

conquest of European territory which had been achieved by any

European Power since first Europe had been organised into a

family of Christian communities. It had been advanced for the

first time that Europe was not one, but that some unit of it

might overbear and rule another by arms alone ; that there

was no common standard nor any unseen avenger upon appeal.

That theory had appealed to arms and had conquered.

Within three years the international turmoil, of which this

catastrophe was immeasurably the greatest result, was subjected

to a sort of settlement. One of those general committees of all

Europe with which our own time is so famihar was summoned
to Aix-la-ChapeUe ; representatives of the various Powers con-

firmed or modified the results of a group of wars, and in the

autumn of 1748 afiixed their signatures to a complete arrange-

ment which was well known to be unstable, ephemeral, and

insincere, but which was yet of tremendous import, for it marked

(though in no dramatic manner) the end of an old world.

As the plenipotentiaries left their accomplished work and

strolled out of the room which had received them, they were

still grouped together by such weak and complex ties as the

interests of individual governments might decide. When they

met again after the next brief cycle of war, these men were

arranged in a true order and sat opposing: for England,

Prussia, and experiment of schism on the one side ; for the

belt of endurance on the other. Since that cleavage these

two prime bodies, disguised under a hundred forms and hidden
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and confused by a welter of incidental and secondary forces,

have remained opposing, attempting with fluctuating success

each to determine the general fortunes of the world. They will

so continue balanced and opposing until perhaps—by the action

of some power neither of war nor of diplomacy—unity may be

re-established and Europe again may live.

Of the men who so strolled out of the room at Aix one only,

still young, had grasped in silence the necessity of the great

change ; he saw that Vienna and Paris must in the next struggle

stand together and defend together their common civilisation

and their resisting Faith. He not only perceived the advent of

this great reversal in the traditions of the chanceries ; he de-

signed to aid it himself, to mould it and to determine its char-

acter. That he could then perceive of how large a movement
his action was to be a part no historian can pretend, for at the

time no one could grasp more than the momentary issue, and

this man's very profession made it necessary for him, as for

every other diplomat, to see clearly immediate things and to

abandon distant speculation. But though his work was greater

than himself and far greater than his intention, yet he deserves

a very particular attention ; for this young man of thirty-six

was Kaunitz, and he, for a whole generation, was Austria.

In so determining to effect an alliance between the Haps-

burgs and their secular enemy, Kaunitz equally determined,

unknown to himself, the whole fortunes of Marie Antoinette
;

she,^years later, when she came to be born to the Imperial house,

was, even in childhood, the pledge he needed. It is Kaunitz

who stands forever behind the hfe of Marie Antoinette, like a

writer behind the creature in his book. It is he who designs

her marriage, who uses her without mercy for the purposes of

his pohcy at Versailles ; he is the author of her magnificence and

of her intrigue ; he is then also indirectly the author of her fall,

which, in his obscure and faihng old age, he heard of far away,

partially comprehended, and just survived.

Kaunitz was the original of our modern diplomatists. In

that epoch of governing famihes not a few nobles were flattered

to be called " the Coachmen of Europe "
: he alone merited the

cant term. He served a sovereign whose armies were constantly

defeated ; he was the adviser of a mere crown—and that crown

worn by a woman ; in a time when the divergent races of the
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Danube were first astir, he had at tds command or for his

support neither a national tradition nor any strong instrument

of war, yet, by personal genius, by tenacity, and by a wide

lucidity of vision, he discovered and completed a method of

" government through foreign relations " which was almost

independent of national feehng or of armed strength.

An absence of natural violence, as of all common emotions,

was characteristic of Kaunitz. He disdained the vulgar pomp
of silence; he talked continually; he knew the strength and

secrecy of men who can be at once verbose and deliberate. Nor

could his fluency have deceived any careful observer into a

suspicion of weakness, for his curved thin nose and prominent

peaked chin, his arched eyebrows, his Sclavonic type, ready and

courageous, his hard, pale eyes, showed nothing but purpose

and execution ; and as his tall figure stalked round the billiard

tables at evening, his very recreation seemed instinct with plans.

The abounding energy which drove him to success revealed

itself in a thousand ways, and chiefly in this, that in the

career of diplomacy, where all individuahty is regarded with

dread, he pushed his personal tastes beyond the eccentric. Thus

he had a mania against all gesticulation, and he would present

at every conference the singular spectacle of a man chattering

and disputing unceasingly and eagerly, yet keeping his hands

quite motionless all the while. Again, when he entered the

great houses of Europe and dined with men to influence whom
was to conduct the world, he did not hesitate to bring with him

his own dessert, which when he had eaten he would, to the great

disgust of embassies, elaborately wash his teeth at table. In

the midst of the hardest toil he was so foppish as to wear various

wigs—now brown, now white, now auburn. He was a constant

traveUer, famihar with every capital in Western Europe, yet he

so loathed fresh air that he would not pass from his carriage

to a palace door unless his mouth were covered. He was a

dandy who, in drawing-rooms loaded with scent and flowers,

loudly protested against all perfume ; a gentleman who, when

cards were the only pastime of the rich, expressed a detestation

of all hazard ; a courtier who, amidst aU the extravagancies

of etiquette of the eighteenth century, barely bowed to the

greatest sovereigns, and who, on the stroke of eleven, would

abruptly leave the Emperor without a word.
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Such marks of an intense initiative, detachment, and pride

were tolerated in the earHer part of his life with amusement on

account of the affection he could inspire ; later they were re-

garded with ill ease, and at last with a sort of awe, when it

was known that his intelligence could entrap no matter what
combination of antagonists. This intelligence, and the single

devotion by which such natures are invariably compelled, were

both laid at the feet of Maria Theresa.

He was older than his Empress by some seven years ; there

lay between them just that space which makes for equality and

comprehension between a man and a woman. The year of her

marriage had coincided with that of his own ; he had come at

twenty-five to the court of this young sovereign of eighteen.

She had recognised—with a msdom that never failed her long

and active life—how just and general was his view of Europe,

and it was from this moment that her interests and her career

were entrusted to his genius. He had already studied in three

universities, had refused the clerical profession to which his

Canonry of Munster introduced him, and had travelled in the

Netherlands, in France, in England, and in Italy, where he was

made Aulic Councillor, and enfeoffed, as it were, to the palace.

His abilities had not long to await their opportunity. It

was but four years after Maria Theresa's marriage and his

own that she succeeded to the throne and possessions of the

Hapsburgs : then it was the sudden advent, of Prussia, to

which I have alluded, began the great change.

Maria Theresa's succession was in doubt, not in point of

right, but because her sex and the condition in which her father

had left his army and his treasury gave an opportunity to the

rivals of Austria, and notably to France.

Europe was thus passing through one of those crises of in-

stability during which every chancery discounts and yet dreads

a universal war, when the magazine was fired by one who had

nothing to lose but honour. Frederick of Prussia was the

warmest in acknowledging the title of Maria Theresa ; he accepted

her claims, guaranteed the integrity of her possessions, and

suddenly invaded them.

From the ordering of that march of Frederick's into Silesia

—

from the close, that is, of the year 1740—Kaunitz, a man not

yet in his thirtieth year, was at work to repair the Empire and
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to restore the equilibrium of Europe. Upon the whole he suc-

ceeded ; for though the magnitude of the Revolutionary Wars

has dwarfed his period, and though the complete modern trans-

formation of society has made such causes seem remote, yet

(as it is the thesis of these pages to maintain) Kaunitz uncon-

sciously preserved the unity of Europe.

In the beginning of the struggle he had already saved the

interests of Maria Theresa in the petty Itahan courts. At

Florence, at Rome, at Turin, at Brussels, his mastery continued

to increase. In his thirty-sixth year he was ambassador to

London—he concluded, as we have seen, the Peace of Aix-la-

Chapelle ; by his fortieth he had been appointed to Paris, and

that action by which he will chiefly be remembered had begun.

He had seen, as I have said, the necessity for an alHance

between the two great Cathohc Powers. Within the two years

of his residence in Paris he had successfully raised the principle

of such a revolution in policy and as successfully maintained its

secrecy. A task w^hich would have seemed w^holly vain had he

communicated it to others, one which would have seemed impos-

sible even to those whom he might have convinced, was acliieved.

To his lucid and tenacious intellect the matter in hand was but

the bringing forth of a tendency already in existence ; he saw

the Austro-French alhance Ijdng potentially in the circumstances

of his time ; his business was but to define and reahse it.

In such a mood did he take up the Austrian Embassy in

Paris. He was well fitted for the work he had conceived. The

magnificence which he displayed in his palace in the French

capital was calculated indeed to impress rather than to attract

the formal court of Versailles ; that magnificence was the pro-

duct of his personal tastes rather than of his power of intrigue,

but the details of his over-ostentatious household w^ere well

suited to those whom he had designed to capture. The French

language was his own ; Italian, though he spoke it well, was

foreign to him ; the German dialects he knew but ill and hardly

used at all. His habits were French, to the end of his long hfe

French hterature was his only reading, and his clothes, to their

least part, must come from the hands of the French.

He moved, therefore, in that world of Paris and Versailles

(as did, later, his pupil, Mercy-dArgenteau) rather as a native

than a foreigner. Even if the alliance had been as artificial as
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it was natural, he would have carried his point. As it was, he

left Paris in 1753 to assume the Prime Ministry at Vienna with

the certitude that, when next Frederick of Prussia had occasion

to break his word, the wealth and the arms of the Bourbons

would be ranged upon the Austrian side.

Upon that major pivot all the schemes of Vienna must turn

at his dictation. Every marriage must be contrived so as to

fall in with the projected alHance ; every action must be subordi-

nated to the arrangement which would prove, as he trusted, the

supreme hope of the dynasty. To this one project he directed

every power within him or beneath his hand, and to this he was

ready, when the time should come, to sacrifice the fortunes of

any member of the Royal House save its sovereign or its heir.

To this aspect of Europe, long before the termination of his

mission in Paris, he had not so much persuaded as formed the

mind of Maria Theresa.

The great and salutary soul of that woman explains in part

what were to be the fortunes of her youngest child. Not that

Marie Antoinette inherited either the opportunities or the full

excellence of her mother, but that there ran through the im-

patient energy and unfruitful graciousness of the Queen of

France a flavour of that which had lent a disciphned power and

a conscious dignity to the middle age of Maria Theresa.

The body of the Empress was strong. Its strength enabled

her to bear without fatigue the ceaseless work of her office, and
in the midst of child-bearing to direct with exactitude the

affairs of a troubled State. That strength of hers was evident

in her equal temper, her rapid judgment, her fixed choice of

men ; it was evident also in her firm tread and in her carriage,

and even as she sat upon a chair at evening she seemed to be

governing from a throne.

A gromng but uniform capacity informed her life. She had
known the value not only of industry but also of enthusiasm,

and had saved her throne in its greatest peril by her sudden

and passionate appeal to the Hungarians. It was this instinctive

science of hers that had disarmed Kaunitz. If he allowed her

to suggest what he had already determined, if he permitted her

to be the first to write down the scheme of the Diplomatic

Revolution he had conceived, and to send it down to history as

her creation rather than his own, it was not the desire to flatter
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her that moved him but a recognition of her due. She it was

that sent him to Paris and she that superintended the weaving

of the loom he had arranged.

Her dark and pleasing eyes, sparkling and strong, controlled

him in so far as he was controlled by any outer influence, for he

recognised in them the Csesarian spirit.

Her largeness pleased him. When she played at cards, she

played for fortunes ; when she rode, she rode with magnificence

;

when she sang, her voice, though high, was loud, untrammelled,

and fuU; when she drove abroad, it was with splendour and

at a noble turn of speed.

All this was greatly to the humour of Kaunitz, and he con-

tinued to serve his Empress with a zeal he would never have

given to a mere ambition. In deference to her, aU that he could

control of his idiosyncrasies he controlled. His great bull-dog,

which followed him to every other door, was kept from her

palace. His abrupt speech, his failure to reply, his sudden and

brief commands—all his manner—were modified in consultation

with his Queen. She, on her part, knew what were the hmits to

which so singular a nature could proceed in the matter of self-

denial. She respected half his foUies, and her servants often

saw her from the courtyard shutting the windows, smiling, as

he ran from his carriage, his mouth covered to screen it from

the outer air. Her common sense and poise forgave in him

alone extravagances she had Httle inchnation to support in

others. He respected in her those depths of emotion, of sim-

plicity, and of faith which in others he would have regarded as

imbecihties ready for his high intelhgence to use at will.

It was neither incomprehensible to him nor displeasing that

her temper should be warmer than his intelligence demanded.

The increasing strength of her rehgion, the personal affections

and personal distastes which she conceived, above all, the close-

ness of her devotion to her husband, completed, in the eyes

of Kaunitz, a character whose dominions and dynasty he chose

to serve and to confirm ; for he perceived that what others

imagined to be impediments to her policy were but the reflection

of her sex and of her health therein.

Kaunitz saw in Frederick of Prussia a player of worthy

skill. It was upon the death of that soldier that he gave vent to

the one emotional display of his life; yet he permitted Maria
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Theresa to hate her rival with a hatred which was not directed

against his campaigning so much as against the narrow intrigue

and bitterness of his evil mind.

To Kaunitz, again, Catherine of Russia was nothing but a

powerful rival or ally
;

yet he approved that Maria Theresa

should speak of her as one speaks of the women of the streets,

despising her not for her ambition but for her hcence.

To Kaunitz, Francis of Lorraine, the husband of the Empress,

was a thing without weight in the international game
;
yet he

saw wdth a general understanding, and was glad to see in detail,

the security of the imperial marriage.

The singular happiness of Maria Theresa's wedded Hfe was

due to no greatness in Francis of Lorraine, but to his vivacity

and good breeding, to his courtesy, to his refinement, and

especially to his devotion. It suited her that he should ride and
shoot so well. She loved the restrained intonation of his voice

and the frankness of his face. She easily forgave his numerous

and passing infidelities. The simphcity of his religion was her

own, for her goodness was all German as his sincerity was all

Western and French ; upon these two facets the opposing races

touch when the common faith introduces the one to the other.

Their household, therefore, was something famihar and domestic.

Its language was French, of a sort, because French was the

language of Francis ; but while he brought the clarity of Lorraine

under that good roof, which covered what Goethe called " the

chief bourgeois family of Germany," he brought to it none of

the French hardness and precision, nor any of that cold French

parade which was later to exasperate his daughter when she

reigned at Versailles. He was a man who delighted in visits

to his countryside, and who would have his carriage in town
wait its turn with others at the opera doors.

Maria Theresa was so wedded, served by such a Minister, in

possession of and in authority over such a household during

those seven years between the Peace of Aix-la-Chapelle and the

French Alhance, between 1748 and 1755. These seven years

were years of patience and of diplomacy, which were used to

retrieve the disasters of her first bewildered struggle against

Prussia and the new forces of Europe. They were the seven

years of profound, if precarious, international peace, when England
was preparing her maritime supremacy, Prussia her full mihtary
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tradition, the French monarchy, in the person of Louis XV., its

rapid dissolution through excess and through fatigue. They

were the seven years which seemed to the superficial but acute

observation of Voltaire to be the happiest of his age : a brief

" Autonine " repose in which the arts flourish and ideas might

flower and even grow to seeding. They were the seven years

in which the voice of Rousseau began to be heard and in which

was written the Essay upon Human Inequality.

For the purposes of this story they were in particular the

seven years during which Kaunitz, now widowed, working first

as ambassador in Paris, then as Prime Minister by the side of

Maria Theresa at Vienna, achieved that compact with the

Bourbons which was to restore the general traditions of the

Continent and the fortunes of the House of Hapsburg.

The period drew to a close : the plans for the alHance were

laid, the last discussions were about to be engaged, when it

was known, in the early summer of 1755, that the Empress

was again with child.



CHAPTER II

BIRTH AND CHILDHOOD

2nd November 1755 to the Autumn of 1768

A LL that summer of 1755 the intrigue—and its success

—

h\ proceeded.

I have said that the design of Kaunitz was not so

much to impose upon his time a new plan as to further a

chmax to which that time was tending. Accidents in Europe,

in America, and upon the high seas conspired to mature the

aUiance.

Fighting broke out between the French and EngHsh out-

posts in the backwoods of the colonies. Two French ships had

been engaged in a fog off the banks and captured ; later, a sharp

panic had led the Cabinet in London to order a general Act of

Piracy throughout the Atlantic against French commerce. It

was a wild stroke, but it proved the first success of what was

to become the one fundamentally successful war in the annals of

Great Britain.

In Versailles an isolated and mournful man, fatigued and

silent, who was in the last resort the governing power of France,

delayed and delayed the inevitable struggle between his forces

and the rising power of England. Louis XV. looked upon the

world with an eye too experienced and too careless to consider

honour. His clear and informed intelligence would contem-

plate—though it could not remedy—the effects of his own de-

chne and of his failing wiU. He felt about him in the society

he ruled, and within himself also, something moribund. France

at this moment gave the impression of a great palace, old and

in part ruined. That impression of France had seized not only

upon her own central power, but upon foreign observers as well

;

the Enghsh squires had received it, and the new Prussian

soldiers. In Vienna it was proposed to use the decHning French

monarchy as a great prop, and in using it to strengthen and to

2 '7
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revivify the Austrian Empire until the older order of Europe

should be restored. Louis XV., sitting apart and watching the

dissolution of the national vigour and of his own, put aside the

approach of arms with such a gesture as might use a man of

breeding whom in some illness violence had disturbed. Thus

as late as August, when his sailors had captured an Enghsh ship

of the line, he ordered its release. The war was well ablaze,

and yet he w^ould consent to no formal declaration of it : Austria

watched his necessities.

It was in September that Maria Theresa sent word to her

ambassador in Paris— the old and grumbhng but phant

Stahremberg—that the match might be set to the train : in a

httle house under the terrace at Bellevue, a house from whose

windows all Paris may be seen far away below, the secret work

went on.

It has been asserted that the Empress in her anxiety wrote

to the Pompadour and attempted, by descending to so direct a

flattery of Louis XV. 's mistress, to hasten that King's adhesion

to her design. The accusation is false, and the document upon

which it is based a forgery ; but the Austrian ambassador was

Maria Theresa's mouthpiece with that kindly, quiet, and all-

powerful woman. It was she who met him day after day in the

Httle house, and when she retired to give place to the Cardinal

de Bernis, that Minister found the aUiance already fully planned

between Stahremberg and the Pompadour. Louis XV. alone

was still reluctant. Great change, great action of any sort was

harsh to him. He would not beUeve the growing rumour that

Frederick of Prussia was about to desert his aUiance and to

throw his forces on to the side of the Enghsh Power. Louis XV.
attempted, not without a sad and patient skill, to obtain equiH-

brium rather than defence. He would consider an arrangement

with Vienna only if it might include a peaceful understanding

with Berhn.

As, during October, these negotiations matured so slowly in

France, in Vienna the Empress awaited through that month the

birth of her child. She jested upon it with a Catholic freedom,

laid wagers upon its sex (and later won them), discussed what
sponsors should be bidden, and decided at last upon the King

and Queen of Portugal ; to these, in the last days of October,

her messengers brought the request, and it was gladly accepted
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in their capital of Lisbon. Under such influences was the child

to be born.

The town of Lisbon had risen, in the first colonial efforts of

Portugal, to a vast importance. True, the Portuguese did not,

as others have done, attach their whole policy to possessions

over-sea, nor rely for existence upon the supremacy of their

fleet, but the evils necessarily attendant upon a scattered com-

mercial empire decayed their mihtary power, and therefore at

last their commerce itself. The capital was no longer, in the

Arab phrase, " the city of the Christians " ; it was long fallen

from its place as the chief port of the Atlantic when, in these

last days of October 1755, the messengers of the Empress entered

it and were received ; but it was still great, overlooking the

superb anchorage which brought it into being, and presenting

to the traveller perhaps half the population which it had boasted

in the height of its prosperity. It was a site famous for shocks

of earthquake, which (by a coincidence) had visited it since the

dechne of its ancient power ; but of these no more affair had
been made than is common with natural adventures. Its

narrow streets and splendid, if not majestic, churches still stood

uninjured.

The valley upon which stood the commercial centre of Lisbon

is formed of loose clay ; the citadel and the portion which to

this day recalls the older city, of Hmestone ; and the Une which

limits the two systems is a sharp one. But though the diversity

of such a soil lent to these tremors an added danger, they had

passed without serious attention for three or four generations
;

they had not affected the architecture of the city nor marred

its history. In this year, 1755, they had already been repeated,

but in so mild a fashion that no heed was taken of them.

By All-Hallow'een the heralds had accomphshed their

mission, the Court had retired to the palace of Belem, which

overlooks the harbour, and the suburbs built high beyond that

Roman bridge which has bequeathed to its valley the Moorish

name of Alcantara. The city, as the ambassadors of Maria

Theresa and the heralds of her daughter's birth were leaving it,

was awaiting under the warm and easy sun of autumn the feast

of the morrow.

In the morning of that All Saints, a little after eight, the

altars stood prepared ; the populace had thronged into the
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churches ; the streets also were aheady noisy with the opening of

a hoHday ; the ships' crews were ashore ; only the quays were

deserted. Everywhere High Mass had begun. But just at nine

—at the hour when the pressure of the crowds, both within the

open doors of the churches and without them, was at its fullest

—the earth shook. . . . The awful business lasted perhaps ten

seconds. When its crash was over an immense multitude of the

populace and a third of the material city had perished.

The great mass of the survivors ran to the deserted quays,

where an open sky and broad spaces seemed to aSord safety

from the fall of walls. They saw the sea withdrawn from the

shore of the wide harbour ; they saw next a wave form and rise

far out in the land-locked guK, and immediately it returned in

an advancing heap of water straight and high—as high and as

straight as the houses of the sea front. It moved with the pace

of a gust or of a beam of Hght towards the shore. The thousands

crammed upon the quays had barely begun their confused rush

for the heights when this thing was upon them ; it swirled into

the narrow streets, tearing down the shaken walls and utterly

sweeping out the maimed, the dying, and the dead whom the

earthquake had left in the city. Then, when it had surged up

and broken against the higher land, it dragged back again into

the bay, carrjdng with it the wreck of the town and leaving,

strewn on the mud of its retirement, small marbles, carven wood,

stuffs, fuel, provisions, and everywhere the drowned corpses of

animals and of men. During these moments perhaps twenty,

perhaps thirty thousand were destroyed.

Two hours passed : they were occupied in part by pillage,

in part by stupefaction, to some extent by repression and

organisation. But before noon the accompaniment of such

disasters appeared. Fire was discovered, first in one quarter of

the city, then in another, till the whole threatened to be con-

sumed. The disorder increased. Pombal, an atheist of rapid

and decided thought, dominated the chaos and controlled it.

He held the hesitating Court to the ruins of the city ; he

organised a pohce ; as the early evening fell over the rising

conflagration he had gibbets raised at one point after another,

and hung upon them scores of those who had begun to loot the

ruins and the dead.

The night was filled with the Hght and the roar of the flames
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until, at the approach of morning, when the fires had partly

spent themselves and the cracked and charred walls yet stand-

ing could be seen more clearly in the dawn, some in that

exhausted crowd remembered that it was the Day of the Dead,

and how throughout Catholic Europe the requiems would be

singing and the populace of all the cities but this would be

crowding to the graves of those whom they remembered.

That same day, which in Lisbon overlooked the clouds of

smoke still pouring from broken shells of houses, saw in Vienna,

as the black processions returned from their cemeteries, the birth

of the child.

• •••«•••
Maria Theresa, whose vigour had been constant through so

many trials, suffered grievously in this last child-bed of hers.

She was in her thirty-seventh year. The anxiety and the

plotting of the past months, the fear of an approaching con-

flict, had worn her. It was six weeks before she could hear

Mass in her chapel ; and meanwhile, in spite of the official, and
especially the popular, rejoicing which followed the birth of the

princess, a sort of hesitation hung over the Court. Francis of

Lorraine was oppressed by premonitions. With that taint of

superstition which his Faith condemned, but which the rich

can never wholly escape, he caused the baby's horoscope to be

drawn. The customary banquet was foregone. The dreadful

news from Lisbon added to the gloom, and something silent

surrounded the palace as the days shortened into winter.

With the New Year a more usual order was re-established.

The life of the Court had returned ; the first fortnight of January

passed in open festivities, beneath the surface of which the

steady diplomatic pressure for the French alliance continued.

It reached an unexpectedly rapid conclusion. Upon the 16th of

January the King of Prussia suddenly admitted to the French

ambassador at Berlin that he had broken faith with Louis and
that the Prussian Minister in London had signed a treaty wdth

England. For a month a desperate attempt continued to

prevent the enormous consequences which must follow the public

knowledge of the betrayal. The aversion of Louis to all new
action, his mixture of apathy and of judgment, led him, through

his ambassador, to forget the insult and to cling to the illusion

of peace; but Frederick himself destroyed that illusion. His
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calculation had been the calculation of a soldier in whom the

clear appreciation of a strategical moment, the resolution and

com^age necessary to use it, and an impotence of the chivahic

functions combined to make such decisions absolute. It was

the second manifestation of that moral perversion which has

lent for two hundred years such nervous energy to Prussia, and

of which the occupation of Silesia was the first, Bismarck's

forgery at Ems the latest—and probably the final—example :

for Em^ope can always at last expel a poison.

Frederick, I say, was resolved upon war. He met every

proposal for reconcihation with German jests somewhat decadent

and expressed in imperfect French, which was his daily language.

By the end of February 1756 the attempt to keep the peace of

Europe had failed, and Louis XV., driven by circumstances and

necessity, had at last accepted the design of Maria Theresa and

of Kaunitz. The treaty would have been signed in March had

not the illness of the French Minister, the Cardinal De Bernis,

intervened ; as it was, the signatures were affixed to the docu-

ment on the 1st of May. By summer all Europe was in arms.

The httle Archduchess, who was later to lay do^^Ti her hfe in

the chain of consequence which proceeded from that signing,

was six months old.

The first seven years of Marie Antoinette's hfe were, there-

fore, those of the Seven Years' War.

As her mind emerged into consciousness, the rumours she

heard around her, magnified by the gossip of the servants to

whom she was entrusted, were rumours of sterile victories and

of mahgnant defeats ; in the recital of either there mingled

perpetually the name of the Empire and the name of Bourbon

which she was to bear. She could just walk when the whole of

Cumberland's army broke do^\TL before the French advance and

accepted terms at Kloster-Seven. Her second birthday cake

was hardly eaten before Frederick had neutralised this capitula-

tion by destrojdng the French at Rosbach. The year which

saw the fall of Quebec and the French disasters in India was

that with which her earliest memories were associated. She

could remember Kunersdorf, the rejoicings and the confident

behef that the Protestant aggression was repelled. Her fifth, her

sixth, her seventh years—the years, that is, during which the

first clear experience of life begins—proved the folly of that
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confidence ; her eighth was not far advanced when the whole

of this noisy business was concluded by the Peace of Paris and

the Treaty of Herbertsburg.

The war appeared indecisive or a failure. The original theft

of Silesia was confirmed to Prussia, the conquest of the French

colonies to England. In their defensive against the menace to

which all European traditions were exposed, the Courts of

Vienna and Versailles had succeeded ; in their aggressive, which

had the object of destroying that menace for ever, they had
failed. In failing in their aggressive, as a by-product of that

failure, they had permitted the estabhshment of an Enghsh
colonial system which at the time seemed of no great moment,

but which was destined ultimately to estrange this country from

the poKtics of Europe and to submit it to fantastic changes ; to

make its population urban and proletariat, to increase immensely

the wealth of its oligarchy, and gravely to obscure its mihtary

ideals. In the success of their defensive, as by-products of that

success, they had achieved two things equally unexpected : they

had preserved for ever the South-German spirit, and had thus

checked in a remote future the organisation of the whole German
race by Prussia and the triumph over it of Prussian materiahsm

;

they had preserved to France an intensive domestic energy

which was shortly to transform the world.

The period of innocence then and of growth, which succeeds

a child's first approach to the Sacraments, corresponded in the

life of Marie Antoinette with the peace that followed these

victories and these defeats. The space between her seventh

and her fourteenth years might have been filled, in the leisure

of the Austrian Court, with every advantage and every grace.

By an accident, not unconnected with her general fate, she was
allowed to run wild.

That her early childhood should have been neglected is

easier to understand. The war occupied all her mother's

energies. She and her elder sister CaroKne were the babies whose

elder brother Joseph was already admitted to affairs of State.

It was natural that no great anxiety upon their education should

have been felt in such times. The child had been put out to

nurse with the wife of a small lawyer of sorts, one Weber, whose

son—the foster-brother of the Queen—has left a pious and in-

accurate memorial of her to posterity. Here she first learnt
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the German tongue, which was to be her only idiom during her

childhood ; here also she first heard her name under the form of

" Maria Antonietta," a form which was to be preserved until

her marriage was planned.

Such neglect, or rather such domesticity, would have done

her character small hurt if it had ceased with her earhest years

and with the conclusion of the peace ; it was no better and no

worse than that which the children of all the wealthy enjoy in

the company of inferiors until their education begins. But the

little Archduchess, even when she had reached the age when

character forms, was still undiscipHned and at large. There

was found for her and Carohne a worthy and easy-going

governess in the Countess of Brandweiss, an amiable and care-

less woman, who perhaps could neither teach nor choose teachers

and who certainly did not do so.

All the warmer part of the year the children spent at Schoen-

briinn ; it was only in the depth of wdnter that they visited

the capital. But whether at Court or in the country they were

continually remote from the presence and the strong guidance

of Maria Theresa.

The Empress saw them formally once a week; a doctor

daily reported upon their health ; for the rest all control was

abandoned. The natural German of Marie Antoinette's baby-

hood continued (perhaps in the very accent of her domestics)

to be the medium of her speech in her teens, and—what was of

more importance for the future—not only of her speech but of

her thought also. In womanhood and after a long residence

abroad the mechanical part of this habit was forgotten ; its

spirit remained. What she read—if she read anything—we
cannot tell. Her music alone was watched. Her deportment

was naturally as graceful as her breeding was good ; but the

seeds of no culture were sown in her, nor so much as the elements

of self-control. Her sprighthness was allowed an indulgence in

every whim, especially in a talent for mockery. She acquired,

and she desired to acquire, nothing. No healthy child is fitted

by nature for application and study ; upon all such must con-

tinuous habits be enforced—to her they were not so much as

suggested. A perpetual instabihty became part of her, and

unhappily this permanent weakness was so veiled by an inherited

poise and by a happy heart that her mother, in her rare
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observations, passed it by. Before Marie Antoinette was grown
a woman that inner instability had come to colour all her mind

;

it remained in her till the eve of her disasters.

It is often discovered, when an eager childhood is left too

much to its own ruling, that the mind will, of its own energy,

turn to the cultivation of some one thing. Thus in Versailles

the boyhood of the lonely child, who was later to be her husband,

had turned for an interest to maps and had made them a

passion. With her it w^as not so. The whole of her active

and over-nourished hfe lacked the ballast of so much as a hobby.

She was precisely of that kind to whom a wide, careful, and a

conventional training is most useful
;

precisely that training

was denied her.

The disasters and, what was worse, the unfruitfulness of the

war had not daunted Maria Theresa, but her plans were in

disarray. The two years that succeeded the peace produced no
definite pohcy. No step w^as taken to confirm the bond with

France or to secure the future, when there fell upon the Empress
the blow of her husband's death ; he had fallen under a sudden

stroke at Innsbruck, during the wedding feast of his son, leaving

to her and to his children not only the memory of his pecuHar

charm, but also a sort of testament or rule of hfe which remains

a very noble fragment of Christian piety.

Before he set out he remembered his youngest daughter
;

he asked repeatedly for the child and she was brought to him.

He embraced her closely, with some presentiment of evil, and

he touched her hair ; then as he rode away among his gentlemen

he said, with that clear candour which inhabits both the blood

and the wine of Lorraine, " Gentlemen, God knows how much
I desired to kiss that child !

" She had been his favourite
;

there was a close afiinity between them. She was left to her

mother, therefore, as a pledge and an inheritance, and Maria

Theresa, whose mourning became passionate and remained so,

was ready to procure for this daughter the chief advantages of

the world.

The loss of her husband, while it filled her with an enduring

sorrow, also did something to rouse and to inspire the Empress
with the force that comes to such natures when they find them-

selves suddenly alone. The Httle girl upon whom her ambitions

were already fixed, the French alliance which had been, as it
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were, the greatest part of herself, mixed in her mind. Maria

Theresa had long connected in some vague manner the con-

firmation of the aUiance with some Bourbon marriage—in

what way precisely or by what plan we cannot tell ; her ambas-

sador has credited her with many plans. It is probable that

none were developed when, a few weeks after the Emperor's

death, there happened something to decide her. The son of

Louis XV., the Dauphin, was taken ill and died before the end

of the year 1765. He left heir to the first throne in Europe his

son, a lanky, silent, nervous lad of eleven, and that lad was

heir to a man nearer sixty than fifty, worn with pleasures of

a fastidious kind, and with the despair that accompanies the

satisfaction of the flesh. A great eagerness was apparent at

Versailles to plan at once a future marriage for this boy and to

secure succession. Maria Theresa determined that this succes-

sion should reside in children of her own blood.

Nationality was a conception somewhat foreign to her, and

as yet of no great strength in her mixed and varied dominions.

How powerful it had ever been in France, what a menace it

provided for the future of the French Monarchy, she could not

perceive. Of the silent boy himself, the new heir, she knew

only what her ambassador told her, and she cared httle what

he might be; but she saw clearly the Bourbons, a family as

the Hapsburgs were a family, a bond in Cathohc Europe with

this boy the heir to their headship. She saw Versailles as the

pinnacle still of whatever was regal (and therefore serious) in

Europe. She determined to complete by a marriage the alhance

already effected between that Court and her own.

She knew the material mth which she had to deal :

Louis XV., clear sighted, a great gentleman, sensual, almost

lethargic, loyal. She had understood the old nonentity of a

Queen keeping her little place apart ; the King's spinster-

daughters strugghng against the influence of mistresses. She

understood the power of the Prime Minister Choiseul, wdth

whose active pohcy the King had so long allowed his power to

be merged ; she knew how and why he was Austrian in policy,

and she forgave him his attack upon the Church. Though

Choiseul had not made the alliance he so used it, and above

all so maintained it after the doubtful peace, that he almost

seemed its author, as later he seemed—though he took so httle
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action—the author of her daughter's marriage. She did not

grudge the French Minister such honours. She weighed the

historic grandeur of the royal house, and what she beheved to

be its certain future. She sketched in her mind, with Kaunitz

at her side, the marriage of the two children as, years before,

she had sketched the alliance.

It was certain that Versailles would yield, because Versailles

was a man who, for all his lucidity and high training, never now
stood long to one effort of the will ; but just because Louis XV.
had grown into a nature of that kind, it needed as active, as

tenacious, and as subtle a mind as Maria Theresa's to bring him

to ^vrite or to speak. Writing or speaking in so grave a matter

meant direct action and consequence ; he feared such responsi-

bilities as others fear disaster.

It is in the spirit of comedy to see this dignified and ample

woman—^perhaps the only worthy sovereign of her sex whom
modern Europe has known—piloting through so critical a pass

the long-determined fortunes of her daughter. There is the

mother in all of it. That daughter had imperilled her life. The
child was the last of nine which she had borne to a husband

whose Ught infidehties she now the more forgave, whose clear

gentihty had charmed her hfe, whose rehgion was her o^vn, and

in respect to whose memory she was rapidly passing from a

devotion to an adoration. The day was not far distant when
she would brood in the vault beside his grave.

The old man Stahremberg was yielding his place (with some

grumbling) to Mercy. He was still the Austrian ambassador at

Paris ; but his term was ending. Maria Theresa would perhaps

in other times have spared his pride, and would not have given

him a task upon which he must labour but which his successor

would enjoy; but in the matter of her Kttle Archduchess she

would spare no one. She had hinted her business to Stahremberg

before the Dauphin's death; the spring had hardly broken

before she was pressing him to conclude it. Up to his very

departure her importunity pursued him. When Mercy was on

the point of entering his office (in the May of 1766), Stahremberg,

in the last letter sent to the Empress from Paris before his

return, told her that her ship was launched. " She might," he

wrote, " accept her project as assured, from the tone in which

the King had spoken of it."
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Maria Theresa had too firm and too smiKng and too luminous

an acquaintance with the world to build upon such vague

assui'ance. The dignity of the French throne was too great a

thing to be grasped at. It must be achieved. When old Mme.

Geoffrin passed through Vienna in that year, Maria Antonietta

was kept in the background oS the stage—but France was

cultivated. The baby, who was Louis XV.'s great-grand-

daughter, Theresa, Leopold's daughter, was presented to that

old and wonderful bourgeoise and made much of. They joked

about taking her to France ; another baby, after all not much
older, only eight years older, was going to that place in her time.

And, meanw^hile, the common arts by which women of birth

perfect their plans for their family were practised in the habitual

round. The Httle girl's personahty, all gilded and framed, was

put in the window of the Hapsburgs. She was wild perhaps,

but so good-hearted ! In the cold winter you heard of (all

wdnters are cold in Vienna) she came up in the drawing-room,

where the family sat together, and begged her mother to accept

of all her savings for the poor—fifty-five ducats.

Little Mozart had come in to play one night ; he had slipped

upon the unaccustomed pohsh of the floor. The little Ai'ch-

duchess, when all others smiled, had alone pitied and lifted

him ! Maria Theresa met the French ambassador and told

him in the most indifferent way how her youngest, when she

was asked whom (among so many nations) she w^ould Hke to

rule, had said, " The French, for they had Henri IV. the Good

and Louis XIV. the Great." Weary though he was of such

conventionalities, the ambassador was bound by the honour of

his place to repeat them.

There still stood, however, in this summer of 1766, between

the Empress's plan and its fruition a power as feminine, as per-

spicuous, and as exact in calculation as her own. The ^^ddow of

the Dauphin, the mother of the new heir at Versailles, opposed

the match.

She would not retire, as the Queen, her mother-in-law, had done,

into dignity and nothingness, nor would she admit—so tenacious

of the past are crowns—that the Bourbons and the Hapsburgs

had all the negotiations between them. She was of the Saxon

House, and though it was but small—a northern bastion, as it

were, of the CathoHc Houses—yet she had inherited the tradition
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of monarchy, and she might, but for her husband's sudden death,

have inlierited Versailles itself. She was still young, vigorous,

and German. She had determined not only that her son, the

new heir, should marry into her house—should marry his own
cousin, her niece—but that he should marry as she his mother

chose, and not as the Hapsburgs chose. He was at that

moment (in 1766) not quite twelve ; the bride whom she would

disappoint not quite eleven years old ! But her plan was

active and tenacious, her readiness ahve, when in the beginning

of the following year, in March 1767, she in her turn died, and

with her death that obstacle to the fate of the little Archduchess

also failed.

With every date, as you mark each, it will be the more
apparent that the barriers which opposed Marie Antoinette's

approach to the French throne failed each in turn at the chmax
of its resistance, and that her way to such eminence and such an

end was opened by a number of pecuhar chances, all adjutants

of doom.

The House of Hapsburg was never a crowned nationality
;

it was and is a crowned family and nothing more. Its states

were and are attached to it by no common bond. There is

no such thing as Austria : the Hapsburgs are the reahty of that

Empire. The French Bourbons were, upon the contrary, the

cliiefs of a nation pecuHarly conscious of its unity and jealous

of its past. Their greatness lay only in the greatness of the

compact quadrilateral they governed and of the finished language

of their subjects, and in the achievements of the national temper.

Such conditions favoured to the utmost the scheme of Maria

Theresa, not only in the detail of this marriage, but in all that

successful management of the French aUiance which survived

her o\sTi death and was the chief business of her reisn. ^S'^e

could be direct in every plan, unhampered, considering only the

fortunes of her House ; Louis XV. and his Ministers, as later

his grandson, were trammelled by the complexity of a national

life of which they were themselves a part.

Versailles had not declared itself : Vienna pressed. It was
in March that active opposition within the Court had died with

the mother of the heir. Within a month the French ambas-
sador at Vienna wrote home that " the marriage was in the

air " : but the King had not spoken.
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In that summer, as though sure of her final success, the

Empress threw a sort of prescience of France and of high for-

tunes over the nursery at Schoenbriinn. The amiable Brand-

weiss disappeared; the severe and unhealthy Lorchenfeld

replaced her.

The French (and baptismal form) of the child's name,
" Antoinette," was ordered to be used : still Versailles re-

mained dumb.

In the autumn the parallels of the siege were so far advanced

that a direct assault could be made on poor Dufort, the advanced

work of the Bourbons, their ambassador at Vienna.

Dufort had been told very strictly to keep silent. He
suffered a persecution. Thus he was standing one evening by

the card-tables talking to his Spanish colleague, when the

Empress came up and said to this last boldly :
" You see my

daughter, sir ? I trust her marriage will go well ; we can talk

of it the more freely that the French ambassador here does not

open his lips."

The child's new governess was next turned on to the em-

barrassed man to pester him with the recital of her charge's

virtues. The approaching marriage of her elder sister Carohne

with the Bourbons of Naples was dangled before Dufort.

The play continued for a year. Louis XV. bade his ambassador

get the girl's portrait, but " not show himself too eager." He
is reprimanded even for his courtesies, and all the while Dufort

must stand the fire of the Court of Vienna and its exaggerated

deference to him and its occasional reproaches ! Choiseul was

anxious to see the business ended. Dufort was as ready (and

as weary) as could have been the Empress herself, but the slow

balance of Louis XV. stood between them all and their goal.

In the summer of the next year, 1768, the Empress's eldest

son, Joseph, now associated with her upon the throne, deter-

mined to press home and conclude. It was the first time that

this man's narrow energy pressed the Bourbons to determine

and to act ; it was not to be the last. He was destined so to

initiate action in the future upon tAVO critical occasions and

largely to determine the fortunes of his sister's married life and

final tragedy.

He WTote to Louis XV. a rambling letter, chiefly upon the

marriage of yet another sister with the Duke of Parma. It
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wandered to the Bourbon marriage of Caroline ; he mentioned
his own child, the great-granddaughter of the Eling. It was
a letter demanding and attracting a famihar answer. It drew
its quarry. Louis, answering with his own hand and without

emphasis, in a manner equally domestic and familiar, threw in

a chance phrase :
"

. . . These marriages, your sister's with the

Infante, that of the Dauphin. ..." In these casual four words
a document had passed and the last obstacle was removed.

The Empress turned from her major preoccupation to a

minor one. This child of hers was to rule in France ; she was
now assured of the throne ; she was near her thirteenth birth-

day—and she had been taught nothing.



CHAPTER III

THE ESPOUSALS

THE fortnightly despatches from France customarily arrived

at Vienna together in one bag and in the charge of one

courier. The Empress would receive at once the letters of

Mercy, the official correspondence, perhaps the note of a friend,

and the very rare communications of royalty. In this same batch

which brought that decisive letter of Louis XV. to her son, on

the same day, therefore, in which she was first secure in her

daughter's future, there also arrived the usual secret report

from Mercy. This document contained a phrase too insignifi-

cant to detain her attention ; it mentioned the rumour of a new

intrigue : the King showed attachment to a woman of low

origm about him; it was an attachment that might be per-

manent. This news was immediately forgotten by Maria

Theresa ; it was a detail that passed from her mind. She perhaps

remembered the name, which was " Du Barry."

The Court of Vienna, permeated (as was then every wealthy

society) with French culture, was yet wholly German in char-

acter. The insufficiency which had marked the training of

the imperial children—especially of the youngest—was easily

accepted by those to whom a happy domestic spirit made up

for every other lack in the family. Of those who surrounded

the httle Archduchess two alone, perhaps, understood the grave

difference of standard between such education as Maria Anto-

nietta had as yet received and the conversation of Versailles
;

but these two were Kaunitz and Maria Theresa, and short as

was the time before them, they did determine to fit the child,

in superficial things at least, for the world she was to enter

and in a few years to govern. They failed.

Mercy, the ambassador, was instructed to find in France a

tutor who should come to Vienna and could accomplish the

task. He applied to ( hoiseul. Choiseul in turn referred the

32
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matter to the best critic of such things, an expert in the things

of this world, the Archbishop of Toulouse. That prelate,

Lom^nie de Brienne, whose unscrupulous strength had judged

men rightly upon so many occasions and had exactly chosen

them for political tasks, had in this case no personal appetite

to gratify and was free to choose. A post was offered. His first

thought was to obtain it for one who was bound to him, a

protege and a dependant. He at once recommended a priest for

whom he had already procured the Librarianship of the Mazarin

Collection, one Vermond. The choice was not questioned, and

Vermond left to assume functions which he could hardly fulfil.

There was needed here a man who should have been appalled

by the ignorance he might discover in his charge, who should

be little affected by grandeur, who should be self-willed, asser-

tive, and rapid in method ; one whom the Empress might have

ridiculed or even disliked, but whom she would soon have dis-

covered to be indispensable to her plan. Such a man would

have tackled his business with an appreciation of its magnitude,

would have insisted upon a full control, would have communi-
cated by his vigour the atmosphere of French thought, care-

less of the German shrinking from the rigidity of the French

mind. He would have worked long hours with little Marie

Antoinette, he would have filled the days with his one object,

he would have shocked and offended all, his pupil especially,

and in a year he would have left her with a good grounding

in the literature of his country, with an elementary but a clear

scheme of the history and the political forces which she was
later to learn in full, with an enlarged vocabulary, a good
accent, and at least the abihty to write clearly and to work
a simple sum. His pupil would have been compelled to

appHcation ; her impulse would have been permanently har-

nessed; she would have learnt for fife the value of a plan.

Such a tutor would hardly have desired and would certainly

not have acquired a lasting influence later on at Versailles.

His work would have been done in those critical years of

childhood, once and for all. He would probably have fallen

into poverty. In later years he might have appeared among
the revolutionaries, but he would have found, face to face with

the Revolution, a trained Queen who, thanks to him, could have
dealt with circumstance.



34 MARIS ANTOINETTE
In the place of such a man, Vermond arrived.

He was a sober, tall, industrious priest of low birth ; his

father had let blood and perhaps pulled teeth for the needy. His

reserve and quiet manners reposed upon a spirit that was in-

capable of ambition, but careful to secure ample means and to

estabhsh his family and himself in the secure favour of his

employers. He was of middle age, a state into which he had

entered early and in which he was Hkely long to remain. His

mind within was active and disciphned ; its exterior effect was

small. He thought to accomphsh his mission if he was but

regular in his reports, laborious in his own study, and, above

all, tactful and subtle in handhng the problem before him.

To such a character was presented an exuberant child, grow-

ing rapidly, vivacious, somewhat proud, and hitherto unaccus-

tomed to effort of any kind, a monkey for mimicry, clever at

picking up a tune upon the keys, a tomboy shouting her

German phrases do^vn the corridors of Schoenbriinn, a fine

little lady at Vienna—acting either part well. The hght russet

of her hair and her thick eyebrows gave promise of her future

energy ; she had already acquired the tricks of rank, the

carriage of the head and the ready mechanical interest in in-

feriors—for the rest she was empty. In this critical fourteenth

year of hers, during which it was proposed to fashion out of

such happy German childhood a strict and deHcate French

princess, she did not read and she could barely \^Tite. The big

round letters, as she painfully fashioned them in her occasional

lessons, were those of a baby. Her drawing was infantile ; and

while she rapidly learnt a phrase in a foreign language by ear,

a complete revolution in her education would have been needed

to make her accurate in the use of words or to make her under-

stand a Latin sentence or parse a French one.

To cultivate such a soil, exactly one hour a day was spared

when the Court was at Vienna—somewhat more when it was in

the country—and these few minutes were consumed in nothing

more methodical than a dialogue, little talks in which Vermond
was fatally anxious to bring before his pupil (with her head

full of those new French head-dresses of hers, the prospect of

Versailles, and every other distraction of mind) only such sub-

jects as might amuse her inattention.

The early months of 1769 were full of this inanity, Vermond
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regularly reporting progress to the Austrian Embassy in France,

regularly complaining of the difficulty of his task, regularly

insisting upon his rules and as regularly failing in his object.

In the autumn the Empress was at the pains of asking her

daughter a few questions, notably upon history. The result

did not dissatisfy her, but meanwhile Maria Antonietta could

hardly write her name.

Side by side with this continued neghgence in set training,

and in the disciphne that accompanies it, went a very rapid

development in manner. The child was admitted to the Court

;

she was even permitted the experiment of presiding at small

gatherings of her omu. The experiment succeeded. She

acquired wdth an amazing rapidity what httle remained to be

learnt of the externals of rank. The alternate phrases addressed

to one's neighbours round a table, the affectation of satiety and

of repose, the gait in which the feet are hardly hfted ; the few

steps forward to meet a magnate, the fewer to greet a lesser

man, and that smihng immobihty before men of the ordinary sort

which is still a Hving tradition in great drawing-rooms ; the

power of putting on an air in the very moment between privacy

and a pubKc appearance—a.ll these came to her so naturally

and by so strongly inherited an instinct, that she not only

charmed the genial elders of the Austrian capital but satisfied

experienced courtiers, even those visitors from France, who
examined it all with the eyes of connoisseurs and watched her

deportment as a work of art, whose shght errors in technique

they could at once discover but whose general excellence they

were able to appreciate and wilhng to proclaim.

She did indeed preserve beneath that conventional smiace

a fire of vigorous life that was apparent in every hour. Once

in the foreign atmosphere of France and subject to exasperation

and contrast that heat would burst forth. She became, as her

future showed, capable of violent scenes in pubHc and of the

natural gestures of anger—it is to her honour that she was on

the whole so often herself. Here at Vienna in this last year

her young energy did no more than lend spirit and grace to the

conventions she so quickly acquired.

The opening of the year 1770 found her thus, her German
half forgotten, her French (though imperfect) habitual, her

acquaintance wdth the air of a Court considerable. Though
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slie was still gromng rapidly she was now dressed as a woman

and taught to walk on her high heels as did the ladies her seniors.

Her hair was brushed off her high forehead in the French manner,

the stuff of her frocks and the cut of them were French, her

name was now permanently Frenchified for her, and she heard

herself called everywhere " Marie Antoinette "
; none but old

servants were left to give her the names she had first known.

March passed and the moment of her departm-e approached.

The child had never travelled. To her vivacious and eager

temper the prospect of so great a journey with so splendid an

ending was an absorbing pleasure. It filled her mind even

during the retreat which, under Vermond's guidance, she entered

during Holy Week, and every sign of her approaching progress

excited in her a vivid curiosity and expectation, as it did in

her mother a mixture of foreboding and of pride.

The official comedy which the Court played diuring April

heightened the charm : the heralds, the receptions, that quaint

but gorgeous ceremony of renunciation, the mock marriage, the

white silver braid and the white satin of her wedding-clothes,

the salvoes of artillery and the feasts were all a fine great play

for her, with but one interlude of boredom, when her mother

dictated, and she wrote (heaven knows with what a careful

guidance of the pen) a letter which she was to dehver to the

King of France. With that letter Maria Theresa enclosed

a note of her o^\ti, famihar, almost domestic, imploring

Louis XV., her contemporary, to see to the child as " one that

had a good heart," . . . but was ardent and a trifle wild.

These words were %witten upon the 20th of the month ; on

the morning of the 21st of April 1770 the Hne of coaches left the

palace, and the Archduchess took the western road.

There was no sudden severance. Her eldest brother, Joseph,

he who was associated with her mother in the Empire, accom-

panied her during the whole of the first day. Of an active,

narrow, and formal intelligence, grossly self-sufficient, arith-

metical in temper, and with a sort of native atheism in him

such as stagnates in minds whose development is early arrested,

a philosopher therefore and a prig, earnest, lean, and an early

riser, he was of all companions the one who could most easily

help Marie Antoinette to forget Vienna and to desire Versailles.

The long hours of the drive were filled with platitudes and
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admonitions that must easily have extinguished all her regrets

for his Court and have bred in her a natural impatience for the

new horizons that were before her. He left her at Melk. She
continued her way with her household, hearinsj for the last

time upon every side the German tongue, not knowing that

she heard also, for the last time, the accents of sincere affection

and sincere servility : the French temper mth its concealed

edges of sharpness wa,s to find her soon enough.

Her journey was not slow for the times. She took but httle

more than a week to reach the Rhine from Augsburg—a French

army on the march has done no better. It was on the evening

of the 6th of May that she could see, far off against the sunset,

the astonishing spire of Strasburg and was prepared to enter

France ; only the Rhine was now between her and her new life.

She bore upon her person during this last night on German
soil a last letter of her mother's which had reached her but the

day before yesterday. It was the most intimate and the most
searching she was to receive in all the long correspondence

which was to pass between them for ten years, and it contained

a phrase which the child could hardly understand, but which,

if texts and single phrases were of the least advantage to con-

duct, might have deflected her history and that of Europe.
" The one felicity of this world is a hafj)y marriage : I can say so

with knowledge ; and the whole hangs wpon the woman, that she

should he willing, gentle, and able to amuse.^^

Next day at noon she crossed in great pomp to an island in

mid-river, where a temporary building of wood had been raised

upon the exact frontier for the ceremony of her hvery.

It is possible that the long ritual of her position—she wa;S to

endure it for twenty years—was already a burden upon her

versatihty, even after these short weeks. Here, on this island,

the true extent of the French parade first met her. It was
sufficient to teach her what etiquette was to mean. The poor

child had to take off every stitch of her clothes and to dress, to

a ribbon or a hair-pin, with an order strictly ordained and in

things all brought from Versailles for the occasion. Once so

dressed she was conducted to a central room where her German
household gave her to her French one, at the head of which the

kindly and sometimes foolish Countess de Noailles performed

the accustomed rites, and the Archduchess entered for ever the
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million formalities of her new world. They had not yet fatigued

her. She was taken to Mass at the Cathedral ; she received the

courtesy of the old bishop, a Rohan, in whose great family

Strasburg was almost an appanage.

There was a figure standing by the Bishop's side. She saw,

clothed in that mature majesty which a man of thirty may have

for a child of fifteen, the bishop's coadjutor, a nephew and a

Rohan too. She noted his pomposity and perhaps his good looks,

but he meant nothing to her ; he was but one of the Rohans to

be remembered. He noted her well.

Next day and for six more her journey proceeded amid per-

petual deputations, Latin, flowers, bad verses, stage peasantry,

fireworks, feasts and addresses, until, a week after she had

crossed the Rhine, she slept at Soissons and knew that on the

morrow she would see the King.

The pavement of the long road out from Soissons, the great

royal road, had sounded under the wheels of her carriage for

now the best part of the day. She had abeady found Choiseul

awaiting her in state, and had exchanged with this old friend of

her mother's those ceremonial compliments of which the child

was now well weary, when, through the left-hand window of

her coach, which was open to the warm spring day, she saw

before her a thing of greater interest—the league-long line of

trees that ends abruptly against the bare plain and m.arks the

forest of Compi^gne.

Into tliis wood the road plunged, straight and grand, until

after a declivity, where a httle stream is crossed (near the place

where the railway fines join to-day), there appeared awaiting

her, as Choiseul had awaited her some miles before, a great and

orderly group of people, of carriages, and horses ; but this

company was far larger and was ranked with more solemnity

than others that had met her upon her progress. She knew
that it was the King.

The splendour which a history full of trumpets had lent to

the French name, the fineage of the Kings, the imagined glories

of Versailles—aU these had penetrated the nursery and the

schoolroom of the Princess. As she came do^^^l from her

carriage, with either hand reposing in the hands of her escort, an

awe of the Capetian monarchy came upon her, and she knelt

upon the roadway in the midst of the Court, of the Princesses
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who now first saw the Httle heiress of their fives, of the gilded

carriages and the men-at-arms.

The King raised her up and kissed her forehead ; he

motioned forward a heavy, shambfing, fro\^TLing boy, his grand-

son, for whom all this pomp existed. The lad shnffied forward,

bent a fittle perhaps, and kissed her in his tm-n with due

ceremony—for he was to be her husband. When this little ritual

and its sharp emotions were over she had a moment, before her

introductions to the Blood, to the King's mature daughters, to

the Orleans and the rest, in which to seize with that bright

glance, which was always so ready for exterior things, the

manner of the Elng.

Louis XV. was at that moment a man just past his sixtieth

year. Long habit had given him, as it gives to aU but the

greatest of those educated to power, an attitude constrained

though erect. His age had told on him, he had grown somewhat

fat, he moved without alertness and—a weakness which had

appeared but lately—his rare and uncompleted gestures expressed

the weight of his body ; but his muscles were firm, his command
of them perfect, and he still had, especially in repose, so far as

age can have it, grace.

The united pallor of his complexion, which had been re-

markable in youth, seemed now more consonant to his years.

The steady indifference to which he had reduced his features

was now more dignified than when its rigidity had seemed

unnatural and new. His expression had even acquired a certain

strength from the immobifity and firmness of his mouth, whose

lines displaj^ed a talent for exact language and a capacity for

continued dignity ; but his eyes betrayed him.

They were warm in spite of a habit of command, but the

sadness in them (which was profound and permanent) was of

a sort which sprang from physical appetites always excessive

and now surviving abnormally beyond their time. There was
also in those eyes the memory of considerable but uprooted

affections, and, deeper, of a fixed despair, and deeper far—

a

veil as it were behind their brightness—the mortal tedium, to

escape from which this human soul had sacrificed the national

traditions and the ancient honour of the crown.

This great Monarch, whom no one since his boyhood had
approached mthout a certain fear, received his grandson's
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betrothed wdth an air almost paternal. It was a relaxation

upon his part to which he owed, during the remainder of his hfe,

the strongly affectionate respect which Marie Antoinette, viva-

cious and ungoverned, paid to him alone in the palace.

He presented the rest in turn. She heard names which were

to mix so intimately wdth her own destiny, and when they set

out again upon the road she could discreetly watch during the

long ten miles to Compiegne, Chartres who would soon be

Orleans, the faded faces of the King's spinster-daughters, the

old Duke of Ponthi^vre ; and she watched with a greater care

that daughter of his whose foohsh, dainty, and sentimental face,

insecure upon its long thin neck, was that of a young, unhappy
widow : the Princesse de Lamballe.

WTien they had slept at Compiegne in state, the whole

pageant moved on next morning down the Paris road upon the

last dajT^'s march of that journey, and the child thought that

she was now upon the threshold of nothing but an easy glory.

She was nearing—amid great mobs and a whole populace come

out to greet her, not only Paris and Versailles, but much more

—she was nearing that woman whose name her mother had

heard and half forgotten, whose name she lierseK had never

heard. It was a name whose influence was to deflect the first

current of her hfe : the name of Du Barry.

There is but one instrument efficacious to the government of

men, which is Persuasion, and Persuasion sickens when its agent

fails in dignity.

Dignity is the exterior one of the many quahties necessary

to commandment ; these in some cases touch closely upon

virtue, so that, in some situations of authority, a dignified man
is presumably a good one. But in the particular case of national

government it is not so. The audience is so vast, the actor so

distant and removed, that in this matter dignity resides mainly

in the observance of whatever ritual the national temper and

the national form of the executive demand. Such functions

of ritual endanger rather than strengthen the soul of him who
is called upon to assume them. To his intimates they appear

as mummeries. It is often a sign of personal excellence in a

ruler when he is himself disgusted with them and even casts

them aside ; but they are necessary to the State. For if such
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ritual is ill-observed, dignity fails ; in its failure persuasion,

I say, sickens, and when persuasion sickens, government, upon

which depends the cohesion of a nation and the co-ordination of

its faculties, breaks down.

The method of government in France at this time was a

true personal monarchy.

The institution had increased in consciousness and in exe-

cutive power down the long avenue of fourteen hundred years.

Its roots were in Rome. It stood up in the seventh century as

a memory of the Roman Peace, in the eighth as a promise to

restore the Roman order. From the ninth onwards it was

vested in a Gaulish family and already had begun to express the

Gauhsh unities ; by the thirteenth its mission was ardent and

victorious. "V^Hien the rehgious wars of the sixteenth century

were resolved in a national settlement and the Bourbon branch

was finally acknowledged, the crown was supreme and the whole

people held to and were summed up in the Monarchy. It had

made a yeoman of the serf, it had welded the nation together, it

had established the frontiers, it had repressed the treason of the

wealthy Huguenots : it was France.

The person of the Monarch was public and publicly wor-

shipped. His spoken words were actually law : he could impose

a peace ; his private decision could suspend a debt, imprison a

transgressor, ruin or create an industry. Into such a mould

had the French energy forced the executive when the genius

of Richeheu and the cunning of Mazarin confirmed the powers

of the throne, and left them in legacy to the virile sense of

Louis XIV.
This King was very great and cast accurately also to the

part he should fill. The conventions and the trappings of the

part dehghted him ; he plaj^ed it royally, and when he died,

though he left the crown to an infant great-grandson, yet its

security seemed as permanent as does to-day the security in

similar powers of our English rich. But that great-grandson,

at first gradually and at last rapidly, undermined the stable

seat he had inherited. Louis XV., by his good quahties as well

as by his evil, tended more and more to reject the ritual

necessary to his kingship. His good breeding and his active

physical appetites, his idleness and his sincerity, all combined

to weary him of the game, so that at the end of his long reign
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he had almost ceased in the eyes of the populace to be a Eang

at all.

The Monarchy therefore perished, and mainly through

Louis XV.'s incapacity to maintain its essential hvery. Its

collapse, its replacement (with consequences enormous to the

whole of Europe) by that other French formula which we call

" The Revolution " or " The Republic," was so exactly con-

temporaneous with Marie Antoinette's marriage and with her

presence at Versailles, that far too great a part in the catastrophe

is assigned to her o^YIi misjudgments and misfortunes. No
error or disaster of hers gave the death shock to the institution

with which her life was mingled ; that stroke had been dehvered

before the child crossed the Rhine, and the moment when the

blow was struck was that in which Mercy had penned the name

"Du Barry," which Maria Theresa had read so carelessly in

Vienna on the same day that brought the letter sealing her

daughter's marriage.

The pubhc appearance of Madame Du Barry was the turn-

ing-point in the history of Versailles, and the httle Archduchess,

when she came upon French earth, did not bring a curse to her

new country, for the destiny of that country was already deter-

mined ; rather this France which she had entered had prepared

a tragedy for her and a fate expected by her own unhappy stars.

Those who have watched the destruction of an old and

strong wall will remember that it seemed at first to resist Tvdth

ease every battery of the assault. At last there came one eSort,

more violent than the rest, which broke long, zig-zag hues

throughout the fabric. The work was done. A few succeed-

ing impacts visibly disintegrated the now loosened stones until

the whole fell rapidly into ruin. So it was mth the French

Monarchy. The Regency, the floating theories of pubhc

criticism, the indeterminate foreign pohcy, the mihtary reverses

of the Seven Years' War, the careless lethargy of Louis XV. in

State affairs, had impaired the fabric of tradition, but that

fabric still stood. It might yet have been restored and made

whole had not the King in his last years chosen the particular

mistress and presented her in a particular manner, which threw

chaos into the scheme that every Frenchman took for granted

when he considered his sovereign. This last thud, coming

after so many accumulated tremors, loosened all the wall. The
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trials and distractions of the next reign did but pull apart, and

that easily, the loosened stones. The imposing posture which

the French demand of their symbols had been dropped by the

old King ; the new one could not restore it. Choose at random

any man or woman of your acquaintance in history, put them

upon the throne after the death of Louis XV., and though the

succeeding quarter of a century would have varied somewhat

with various individualities in power, the doom of the Monarchy

would by none have been averted.

Let us see what happened when that fatal news of Madame
Du Barry's advent spread through the Court and the capital

of France and reached, like the ripple of a wave, the shores of

Vienna.

The King (as has almost every other King in history) had

indulged his body ; he had also indulged his desire for intimate

companionship, his man's whim for an expression, a tone of

voice, or a gesture. This Kcence, which to their bane is granted

to privileged and symbolic men, had led him into every dis-

traction. His amours were many, but middle age had fixed his

routine, if not his constancy, upon one woman of remarkable

character.

Madame de Pompadour, as she came later to be called, was

not of the nobihty. To have taken a mistress publicly from the

rank of business people was a serious reproach to the King
;

but though the mass condemned such an alliance, and though

the wealthy, both of the middle class and of the courtiers, found

an added blame in the financial reputation of her father and

the notorious lightness of her mother, yet there was about this

young, vigorous, and commanding hostess something that could

prevent too violent a reaction of opinion.

She was extremely rich ; her drawing-room had held all the

famous men of her day ; her education was wide and liberal,

her judgment excellent. She played and sang ^vith exceptional

charm. She had good manners ; she rode, spoke, read, and

entertained as might the principal of her contempora^ries.

The acknowledged position of such a woman at Court, though

a new degradation, was a tolerable one. It was easy for the

most reserved to understand how, in those years between thirty

and forty when the strongest affections take root, the King had
found in her company a sort of home. Her character was.
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moreover, comprehensible and secretly sympathetic to that vast

proprietary body, the Bourgeoisie, which then were and are now
the stuff of the nation.

She was prudent, she could choose a friend or a servant

;

her vivacity did not lack restraint. She was decent, fond of

quiet silk, of good taste in decoration and of management. Her

position at Versailles was a sort of conquest effected by the

middle classes over the Court. Such a mistress, ruling for many
years, the nation received at last with far more calm than could

the buzzing nobles of the palace. As she (and the Kang) grew

older, as her power became absolute and his individual presence

grew remote, the situation was acceptable to Paris even more

than to those who immediately surrounded the throne.

She died. There was an interval of puzzled silence about

the person of the King. No one dreamt of a new power at

Court. A nullity of action in the King himseK, a few more

stories, obscure and scandalous, the end of the reign and the

accession of the heir who should bring with him such reforms

as all the intellect of the country demanded : these were the

expectations which followed her death, and especially were they

the hope or the certitude of that group of men, mostly not

noble, who had long managed both law and finance.

This prospect had, however, omitted one capital factor in

the calculation. Louis XV., during these long years of regular

habit, had grown old, and age in such a character, thus isolated,

thus re-entrant, and yet hungry for whatever might tempt the

senses, could only lead to some appalling error. In years he

was, when Madame de Pompadour died, but httle past fifty,

but that blindness to exterior opinion and that carelessness for

the future which properly belong to an age much more advanced,

had already spread Hke a mist over his mind. After an interval

of less than four years from the Pompadour's death, the nation

and the capital and those leaders of opinion who awaited a mere

negative decline full of petty rumours but controlled as to great

aifairs by that Choiseul whom the Pompadour herself had chosen

for Minister, were presented with the Du Barry : the scandal

and its effect were overwhelming.

This woman was a prostitute.



CHAPTER lY

THE DU BARRY

THE presence of the Du Barry at the Court of Versailles,

the fact that tliis presence preceded the Austrian child's

arrival, that it was first publicly admitted at the first

public appearance of the Daupliiness, and that the four years

of her tutelage were overshadowed by the new Royal IMistress

was the initial and irretrievable disaster of Marie Antoinette's

fife. It moulded her view of the nation and of the family with

whom she had now to mingle ; it deeply affected the populace

she was to attempt to rule ; it cloistered, warped and distracted

her vision of France at a moment in adolescence when vision is

most acute and the judgment formed upon it most permanent.

All the Queen's tragedy is furnished by the early spell of this

insignificant and hcentious woman.

With her advent was introduced for the first time into the

Court that insolent and calculated disregard for rule in gesture

and vocabulary wherein which the rich wall often secretly relax

their ordered fives, but which, when it appears pubHcly amidst

their daily furniture, is as shocking as nakedness or as blood.

Judged in the pure Hght of human morals the position of

the Du Barry was surely less offensive to God than that of any
mistress any King has ever chosen. Louis wTonged no one by
this whim. He wrecked no remains of chastity—the woman
had never known the meaning of the word. He wronged no
subject (as has and does almost every royal lover in every

amour)—her marriage had been but a hurried form run through

to satisfy etiquette, " that she might be presented at Court."

He provided himself with a companion too inferior to make
pohtical intrigue her main ambition, and with one that could

and did surround him with, an abject but constant, famihar, and
comfortable affection. It was such a vagary of old age as those

in which have terminated countless lives, when old gentlemen

of breeding but of enfeebled will surround their last years with
45
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youth and with the vigour, tainted vigour, that is inseparable from

vulgarity. There is not one of us but has come upon a dozen

such unions : they are often confirmed by a tardj^ marriage.

But in the case of Louis and this scandal of his a necessary

element to such disgrace, the element of retirement, was lacking.

Those symbols v/hich, if they are insisted upon, are mere

hjrpocrisies, but which, taken normally, are the guardians of a

tolerable life, were outraged. The eyes of the noble-women at

Versailles were full, some of a real or affected timidity, others

of a real or affected dignity. Such ladies as chose to be sprightly

or even to advertise their loose habit vath over-brilliant and

vivacious looks, retained, considered, and could always assume

refinement • but the beautiful eyes of the Du Barry were brazen.

The mignardises, which are always ill-suited to a woman, might

be deliberately affected by the less subtle of the more elderly

beauties : mth the Du Barry, despite her evident youth, they

had already become native and ineradicable. She lisped alarm-

ingly ; she lolled, or, when it was necessary for her to sit erect,

was awkward. Her entry into a room was conscious ; her

assertions loud, her amiabihty oiled, her animosities superficially

violent. It is upon solemn occasions that such deficiencies are

most glaring, and solemn occasions were of continual recurrence

at Versailles. In a word, she was most desperately out of

place, and therefore produced an effect as of dirt, jarring against

whatever was palatine and splendid in the evil of the Court by

her parade of the loose good-nature and the looser spites of the

Parisian brothels.

Yet it is not difficult to see what had brought the King into

so fixed a relation \\dth her. Whoever will compare any of the

portraits of her by Drouais with any by Boucher of the Pompa-

dour will see, not the same character indeed, but the same brows

and forehead.

Louis could not continue in those early and familiar relations

with her which had become a necessity to him, unless in some

way her place were pubhcly acknowledged; but to force such

a personahty upon the Court, to give it precedence and to see

that its position should be permanent, was an effort he had

avoided for months. A scene was intolerable to him. He
suffered from the most common defect attaching to men of

lineage and wealth in that he feared, or rather could not endure,
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the prospect of violence. Orders even and debate, if they were

of a personal and verbal kind, he shrank from as do some men
from loud noises. The more important and decisive of his

actions were effected in short notes, every line of which, as we

read them to-day, manifest his urgent need of isolation : of

getting the business done without the friction of another

presence, and once done, put aside for ever.

For the pubhc presentation of the Du Barry the marriage of

his grandson, and especially the presence of the httle Arch-

duchess, offered a fatal opportunity. It would be impossible for

the malicious to allude to the office of the Mistress in the pres-

ence of the child; the occasion would compel the princes and

princesses of the blood to attend, and would equally forbid

any general revolt. He determined to give the Archduchess a

formal banquet on the journey before the Court and its company
had reached Versailles, to summon to it the chief members of

the Court, and to let them find at table, without warning, the

woman whose existence had hitherto not been spoken of in his

presence.

The official Hmit of Paris upon the west—in those days—

a

line dra^vn far beyond the houses and enclosing many fields,

gardens, and suburbs, ran from what is now the Trocadero to

what is now the Arc de Triomphe. Outside the gate or barrier

was an empty space of land but partially cultivated and with

no more than a scattered house or two upon it, save where,

along the waterside and on the hill above it, clustered the village

of Passy. This empty space merged gradually into what were

then the wild and unfrequented Boulogne woods. Just on the

edge of these, in a situation which was close to the town and

yet upon one side accessible to the forest, stood a royal hunting-

box called " La Muette," which had gradually developed into a

little palace. Here, on the evening of the day after Compi^gne,

the long and splendid train of the Court arrived, bearing in the

chief coach the King, the Dauphin, and this new Austrian girl

for whom Louis had already shown so much respect and tender-

ness, and whose entry into her rank he was yet to distort.

The day had been long for the child, but her curiosity and

the vitahty of her years had forbidden her to feel fatigue.

Dense mobs of people, cheering and running by the side of

the carriages, had indeed been familiar to her since her baby-
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hood, but the vivacity and the shrilhiess and the surprising

contrasts of this active civihsation—its solemn roads, its simple

architecture, broken by an occasional and unexpected magnifi-

cence, the long lines of ordered trees which here seemed as native

as in her own country they had seemed artificial and foreign ;

the half-hour's ghmpse of an austere French convent which she

had had when she visited at St. Denis (in passing) ; the King's

daughter, veiled among the Carmehtes ; the outskirts of a

gigantic city such as she had never known—all these sufficed to

distract her until the fall of the cold spring evening, when the

fine of carriages clattered into the paved courtyard of La Muette.

As though such experiences were not sufficient to bemlder

her with the new world, the girl found when she came to her

room, attended by Madame de Noailles and the ladies of her

suite, such a parade of diamonds upon her table as to-day one

will see only in the vulgar surroundings of a public show.

The instinct for gems which was latent in her, but which the

extreme simphcity of the Austrian Court had not permitted to

arise, awoke at once. They were the diamonds of the woman
who would have been her mother-in-law had she hved, or rather

who, had she hved, w^ould never have permitted this marriage.

They had reverted to the Crown upon her death, and Louis XV.

had had them placed there upon Marie Antoinette's table in

readiness for her appearance ; he had so sent them partly from

a sort of paternal kindness, partly from a desire typical in him

to exceed even in giving pleasure ; but also, perhaps, partly

to atone for the harm he was about to do her. For when the

child came down, some two hours later, and was led in the

strict etiquette of the Court procession into the dining-hall of the

little palace, she could not but notice throughout the meal that

followed a constraint less natural than that regular constraint

of the French Court hfe which, in twenty-four hours of ex-

perience, had aheady struck her quick apprehension. It was

not that men and women waited for the King to speak, but

that their answers were given without vivacity, and with that

curious mixture of restraint and purpose which she had aheady

perhaps noticed, in her brief acquaintance with the French, to be

the mark of their conversation in anger. She saw also that

the old King looked straight before him with something of

suUenness in his dignity, and she saw sitting next to him a
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woman whose presence there must have perpetually intrigued

her imagination. That woman was the Du Barry.

To whatever adventures and novelties the children of gentle-

folk are exposed, there is always one note of vulgarity which they

can make nothing of and which, while it offends them, disturbs

and astonishes them much more than it offends. In tlie midst

of that curiously silent, erect, and very splendid table, where

forty of her sex and of her rank were present, the presence of

this one woman was in its nervous effect like the intolerable

reiteration of a mechanical sound interrupting a tragic strain

of music. The Du Barry had not the art, so common to the

poorest members of the nobility or of the middle class, when
they would shp in among the wealthy, of remaining silent and

of affecting a reverence for her new surroundings. She held

herseH ^vith a loose ease before them all, was perhaps the only

one to laugh, and permitted herself an authority that was the

more effective because it hardly concealed her very great

hesitation in this first public recognition of her place.

What the child Marie Antoinette made of such an apparition

will never be known. Her first letters to her mother upon the

matter come later, when she had fully understood the insult or

at least the indignity which had been done her. The only re-

cord we possess of her emotion is this : that when just after

supper some courtier was at the pains to ask her, wdth infinite

respect and a pecuhar irony, what she had thought of Madame
Du Barry, she said, " Charming," and nothing more.

Next day in the early morning the coaches took on again the

last steps of the journey to Versailles. Twelve miles which

were a repetition of those scenes, those crowds, and those cheers

of which the little Archduchess was now sufficiently weary, but

which were leading up to that event toward which her childhood

had been directed, and which could not but drive out of her

mind the doubts of the evening before.

By ten o'clock the procession had passed the great gates of

Versailles ; three hours were spent in the long, distressing, and
rigid ceremonies of the Court in whose centre she was now
placed and whose magnificence now^ first enveloped her. It was
one before the procession formed for the marriage ceremony,

and had placed at the head of it the girl, and the boy whom, in

this long trial of two days, she had but little regarded.

4
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She came under the high vault of the new, gilded chapel as

full of life as the music that greeted her entry. On her left the

boy, to whom so much publicity was a torture, went awkwardly

and with the nervous sadness of his eyes intensified ; his gold

braid and his diamonds heightened his ill-ease. He managed

to give her the ring and the coins proper to the ceremony, to

kneel and stand when he was told ; but she went royally, play-

ing, as girl children so easily play, at womanhood, and smiling

upon all around.

The contrast was gravely apparent when they passed together

down the aisle with the Quete, and when they sat—he effaced,

she triumphant—during the little sermon which the Grand

Almoner was bound to deliver. The heir was not relieved till

the Mass was over and the book was brought wherein the

signature of the witnesses and principals to a marriage are

inscribed.

It is natural to the extreme of privilege that it should affect

occasional and absurd simplicities. The last generation of

Versailles was eager for such things, and it had become the

custom that a royal marriage should be registered not in any

grand and parchment manner but in the common book of a

parish church, the church to whose parish the palace was nomi-

nally attached. Father AUart, the rector of this, in whose hard

and unimportant Hfe such days were set, came in to give the

book. The Grand Almoner set it before them and they signed

—

the King first, with his large and practised name ; the Dauphin

next in a writing that was thin, accurate, and null. He passed

the pen to this Httle new wife of his, who was to sign third. At

so practical a test her womanhood dropped off her, her exceed-

ingly ignorant childhood returned. She got through the
" Marie " wdth no mistake of spelling, but the letters were a

trifle uncertain and the word askew. Why had not some one

ruled a hne as hues are ruled in copy-books ? " Antoinette,"

the second word, was larger and gave more trouble ; the last

letters fell away deplorably. And when it came to the third

name, " Josepha," it was too much for her altogether. She did

her best with the " J "—it ended in a huge blot, and she became

so flurried that she spelt her last name anyhow, without the " e,"

and let it go to pieces. She was relieved to give the pen to

Provence, who, though he was yet so young, wrote his name
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strongly like a man. Artois, Mesdames, the Orleans followed.

Each as they signed could see at the head of the page that

deplorable and dirty scrawl which the child, whose advent each

of them feared, had left as a record of her fifteenth year.

The Court left the chapel. As they passed into the outer

galleries of the palace before the enormous and increasing crowd

which thronged the stairways and the landing-floors, the air

seemed much darker than when they had passed in an hour

before. Through the great windows the sky could be seen

lowering for a storm. As she entered the private apartments

to receive homage the darkness increased ; the ceremony was

not over before a first loud clap of thunder startled them ; the

rain fell with violence upon the populace that had crowded the

gardens, the fireworks set out for that evening were drenched,

the fine dresses of the Paris shop-women were spoiled : all the

grandeur in front of the palace was lost in umbrellas. It cleared,

and they crushed in, with their muddy boots well scraped, to

file in thousands, a long procession urged on by the Guards

and passing, behind a barrier, down the immense hall, where the

tables were set for cards. The King and his Court played

solemnly like actors who must pretend to see no audience,

sitting thus as a pubhc symbol of the nation.

The crowd passed thus, company after company, staring at

Monarchy and at the dresses and the gems till the West grew

dark, and the myriads of candles, reflected on a wall that

was all mirrors, lent that evening its true colours. When the

last reluctant sightseer had looked his last over his shoulder

and had felt the tapestry drop behind him, the ceremony ceased,

the tables were cleared, the King rose and conducted the bride

to her room. A full ceremonial of etiquette was wearily and

thoroughly performed, the Grand Almoner (once again) blessed

the children's bed, and that was the end of the marriage.

Outside, the crowd went back through the May night to

their lodgings or to Paris, full of feasting, damp, surrounded by

the fresh air that follows rain. They carried with them a con-

fused memory of a great outing—music, grandeur, diamonds,

innumerable lights, no fireworks, and a storm.



CHAPTER V

THE DAUPHINE
Wednesday, IQth of May 1770 to Tuesday, 10th of May 1774

WHEN the mock-marriage was over and the night

passed, and when, mth the Thursday morning, the

long routine that was to be her hfe opened upon her,

the child could watch with less excitement and vvdth less

illusion the nature of that new world. Her vivacity was not

diminished, but her spirit immediately adopted a permanent

attitude of astonished observation towards emotions and con-

ventions whose general scheme she could not grasp at a.11.

Daily the incidents which passed before her while they violently

moved also repelled her senses ; she was reconciled to them

only by their repetition.

Versailles was the more bewildering to her because, in all its

externals, it was the world she had known from her birth. The

French cooking, ?urchitecture, dress, and social manner had for

a century imposed themselves upon the palaces of Europe ; but

the French mind, now first in contact with her own, remained

to her a marvellous and unpleasing revelation, which, even after

years of regarding its energy, still shocked her.

There was a ball that night. She danced mth her bright-

eyed and tall young brother-in-law. At what he was sneering

she could not understand, nor even if the boy's expression was

a sneer : she knew that it was strange. She did not notice the

absence of half the Court ; she did not know that her mother's

request for Precedence to be given to the Princesses of Lorraine

had raised this silent French storm ; had she been told she

would not have comprehended. The extreme and individual

French jealousies, the furious discussions that underlie the

united formality of French etiquette, were alien and inhuman

to her German breeding ; for active and living, almost Southern,

as was this Viennese girl, she enjoyed to the end the good sinj-

53
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plicity of her mother's race. She danced with young Chartres.

If something in him chilled her, she could not divine what it

was in that character which even then seemed closed, and which

later was to make him vote her husband's death, and sit at wine

in his palace while she sat a prisoner and widowed in her prison

at hand.

For days the feasts continued and for days her unexpected

experiences of persons and of a strange nationality were reheved

by pageants and popular clamours which, at her age, could dis-

tract her from weary questions. It was at one of these that

there sounded once more that note of disaster which came at

rhythmic intervals across her Hfe and continued to come until

a cHmax closed it. She had leave to go with her aunts, the

King's daughters, by night with a small escort to see the

public hoKday in Paris which celebrated her marriage. She was

to go ^dthout ceremony, not to be recognised, merely to satisfy

a child's curiosity for a spectacle in her own honour. As the

coach came up the river road towards what is now the

Trocadero hill she could already see far off the flash of the

rockets, and she heard with increasing pleasure the roar of a

great crowd met to do her honour. As she neared the great

square which is called to-day the Place de la Concorde she was

disappointed, as children are, to see that the coach was late
;

the great scaffolding and final set-piece in which her initials

were interlaced wdth those of the Dauphin was sputtering out in

the inglorious end of fireworks—but something more intimate

to her (had she known herself) and worse than her childish dis-

appointment had marked the moment of her arrival. The
coach was stopped abruptly, the guards closed round it, and it

was turned back at once towards Versailles. As it rumbled

through the darkness more quickly than it had come, she seemed

to hear in the distant clamour both fierceness and terror. It

was a sound of panic. She heard the news whispered respect-

fully and fearfully to her aunts during a halt upon the way.

Perhaps they thought her too young to be told. She com-

plained as she went that the truth was concealed from her, and

when they reached the palace late that night she was crying.

Next day the news was public, and she learned that after this

first rejoicing, in what was to be her capital city, there had been

crushed and maimed and killed many hundreds of her people

;
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it proved one of those misfortunes which, as much from their

circumstance as from their magnitude, remain fixed for years

in the memory of a nation, and the day on which she learned it

was the last of the month of her wedding.

During the summer that followed this presage she learnt the

whole lesson of Versailles. She was still a child. Mercy still

UTote of her to her mother in a tone which, for all its con-

ventional respect, was a tone now of irritation against, now of

amused admiration for, a child. She had her daily childish

lessons with the Abbe Vermond and daily exasperated him by
her distractions. She still TVTote painfully her childish letters

to Maria Theresa, took her Httle childish donkey-rides, and was
strongly impressed, as a child would be, by those of her elders

who alone could show some authority over her—Mesdames, her

husband's aunts. She was growing fast ; and there is nothing

more touching in the minute record of her hfe than the notes

of her increasing stature during this year, so oddly does the

nursery detail contrast \^dth the splendour of her place in Europe
and the titles of her role.

She was still a child ; but as her fifteenth birthday approached

and was passed she had learnt (while it wearied her) the full

etiquette of her part, and she had begun, though imperfectly,

to recognise what were the pohtics of a Court and in what
manner intrigue would approach her : how to avoid or master

it she discovered neither then nor at any later time throughout

her adolescence and maturity.

With the advent of \Tdnter and its long and brilliant festivals,

another thing which she had begun to comprehend in the palace

became for her a fixed object of hatred : the position and influ-

ence of the Du Barry.

She knew now what this official place was which the Favourite

held. Her disgust for so much regulation and pomp in such an

office would in any case have been strong, for Marie Antoinette

came from a Court where the sovereign was herself a woman
and where all this side of men's lives was left to the suburbs :

that disgust would in any case have been sharp, for she was too

young and too utterly inexperienced to be indulgent ; it would

in any case have been increased by a sense of isolation, for all

around this German child were the French gentry taking for

granted that everything touching a King of France, from his



THE DAUPHINE 55

vices to his foibles, must be dressed up in a national and

symbolic magnificence. Her disgust would, I say, in any case

have risen against so much complexity allied to so much

strength, but that disgust turned into an active and violent

repulsion when she saw the Du Barry not only, as it were,

official but also exercising power. This to her very young and

passionate instincts, whether of sex, of rank, or of pohcy, was

intolerable ; it was the more intolerable in that the Du Barry's

first exercise of power happened to go counter to interests

which the Dauphine regarded rather too emphatically as those

of Austria and of her family.

The chief Minister of the Crown, the Due de Choiseul,

kindly, sceptical, well bred and rather hollow, had been, if not

the mere creation or discovery, at any rate the ally of

Madame de Pompadour. Madame de Pompadour had been a

statesman herself : Choiseul had perpetually supported her and

she him, more especially when he ran in the rut of the time,

showed himself conventionally anti-Christian, and (having been

educated by the Jesuits) was drawn into the intrigue by

which that order was suppressed. He had been ambassador

at Vienna, though that in a year when Marie Antoinette was a

baby, so that she had no early memories of his snub-nose and

happy, round face; but she had known his name all her hfe

from the talk of the palace in Vienna, and she had known it

under the title which he had assumed just after her birth. The

Due de Choiseul was for her, as for every foreigner, a name
now permanently associated with French pohcy and a Minister

who was identical with Versailles. Maria Theresa was grateful

to him for having permitted the marriage of her daughter : that

daughter after some months of the French Court very probably

imagined that he had not only permitted but helped to design

the alhance. It was against this man that the Du Barry

stumbled.

It would not be just to accuse the young woman Du Barry

of design. The State was a very vague thing to her. She held

good fellowship with many, owed her advancement to Choiseul'

s

enemies, and was, in general, the creature of the cHque opposed

to him, while for D'Aiguillon, who already posed as the rival

of the elder man, she felt perhaps a personal affection. She

was very vain and full of that domestic ambition which comes



56 MARIE ANTOINETTE
in floods upon women of her sort when they attain a position

of some regularity. She loved to feel herself possessed of what

she had learned in the old days to call (in the jargon of

her lovers) " office," " power "
; to feel that she could " make "

people. As for the pleasure of an applauded judgment, or the

satisfaction of that appetite for choice which inspires women of

Madame de Pompadour's sort in history, the Du Barry would

not have understood the existence of such an emotion. The
most inept and the most base received the advantage of her

patronage, not because she beheved them capable of administra-

tion, but simply because they had shown least scruple in receiv-

ing her, or later, amid the general coldness of the Court, had

been the first to pay her an exaggerated respect. As for those

with whom she could recall famiharities in the past, she was

willing to make the fortunes of them all.

Though such an attitude could easily have been played upon

by the coiu*tiers of her set, it could never have supphed a motive

force for her demands nor have nourished the tenacity with

which she pressed them; that force and that tenacity were

supphed to her by her own acute sensitiveness upon her new
position. The angry pique to which all her kind can be moved
in the day of their highly imperfect success was aflame at every

incident which recalled to her the truth of her origin and the

incongruity of her situation : in her convulsive desire to revenge

against every sh'ght, real or imagined, she found an ally in the

old King, her lover. He also knew that he was in a posture of

humihation, and under his calm and tired bearing he suffered a

continual irritation from that knowledge. As he pottered about

his frying-pans, cooking some late dish to his hking, or went

alone and almost furtively down the hidden stair between her

Httle, low, luxurious rooms and his own rooms of state, his silent

mind was even less at ease than in the days, now so long past,

when an utter weariness with the things of the flesh and a

despair of discovering other emotions had first put into his eyes the

tragedy that still shines from them upon the walls of Versailles.

All, therefore, that the Du Barry did through Louis XV. as

her power increased was not for this or that person whom she

feared or loved ; it was rather against this or that person whose

presence she found intolerable. All that she suggested, so far

as persons were concerned, the King was ready to achieve.
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Had some married woman of force and subtlety formed the

centre of opposition to the Favourite, the reign would have

ended easily. Mary of Saxony, the Dauphin's mother, had been

such a woman, and would, had she lived, have conducted

aSairs to a decent close. Fate put in the place of such a

woman first three old maids—the King's daughters—and next

this httle girl, the Dauphine.

The origins were slight, but in its course the quarrel gathered

impetus. At first came that silent great supper-party at La
Muette and the instinctive repulsion which the child felt and

which this woman from the streets as instinctively resented.

Next, in the summer, one of the Dauphine's women had a sharp

quarrel with the Favourite in the stalls of the Court theatre.

The Favourite had her exiled from Court, and the Dauphine,

crying secretly with anger in her rooms, could obtain no redress

During the summer absences of the Court in the country palaces

a perpetual travel and larger room to move prevented an open

battle ; in the following wdnter that very grave event, the exile

of Choiseul, sealed the difference.

It was the error of Choiseul not that he had opposed the

Favourite's entry—on the contrary, he had thought it a useful

whim that would amuse and occupy his sovereign—but that he

could not take her seriously. His " w^orld," his relatives, his

intimates, those whom he had placed and salaried during twelve

years of power, were outspoken in their contempt for the Du
Barry. Her o^vn simple spite lumped all together and made the

Minister the cause of her difficulties and their victim. For

months she had half amused, half frightened Louis by an

increasing insolence to De Choiseul at cards and at table. He
had met this insolence at first with the ironic courtesy that he

must have shown during his hfe to a hundred such women
;

later, by a careful and veiled defence ; last of all by a resigned

and somewhat dignified expectation of what he saw would be

the end.

W^ien a society approaches some convulsion the pace of

change increases enormously with every step towards the catas-

trophe. " This at least no one dreams of. That at least can-

not happen !
" But this and that do happen, and at last all

feel themselves to be impotent spectators of a process so forcible

and swift that no wisdom can arrest it. Pohtical Hterature in
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such moments turns to mere criticism and speculation; it no

longer pleads, still less directs. So it is to-day ^vith more than

one society of Western Europe ; so it was with the close of

Louis XV.'s reign.

In May 1770, when the Austrian aUiance was consummated

by the arrival of Marie Aitoinette and by the wedding at

Versailles, the revocation of the one conspicuous statesman in

France would have seemed impossible. He had no more

capacity than have the most of pohticians, but he did at least

read the rough standard demanded in that trade, and his name

was rooted in the mind of h_is own pubhc and of Europe. If

the dismissal of Choiseul had been proposed in the summer,

there still remained enough active force opposed to this new

Du Barry woman to have prevented the folly ; but at the rate

things were going every month weakened that force ; by the

end of the year it was too late to act in his defence.

On Christmas Eve fat HiUiers came lurching out of the

Favourite's room and brought Choiseul a note in Louis' hand.

It was a short note exihng him to his place at Chanteloup and

reheving him of office.

There was no one to replace the Minister : the action was

that of a common woman who exercised a private vengeance

and could conceive no reasons of State. Yet no one was

astonished—save perhaps the child to whom so vast a change

was the chmax of all that had bewildered her since she had first

spoken to the French Court.

Maria Theresa and Mercy, her ambassador to Versailles, had

that knowledge of the world which permitted each to find

footing, even in such a w^elter. Each from a long experience

knew well that the depth of political fife moves slowly for aU

the violent changes of machinery or of names. Each felt the

aUiance—the object of all their sohcitude—to be still standing,

in spite of Choiseul's fall ; and each divined that their httle

Princess, who was the pledge of that alliance at the French

Court, and whom they destined, when she was Queen, to be

its perpetuator, might at this moment weaken and ruin it : her

probable indiscretion and her simplicity were the points of

danger. Her plain-spoken anger might ruin their plans for a

recovery of Austrian influence. Each therefore concentrated

upon a special effort—Mercy by repeated visits from the
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Austrian Embassy in Paris to the Court at Versailles and by
repeated admonitions ; Maria Theresa (in whom the fear for

her daughter's future and position was even greater than her

sohcitude for the Austrian policy) by repeated letters, too in-

sistent perhaps and too personal wholly to effect their object.

Marie Antoinette was persuaded to a certain restraint, but

she was neither convinced nor instructed. She saw the whole

situation as a girl would see it, in black and white : Madame
du Barry was of the gutter, and had yet been able to destroy

a name she had always heard associated with the fortunes of

her own family and the dignity of the French Crown. The
complexity of the situation, the short years it was likely to last,

the necessity during those years of weighing the intricate and

changing attachments of the great families in their interlacing

groups—all this escaped her.

So httle did she see the intricate pattern of pohtics that,

when Louis XV., less than two months later, exiled the higher

courts of law and all but roused a rebellion, she did not connect

with the reign of her enemy this act of violence which isolated

and imperilled the Crown ; she thought it royal, immediate, and

just, still seeing mere kingship, as children see it in a fairy tale,

beneficent and paternal.

The six months of administrative anarchy that followed

meant nothing to her. When in July, DAiguillon—inept, a

mere servitor of the Favourite's—was at last appointed to the

vacant post of Prime Minister, this act—in its way more

astounding than the dismissal of Choiseul—was only remarkable

to her because it was the Du Barry's doing. And during the

whole of her sixteenth year she represented at Court a fixed

indignation which, in her alone, steadily increased as the powers

of the Favourite became absolute; for as Marie Antoinette

approached womanhood she developed a quahty of resista-nce

which was the one element of strength of her early character,

but from which was fatally absent any power to design. That

obstinate power of resistance was to raise around her multiplying

and enduring enmities ; it was to mature her in her first severe

trials, but was also to bring her to the tragedy which has lent

her name enduring and exaggerated nobility.

This opposition which the Dauphine offered to Madame du

Barry, an opposition which did but rise as that woman (during
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1771) opened, one after the other, all the avenues of power to

her lowest or least capable courtiers, took on no form of

violence.

Marie Antoinette, as the pale auburn of her hair and her

thick eyebrows darkened, as her frame strengthened and her

voice took on a fuller tone, added to the vivacity of her child-

hood a new note of passionate emphasis which was ill-suited to

her part, and which in any circumstances but those of luxury

would have approached vulgarity. In many minor matters she

forbore to put the least restraint upon a momentary annoy-

ance ; she would have some design she disapproved destroyed

;

a bookcase, though it was Gabriel's, she had broken before her

eyes to appease her discontent. But in the major matter of

this quarrel she put on a sort of solemnity, and her resistance

took the simple but unconquerable form of silence. She would

not recognise the Favourite, though she were to meet her five

times a day, and she would not address one word to her.

That silence, which kept open at Court a sharp wound and

which stood a permanent and a most powerful menace to all

that had power at Versailles, became for Mesdames the King's

daughters (who had first given this example) and for all the

defeated parties a welcome symbol—though for the Princess

herself it was a most perilous one. To break that silence was

the effort of every converging force about her. Her mother

in repeated warnings ; Mercy, the King, and most of aU the

Favourite herself, came to think it a first point of poHcy that

what might have been pardoned in the child should not remain

a cause of acute offence in the woman. She was now nearly

eighteen months at Versailles ; she had entered her seventeenth

year. But whenever the Du Barry crossed her in the recep-

tions or met her eyes at table, whatever beginnings of a

salute may have escaped the loose manner of the Favourite,

she suffered the mortification of a complete refusal. The
feminine comedy was admirably played, and for the Dauphine

the Kjng's mistress remained a picture or an empty chair—some-

times to be blankly gazed at; never to be recognised or

addressed.

There was indeed a moment in August when the Dauphine's

resolution wavered. Mercy had visited the Du Barry ; he had

spoken to her intimately and with gallantry. He had pro-
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bably promised her the graces of the Dauphine ; he returned to

Marie Antoinette to press his advice. So pressed she promised

her mother's ambassador that she would speak, but when the

moment came and the meeting had been carefully arranged,

after cards at evening, she remembered too much : she

remembered perhaps most keenly a recent thing, the choice of

one of this woman's friends, in spite of her protests, for one of

her ladies-in-waiting. She strolled to the table where Mercy and
the Favourite were talking together. As she came up Madame
du Barry put on an air of expectation which invited her

approach. The girl hesitated and turned back. A scene not

consonant to that society was avoided only by Madame
Adelaide, who had the presence of mind to summon her niece

at the critical moment of the insult ; but the fiasco led to further

and more peremptory orders from her mother, to a long and
troubled interview between Mercy and the King, and at last

to the conclusion which they all desired. The Dauphine recog-

nised the Du Barry ; but the recognition came in a manner so

characteristic of Marie Antoinette that it would have been

better for her and for them if they had not won their battle.

Upon the New Year's Day of 1772 at Versailles, on which

day it was agreed (and this time most solemnly vowed) that a

greeting should be given, and during the formal reception held

at Court that day, there came a moment when, in an uneasy

silence, the moving crowd of the Court saw the Dauphine

approach the Favourite, pass before her, and say as she passed

—not so directly nor so loudly as might be wished, but still so

that the Du Barry might have taken the words as addressed to

herself :
" There are very many people at Versailles to-day.^'*

Before a reply could be given her she had passed on. Next day
she said to Mercy : "I shall not let that woman hear the sound

of my voice again."

The moment of time during which this quarrel reached its

height was one of extreme anxiety to Maria Theresa, and indeed

to all. It was that during which the first public renunciation

of the international morahty which had hitherto ruled in

Christendom was in negotiation at the instance of Prussia. It

was secretly proposed that an European government should be

disregarded ^vithout treaty and subjected to mere force without

the sanction of our general civihsation, Frederick had sug-



62 MARIE ANTOINETTE
gested to Russia long before wdth deference, recently to Catholic

Austria with a sneer, the partition of Poland.

It is characteristic of the more deplorable forms of insurgence

against civilised morals that they originate either in a race

permanently ahen to (though present in) the unity of the Roman
Empire, or in those barbaric provinces which were admitted to

the European scheme after the fall of Rome, and which for the

most part enjoyed but a brief and precarious vision of the Faith

between their tardy conversion and the schism of the sixteenth

century. Prussia was of this latter kind, and with Prussia

Frederick. To-day his successors and their advisers, when they

attempt to justify the man, are compelled still to ignore the

European tradition of honour. But this crime of his, the

partition of Poland, the germ of all that international distrust

which has ended in the intolerable armed strain of our time,

has another character attached to it : a character which attaches

invariably to ill-doing when that ill-doing is also uncivihsed.

It was a folly. The same folly attached to it as has attached

to every revolt against the historic conscience of Europe : such

bHndnesses can only destroy ; they possess no permanent creative

spirit, and the partition of Poland has remained a pecuhar and

increasing curse to its promoters in Prussia ; to their mere

accomphces in St. Petersburg it has caused and is causing less

weakness and peril ; while it has left but a shght inheritance of

suffering to the Hapsburgs, whose chief was at the moment of

the crime but a most reluctant party to it.

There is not in Christian history, though it abounds in

coincidence or design, a more striking example of sin suitably

rewarded than the menace which is presented to the Hohen-

zollerns to-day by the PoHsh race. Not even their hereditary

disease, which has reached its cHmax in the present generation,

has proved so sure a chastisement to the lineage of Frederick as

have proved the descendants of those whose country he de-

stroyed. An economic accident has scattered them throughout

the dominions of the Prussian dynasty ; they are a source

everywhere of increasing danger and ill-will. They grow largely

in representative power. They compel the government to

abominable barbarities which are already arousing the mind of

Europe. They will in the near future prove the ruin of that

family to which was originally due the partition of Poland.
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Enormous as was the event, however, both in its quahty of

evil and in its consequences to mankind, it must not detain the

reader of these pages. Its interest here Hes only in the first and

principal example which it affords of Marie Antoinette's direct

and therefore unpohtical temper. She was indeed only upon
the verge of womanhood—she had but completed her sixteenth

year—but her failure to understand the critical, and, above all,

the complex necessities of the Hapsburgs at that moment was
characteristic of all the further miscalculations that were to mark
her continual interference with diplomacy for twenty years. It

was imperative that Austria should find support in the grave

issue to which Maria Theresa had been compelled against her

conscience and her reason. Berhn and St. Petersburg suddenly

having agreed to a mutual aggrandisement, help was imperative,

and help could only come from her ally at Versailles. Upon
this one occasion, if upon no other, the young daughter of the

Empress was justified in working for her family, and that could

only be done through the woman whose influence was now the

one avenue of approach to Louis XV. A recognition of the Du
Barry was essential to Vienna in that new year of 1772. The
Daupliine made it, but she made it in such a way that it was a

worse insult even than had been her former silence. Had war
broken out that spring, at the melting of the snow, it is possible

or probable that Versailles would not have supported Vienna
against Prussia and Russia in arms.

There was almost a quarrel between the gromng girl and
the Empress her mother. To that mother she stiU remained the

child who had left Vienna two years before ; but then, in

Versailles and to those who saw her, this year made her a woman.
That she had passed the boundary of adolescence was appa-

rent in many ways. She was more and more enfranchised from
the influence of elder women—notably of her husband's aunts,

her intimacy mth whom faded throughout 1772 and disappeared

in 1773. Her step had acquired that firm and rather conscious

poise which was to distinguish her throughout her life. The
growth of her stature was now accompMshed, and she was tall,

and though her shoulders had not the grace and amphtude which
they later assumed, her figure had, in general, achieved matiu-ity.

Her hair, now a trifle darker and browner in its red, her eye-

brows, always pronounced but now thicker and more prominent,
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announced the same change. Her motives also, though insuffi-

cient in judgment, were deeper in origin. Her resistance to her

mother's and to Mercy's most pressing insistence in the matter

of the Favourite was a resistance no longer even partially sug-

gested to her by others ; it was due now to a full comprehen-

sion of the old King's degradation, and to a formed abhorrence

of the Du Barry. j\Ioreover, when she yielded for a moment

—

as she did perhaps three times in the course of two years—it

was with some measure of thought : she consented to approach

the King's mistress at moments when the ambassador or her

mother had convinced her by speech or letter of an acute

necessity ; but already, in her excuses when she refused, she

began to use the argument of a woman, not of a child—she

pleaded the " authority of her husband "
: it was a phrase in

which she, least of all, put faith !

With this advent of womanhood there came, of necessity to

a character so ardent, fixed enmities. She was no longer de-

spised as a child; she was hated as an adult. Mesdames the

King's daughters, whose influence over her had disappeared,

joined, in their disappointment, the over-large group of her

detractors. The fatal name of " Autrichienne," the foreign

label that clung to her at the scaffold, originated in the drarnng-

rooms of the three old maids, and all around her, as her power

to order or to fascinate increased, there increased also new
hatreds which attained to permanence, because her German-

memories, her eager action, her crude and single aspect of the

multitudinous and subtle French character, her rapid turning

from this pleasure to that, her ignorance of books and of things,

lent her no power to wear these courtiers down or to play a

skilful game against them.

Forgetfulness was easy to her. To help her to forget she

had the intoxication of that moment which comes once in hfe

and is the powerful blossoming of our humanity. Her eighteenth

year, the last year before she ascended the throne, was the great

moment of her youth.

She had not been beautiful as a child, she was not destined

to real beauty in her womanhood ; but at this moment, with

the spring of 1773 and on to that of 1774, there radiated from

her the irresistible appeal of youth.

Paris, which had learnt to despise and half to hate the
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Crown, which had felt itself widowed and abandoned by the

emigration of the Bourbons to Versailles, caught her charm for

a day. Wlien she made with the Dauphin her first official entry

into the city, great crowds acclaimed her perpetually ; she had

that emotion, so dear to women that it will drive them on to

the stage itself, of a pubhc applause directed towards their

persons : the general applause of Paris was almost an applause

of lovers. For just these passing hours on a sweet day in early

June she saw and loved the city w^herein her doom was written

upon every stone, and for these hours the Tuileries which she

inhabited were faerj^ and so full of dehght that she could not tell

whether the air was magical or owed its fragrance only to the

early flowers.

In such a mood, daily drinking in happiness and a certain

sense of power, admired almost openly by distant men and

—

very likely—by Artois, her young brother-in-law, who had known
her all these years, she passed the high tide of the summer
and autumn, and found in the ensuing mnter for the first time

that lively and absorbing interest in social pleasure which very

largely determined her hfe.

Of the balls in which she danced, of the masked balls that were

her special delight, one stands out in history—and stood out in

her own memories, even to her last hour, a night unhke all others.

The reader has divined that the marriage of May 1770 had

been no marriage. It was contracted between children ; and

years must pass—years which were those of the school-room for

both of them—before Maria Theresa could expect an heir with

Hapsburg blood for the French throne. But those years passed

;

the child was now a woman, and still the marriage remained

a form.

From an accident to which I will return in its proper place,

the Dauphin and herself were not wife and husband ; and to

this grave historical fact must largely be attributed the disasters

that were to follow. For the moment, however, this misfortune

did Httle but accentuate her isolation and perhaps her pride.

In her childish advent to the Court it could mean nothing to

her. Lately she had understood a httle more clearly ; but she

was pure ; her training was in admirable conformity to her

faith ; she was not yet troubled—until the opening of that

5
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last year '74, with its gaiety and pride. This season of vigour,

radiance and youth lacked the emotion which has been so wisely

and so justly fitted by God to that one moment through which

we make our entry into a full life. She was married to the heir

of France : her virtue and her pride forbade her to be loved.

Yet was she also not married to that heir, and her life now

lacked, and continued to lack, not only love, but the ardent

regard that was her due.

No Frenchman could have turned her gaze. Between her

temperament and that of her husband's nation the gulf was far

too deep. But one night, late, as she moved, masked in her

domino, through the crowd of a Paris ball-room, she saw, among

so many faces whose surface only was revealed to her, another

face of another kind—a boy's. It arrested her. The simple

and sincere expression which Versailles had never shown her,

the quiet manliness which, in Northerners, is so often allied to

courage and which stands in such contrast to the active virihty

of Gaul—all that which, in the secret places of her German heart,

unknown to herself, she thought proper to a man, all that whose

lack (though she could not analyse it) had disturbed and

wounded her in the French palace, was apparent in the face

before her. She asked his name, and heard that it was Fersen.

He was a Swede, the son of a considerable political noble, sent

here on his travels with a tutor. She went up and spoke to him.

She could look into his eyes and see their chivahy. His low,

handsome forehead, his dark brows, his refined, firm Hps, his

large and gentle eyes completed in detail the profound im-

pression wdth which that first glance had struck her. Once she

had begun to speak to him, so masked, she continued to speak

continually. A boy of eighteen is far younger than a girl of his

age—they were born within six weeks of each other, and he was

a child compared with her ; he desired her, she consenting, and

he became hers in that moment. When they had separated and

he reached his rooms at morning there was ready in his heart

what later he wrote down, that the Dauphine was delightful,

and that she was the most charming Princess he ever had

known. She upon her side had followed him with her eyes to

the door of the great assembly. She was not to see him again

for four years, but during all those years she remembered him.
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This was the way in which Marie Antoinette entered life,

and almost simultaneously with that entry came her ascent of

the throne : the old King was changing.

He suffered : his digestion failed ; from time to time he

would abandon his hunting. It was in the January of 1774

that the Dauphine had met Axel de Fersen. Before the spring

of that year Louis XV.'s increasing infirmities were to reach

their end.

Gusts of strong faith swept over him in these failing years,

as strong winds, filled with a memory of autumn, will sweep the

dead reeds of December. His fear of death, and that hunger for

the Sacraments which accompanies the fear, came to him in

dreadful moments. For thirty-eight years he had neither com-

municated nor confessed. All his life he had avoided the terrace

of St. Germain's, because a Httle lump far off against the Eastern

sky was St. Denis, the mausoleum of the Kings, and he had
not dared to look on it. But, with no such memorial before

him. Death now appeared and reappeared.

Once in his Httle private room—^it was late at night and
November—he played at cards with the Du Barry. They
were alone, save for an old crony of his pleasures, Chauvelin,

which well-bred and aged fellow stood behind the woman's
chair, leaning upon it and watching the w^oman's cards in

silence, his rapacious features strongly marked in the mellow

fight of the candles. Something impelled the woman to glance

up at him over her shoulder. " Oh, Lord ! M. de Chauvelin,

what a face !
" It was the face of a dead man. She leapt

and started from it, and the body fell to the floor.

The King, his age and apathy aU shaken from him, shouted

down the empty corridors : "A priest ! a priest !
" They came,

and in the presence of the King absolved what lay immovable

upon the shining floor, in a hope or wish that some life lingered

there. But Chauvefin was quite dead.

Now, in his last Easter, the dread came back for ever and
inhabited the King. Upon the Maundy Thursday of '74 (it was

the last day of March) the Court were all at Mass, and the

sermon was ending. The priest, strong in that tradition of

Bossuet which had not perished, turned to the royal chair and
related for his peroration the legend of an ancient curse :

" Forty

days, and Nineveh shall be no more." All the Court heard it
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and forgot it before the chanting of the creed was done—but the

King was troubled. He reckoned in his mind ; he counted dates

and was troubled.

The Hturgical times went by ; he abandoned his mistress ; he

Hved apart and gloomy : but his Easter duties were not accom-

phshed, nor did he communicate or confess, nor was he absolved.

Then the cloud lifted and he began to forget, and the tie which

held him to the Du Barry, and which had in it now something

of maturity and routine, was very strong upon him. He yielded

and returned to her where she waited for him down the park

at the httle Trianon. His domesticity returned—but not for

long.

It was upon Tuesday the 26th of April that he came in from

hunting changed. He would not eat. He wandered a httle and

was cherished by his companion, but his fever grew. Next day

he woke to suffering. He attempted to hunt, but his knees

were weakened and he could not ride his horse; and coming

back to Trianon, he groaned with his head in torment. His

dread increased ; but his doctors, who had been long familiar

with his moody interludes, thought httle of the thing. They

carried him back through the trees to the palace, to his own
room in the northern wing, and that day and the next, as the

fever grew, rumours went louder and louder in the palace. On
the Friday, at eventide, as a candle chanced near the face of the

sick man, the doctor looked closer ; and in the next hour, before

midnight, the Princess Clothilde, talking in Madame de Marin's

room in whispers to the Duke of Crois, opened a note from the

Dauphine. She cried aloud : " They say it is the smaU-pox !

"

They dared not tell him. He had the assurance to demand
the truth, and when he heard it he said, " At my age a man
does not recover." He maintained from that moment, through

the increasing torment and disfigurement of his disease, a com-

plete mastery over himseK and even to some extent the power

of ordering the Court. He saw to it that his grandson the

Dauphin should not come near his room, for of all the royal

famihes in Europe the French Bourbons alone had not been

vaccinated. He accepted the services of his daughters.

One thing alone he hesitated on, and that was to relinquish

the society of his Favourite.

He was too proud and too silent a man for his contempo-
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raries or for ourselves to know the full cause of his hesitation.

Passion at that moment it could not have been. The possi-

bihty of his recovery he had himself denied, and his every phrase

and act showed how clearly he felt the approach of death. He
himself had drawn the secret of his malady from the reluctant

Cardinal whose duty it was, as Grand Almoner, first to inform

him of his danger, but whose worldly fear of consequence had
kept him from speaking—though he was urged to his duty by
every other prelate at Court. The King was in no doubt as to the

nature of the soul, nor as to the scandal which, under the special

conditions of his throne, his one great frailty had given. He
knew the Church ; he could not, as might a philosopher, take

refuge in the memory of good deeds to outweigh the evil, or (as

might a monarch of a different civiKsation) in the deep hypo-

crisies which there shield birth and wealth from self-knowledge.

His Christian faith was strong and clean. Yet he hesitated. If

he still clung to the Du Barry, it was perhaps because nothing

was left him in the visible w^orld but the gaiety and the assiduous

care which had endeared this woman to him.

She kept near him throughout the first hours of his malady,

and every evening, when the Princesses had left their father's

room, she would come in by a private further door and sit

beside the Httle camp-bed on which he lay. She overcame all

repugnance ; she soothed his pustuled forehead with her hand.

He felt, perhaps, as though to abandon her was a first breaking

with Hfe.

The aged Archbishop of Pa,ris, himscK suffering grievously

from the stone, bore, not Avithout groaning, the jolting journey

to Versailles ; he came to undertake himself what the Grand
Almoner dared not do—to demand the dismissal of the Favourite.

He was not allowed into the King's room. The group of

courtiers continually present in the outer chamber, the (Eil de

Boeuf, could watch with, much amusement the gestures of com-

mand and of refusal that passed between the Archbishop and
the Duke of Richeheu in the antechamber beyond. At last he

was admitted, but it was arranged that others should be present,

and nothing passed between him and the Eang save a word of

condolence from each for the other's suffering.

It was by no stimulation from without but by his own act

that the King took the last step in his penance. Upon Tuesday
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the 3rd of May, towards midnight, Madame du Barry being

with him, as was her custom, to tend him through the night, he

said to her, in those brief sentences of his which had for years

forbidden discussion or reply, that he must prepare for his end

and that she must leave him ; he told her that a refuge was

prepared, and that she should want for nothing. She stumbled

half fainting from the room to the Minister whose career she

had made, the Duke of Aiguillon, beHeving with justice that he

was not ungrateful, and in his rooms she cried and lamented

through what remained of darkness.

With the morning the King gave D'Aiguillon his orders, and

that afternoon the Duke, worthily loyal although his career was

ended, sent his own wife to take her in a hired carriage, without

circumstance and therefore without disgrace, to their country

house some miles away. It was the thirty-fourth of the

forty days.

That evening the King asked Laborde, his valet, for Madame
du Barry. The servant answered that she was gone. " Already ?

"

he sighed, and her name was not heard again.

Thursday and Friday passed : the first with a rally which

the more foohsh hoped would save the hfe of the King ; the

second with the disappointment of all that corrupt and in-

triguing clique which depended upon his recovery.

Meanwhile the Dauphine kept her rooms. She knew what

desperate court v/ould be pressed upon her husband and herself

were the doors to be opened ; nor did the Dauphin give a single

order of the hundred that were already solicited of him, save

that all should be ready for the whole Court to leave for Choisy.

Early upon the morning of Saturday this seclusion was broken :

long before the common hour of the palace, at half-past five, a

roll of drums awakened its people, and the Princess came down

with all her ladies to see the Sacrament carried through

Versailles.

Between a double row of the Guard, under the great canopy

that was reserved for such solemnities, the priests carried the

Viaticum, and about It in a long procession as It passed were

the torches and the candles. She stood mth her sister-in-law

at the head of the crowd in the great hall outside the bedroom

door ; she endured the stench of corruption that filled the air,

though every window was open to the morning ; she caught,



LOUIS XVI
FROM THE PRINCIPAL BUST AT VERSAILLES





THE DAUPHINE 71

by her tall stature and straight carriage, the scene that was

acting within.

Between the purple robes and the surplices, in the ring of

waxen lights, she saw the old man whom alone she had respected

and indeed loved in her new home attempt to raise himself,

calling: " My great God has come to me. . . . My great God!^^

She saw him with what strength he had plucking the cotton

cap from his head and failing in his effort to kneel. His face

was no longer the face she had known, but crusted dark and

hideous, swollen, horrible. She heard the Grand Almoner repeat

the King's strong phrase of repentance, passionately solemn, and

she knew the voice so well that perhaps she also heard the

mumble in which he urged its repetition. Then the doors

closed ; the Court dispersed. She regained her apartments, and

the isolation and the strain returned. They told her of his

increasing dehrium, of the crowds that came from Paris daily,

of the certain approach of death. So Sunday and Monday went

by—the thirty-eighth, the thirty-ninth day.

The dawn of Tuesday broke upon a clear sky. It was the

fortieth day.

The spring on that fine morning turned to summer, and

before noon the Park was full of a crowd which moved as though

on holiday. The Parisians had come increasingly since Sunday

into Versailles. The inns were full, and at all the tables out-

side the eating-houses of the town the people eat their mid-day

meal with merriment in the open air. Between the Park and

the town, huge and isolated, already old, the palace alone was

silent. There, each group shut close in its o^vn rooms, awaited

—

the one dismissal, another the fruit of long intrigue, another, in

a mixture of eagerness and dread, the new weight of royalty.

It was the 10th of May, and still the agony endured. A candle

burnt in a window above the courtyard. Passing groups looked

up at it furtively
;

grooms, with bridles ready in their hands,

glanced at it from beneath the distant doors of the guard-room,

and saw it twice renewed, as one o'clock and two struck through

the afternoon from the chimes of St. Louis. Three struck.

They looked again and it was still shining.

Within, his head supported by Laborde the valet, his mind
still clear, the old King still attempted with his distorted Hps

the answers to the prayers for tlie dying. He heard them
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faintly and more faintly in that increasing darkness which each

of us must face. ^Vhen the priest at last came to those loud

words, " Go forth, thou Christian soul," his murmuring ceased.

The candle at the window was extinguished. The clatter of

horse-hoofs rose from the marble court and the janghng of

stuTups against mounting spurs. The Duke of Bouillon came
to the door of the room, stood before the silent crowd in the

(Eil de Boeuf, and said with ritual solemnity :
" Gentlemen,

the King is dead !
"

At that same hour on that same day a British man-of-war

sailed into Boston harbour: she bore orders to impose the tax

on tea which ultimately raised America.



CHAPTER YI

THE THREE YEARS
Tuesday, the 10th of May 1774 to Easter Sunday, April 19, 1778

FROM the death of Louis XV. to the close of the summer
of 1777 is a period of somewhat over three years. In

those three years the fates of the French monarchy and

of the Queen were decided. For though no great catastrophe

marked them nor even any considerable fruit of policy, and

though an onlooker would have said no more than that some-

thing a little disappointing had, in the process of these years,

chilled the first enthusiasm for the new reign, yet we can to-day

discover wdthin their hmits most of those origins from which

the ruin of the future was to come.

For the Queen especially, whom hitherto her minority, her

seclusion and the deliberate silence of her childhood had guarded,

the opportunities for action which her husband's accession

suddenly offered were opportunities of fate, and the three years

with which this chapter has to deal were for her young and

exalted innocence of eighteen hke that short week of spring

when seeds are sown in a garden : they were a brief season of

warmth, of vigour, and of clarity during which circumstance

sowed for her in every variety the seeds of misfortune and of

death. All is there : the advent of an uneasy gaiety ; the

solace of gems, of cards, of excessive friendships ; the vivid but

wholly personal, erratic and capricious intervention in matters of

State ; the simple confidence in the policy of her mother's i^ustrian

government and the continual support of it ; the enmities which

all active natures provoke, but which hers had a talent for

confirming ; the friction of such eai activity against the hard

and, to her, the ahen qualities of the French mind—all these,

which the Princess could try to ignore when her husband was
but heir and she in her retirement, appear wdth the first months
of her Hberty as Queen, strike root, and are seen above ground

73
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before she has completed her twenty-second year. And with

these positive irritants their negative reactions also come : the

Court assumes its divisions ; the stories and the songs and the

nicknames begin against her ; the popular legend concerning

her is conceived ; the trend of the Orleans faction in antagonism

to her is established, and a new generation contemporary with,

or but shghtly senior to, her own has become fixed within the

same three years in a direction which—though none then saw

it—could not but destroy her in the progress of years.

To understand in what way the common accidents of that

brief three years' term moved to their great effects it is necessary

to know two things : first, the physical infirmity under which

Louis XVI. suffered, and, secondly, the nature of the Bourbon

Crown he wore ; for it is the conjunction of such an infirmity

with such an office that lends to the first years of his reign and

to the first errors of his wife their capital importance in the

history of that one woman and of the world.

Louis, it had first been whispered, and was now upon his

accession commonly asserted, could have no heir.

When first the mere form of marriage between him in his

boyhood and Marie Antoinette (a child) had been solemnised^

no public and no famihar regard was paid to the relations be-

tween them. The great ceremony was necessarily esteemed a

solemn and irrevocable betrothal rather than a wedlock, and (as

I have already said) it was taken for granted that in some two

or three years the process of nature would continue the royal

line.

But as the Princess advanced to her sixteenth, to her

seventeenth year ; as her upstanding and vigorous youth

achieved first a full growth, then ripeness, then maturity, and

yet provoked no issue, the common explanation of such an

accident could not but be generally given, and the impotence of

the Dauphin was universally accepted. At eighteen, in the last

autumn of the old King's reign, the young wife had stood

apparent and triumphant, clothed with a charm which, if it was

not that of beauty, was certainly that of exuberant life ; a whole

ball-room had been arrested at her entrance ; the crowds of Paris

had quickened at her approach ; the hvely look, the deep brows,

and the full hair tender and vaguely red, which Fersen had seen
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suddenly revealed, were those of a woman informed with an
accumulated and expectant vitality. It was not in her that

the defect could He. Louis, so it plainly seemed, was deficient

and was in title only her husband.

A conjunction of this kind is not uncommon even in an
active, healthy, and laborious hneage of the middle rank ; among
the wealthy it is frequent ; in the genealogy of families which
carry a public function, such as those of monarchs or of an

ohgarchy, for all the careful choice which their marriages in-

volve, it is often present. Such accidents are provided for. In

many cases probably, in some certainly, a supposititious child

is introduced. When that course is difficult or repugnant the

situation is acknowledged ; the consort chooses between her

devotions and a lover ; all the planning and all the necessary

preparation which attach to the succession regard the brother

or cousin, who is henceforward accepted as the heir, and Ms
position is the more highly established from the contrast his

vigour may afford to the defect in the reigning incumbent.

I say such a conjunction i^ of a known type in history
;

there were precedents for action and a certain course to be

pursued. Monsieur, the King's brother, would have attracted

the service and respect to which his then vigorous intellect was

fitted. The Queen's vagaries would have been contemptuously

excused, for she would have stood apart from the line ©f suc-

cession, and her character would have been indifferent to her

husband's subjects. The Crown as an institution would have

suffered httle, though its immediate holder would have lost

personal prestige, had the conjecture of Louis' impotence, vv^hich

wa.s, upon the King's accession, common to the Court and the

populace, been confirmed.

Now that conjecture was, as the future showed, erroneous,

A very careful, sceptical, and universal observer might have

discovered, even as early as this year of Louis' accession, that it

was erroneous.

In the first place the gestures, habits, and character of the

King were not such as should be associated with this kind of

imbecihty. His body was indeed unhealthy and diseased ; it was

the body of a nervous, overgrown, loose-limbed child, inherited

from a nervous father and from an exhausted race ; a body

which nature would have removed as it removed his son's, had
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not the doctors built up upon its doomed frame an artificial

bulk of flesh. I say he was diseased, but not in the manner

then beheved. The febrile attachment to violence, the lack of

humour, the weary eye, which betray an insufficiency of sex and

which we so frequently suffer in pohtical hfe and at the uni-

versity, were quite absent in Louis. Contrariwise he was good-

humoured and kindly (saving to cats), very fond of hard riding

and capable in that exercise ; he was further of an even though

astonishingly slow judgment, and possessed that desire to make

(to file, saw, fit, design, ply a trade of hand and eye) which is

an invariable accompaniment of virihty. He loved and prac-

tised mechanical arts, such as the locksmith's or the watch-

maker's. There was nothing in him of what is nowadays called

(by a French euphemism) " The Intellectual."

Were positive evidence lacking such general contrasts be-

tween what he was supposed to be and what he was would still

have great weight ; but evidence more exact can be discovered.

The letters written by Marie Antoinette to her mother afford it.

Maria Theresa was in an increasing torment, as each passing

month excited her bewilderment, lest her daughter should

furnish no heir to the French throne and the object at once of

her strong motherly affection and of her pohtical scheme should

fail. Her questions were frequent, urgent and clear : her

daughter replied to them in terms which a very httle reading will

suffice to iUumine. Marie Antoinette was young and, as I have

said, essentially pure ; she did not fully comprehend the nature

of a situation which was undermining her serenity and gravely

marring her entry into life, but she was able both to express

her dissatisfaction and yet to assure the Empress upon more

than one occasion that she had at last a reasonable hope of

maternity. These hopes were in each case disappointed. That

such hopes, on the one hand, 'certainly existed, and that the

whole atmosphere of her married life was, upon the other, false

and almost intolerable, depended upon the fact that Louis

suffered from a partial—and only a partial—mechanical im-

pediment. This impediment a painful operation would suffice

to remove ; but the knowledge that it was but partial, the

divergent advice of doctors and the lethargy which invariably

deferred his decisions, all impelled the young man towards pro-

crastination, mth the result that in a few months—the brief
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period immediately and before his accession—his wife had learnt

that fever of the mind which accompanies alternations of nervous

incertitude ; she had weighing upon her a perpetual and acute

anxiety which was the more corroding in that it contained so

considerable an element of physical ill-ease.

The detail is highly intimate and would merit no place in

any biography but this. It must be fixed, and has been fixed

here, first because to neglect it is to ignore the misfortune from

which (if from one origin) flowed the destruction certainly of

the Queen, and very probably of the French monarchy itself

—

a matter of moment to every European ; secondly, because

history has never yet given it its true place nor fully set forth

its nature and importance.

In such a situation Marie Antoinette's quick nature took

refuge in every stimulant ; wine she dishked—it was among
her few but marked eccentricities that throughout her hfe

she would taste nothing but water— but gaming, jewels,

doubtful books, many and new voices about her, violent

contrasts, caprice upon caprice, unexpected visits, sudden

passions for this or that new friend, excessive laughter (and

excessive pique), emotions seized wherever they could be found

—watching in merry vigils for summer dawns, masked balls

that took up all the winter nights, escapades : in a word, a

swirl of the fantastic and the new became for her a necessity

that—^had it taken some one form—would have been called

a vice. Her dissipation was driven, as vice is driven, with

a spur ; it was compatible, as vice is compatible, \sdth her

original virtues ; it produced, as vice produces, a progressive

interior ill-ease. She was a tortured woman in those years.

Children became a craving to her.

One day as she went wdth the lady who was supposed to

control the etiquette of her life, as she went sadly in her coach

along the western road, she turned olf it along a by-lane for

her pleasure, and reached that village of St. Michel which lies

upon the slope of the hiU above Bougival. As she passed

through the village in her grandeur and took the Louveciennes

road, she saw a peasant child and, by a sudden but most intense

and profound impulse, caught it up and said she would make
it hers. It was a little tiny boy, still a baby, toddling upon the

road • it had been christened James ; the name of its parents
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was Amand. The freak was good news for them ; they blessed

her, and she went away. And the child was to be adopted and

brought up at her expense, and she was to watch it in Versailles.

Very many years later his name came up again, obscure, but

fixed, in the roll-call of a battle, and we shall read it once more,

stamped across the strange sequence of her life.

If any one desires to see, in a very modern and tawdry

mirror, what evil had possessed the mind of this well-born lady,

let him watch (from some distance) a certain financial world in

London and that cosmopolitan gang in Paris to which that

world is alhed by blood and in whose support—whenever it is

endangered—they are to be found, for in Paris and London they

are one. With far more refinement and with infinitely greater

variety, she (hke those modern money-dealers) sought in a rush

of fantastic and novel experience to assuage a thirst. They

have no plea save the coarseness of their lineage. She had

for excuse the gnawing of a position which none about her

comprehended, and which she herself, though her body resented

it, saw but dimly with her young mind, and which disturbed

her as a confused, intolerable thing.

From wdthin, therefore, she is amply to be excused; but

consider the effect of her fever upon those who saw her. Con-

sider the effect of this new manner of hers upon the public

function of the French monarchy.

The French have, with their own hands, destroyed the con-

ception of "a king "
: in Europe to-day we look around and

find nothing of monarchy remaining. A few impoverished

symbols, a few indebted, a few insufficiently salaried men, of

whose true character the public knows nothing, afford or do

not afford unifying titles for a bureaucracy there, an ohgarchy

here : in Italy a national name, in Spain a moribund tradition.

But that monarchy which the Gauhsh energy had dra\ATi out of

the stuff of old Rome was another matter ; it was a sacra-

mental alHance between an idea and a thing.

The Idea was that of the Gallic formula " without Authority

there is no Hfe "—for Authority is Authorship : this Gallic

formula also sustains the Faith.

The Thing was one lineage of actual and Hving men : devoted,

from father to son—sacrificed almost as in a public sacrifice

—
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condemned to the perpetual burden of being mixed into this

Idea and of supporting the burden of its intensity and power.

There had descended from the Merovingian and the Caro-

lingian famihes to the Capetian, bearing a power that increased

with, every century, the conception of a creative executive made
flesh ; an executive that should reside in the living matter of a

family of men who should be seen, known, touched, loved, or

hated ; who should rapidly pronounce new and necessary laws,

actively preserve the yet more necessary body of ancient and
fundamental custom, observe in public the religion of the com-
munity, and, above all, lead in battle. That was the role ; that

was the mould. The bond of heredity forced many an incongruity

into that mould (a child sometimes and sometimes a madman),
yet—so short is one human Hfe in the general story of a nation

—the gap thus formed was rapidly filled by a successor, and
the permanent impression remained of a soldier incarnating a

community of soldiers.

This institution had now endured for much more than a

thousand years. This Gallic institution had impressed itseK

(here, as in Germany, by imitation ; there, as in Britain, by
direct importation) upon all the civilisation of the West. It

had grown old, as must all human institutions that have no
direct sustenance from forces outside time ; but even so it

maintained a mysterious vitahty. Its kings were anointed.

It held a sort of compact with the Divine, and in this its old

age was still alive with a salutary if a grotesque publicity.

The ICing and Queen of France were the least protected of

any in the realm from insult, satire, and gibe ; even where their

own law protected them, a general conspiracy, as it were, the

instinct of all society, defended the pamphleteer.

The King and Queen were pubhcly owned : all they had was
pubhc money; all they did they did before a crowd. Every
week they dined at a table in a vast hall. Their nobles stood

by but did not eat—before them a thousand or (according to

the weather) ten thousand of the populace defiled curiously and
unceasingly. They prayed in pubhc. They were expected to

receive in public the applause or the condemnation of all. They
were pubhc for the destruction of secret things, conspiracies,

masonries, Templars, trusts, rings. They were pubhcly ap-

proached by any at random and publicly claimed as the pubhc
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redressers of wTong—always in theory and often in actual fact.

Nay, their physical acts were pubhc. They dressed and undressed

before an audience—or rather were dressed and undressed by

these. The birth of every royal child was witnessed by a mob
crowding the Queen's chamber.

The vast inconvenience of such a part was but one aspect of

its sanctity, and the Crown united, as in the heart of a mystery,

the functions of Victim and of Lord.

Amid the great new wealth of the eighteenth century, and

in the glare of its brilliant new intelligence, it may be imagined

with, what a fence of tradition and precedent public opinion

and its own nature insisted on defending this national centre.

Anecdotes of that rigid, minute, and often inhuman etiquette

are too well knowTi to need repetition here. Two instances may
suffice.

The Queen could drink nothing by night or by day but from

the hand of the highest in rank of the women present, nor could

this last accept the glass and the water save from the hand of

a page. The King must not eat at all until he had performed

an ablution Hke a priest : the vessels of this and the napkin

were sacred ; rather than put them to a profane use, when they

had once done their service they were destroyed by fire.

Such extravagances in the old age of an institution lend

themselves to ridicule, as do (for instance) the fantastic cere_

monies of the House of Commons or the comic-opera costumes

of court officials and of peers. But though, isolated, they

present this weakness, collectively, and seen in relation to the

function they serve, such survivals have a meaning, and a con-

sideration of such ceremonial helps men to a comprehension

of the institution it surrounds.

Conceive, then—for it is the note of all this chapter—the

impact of such a mood as that of the distracted Queen upon

such a Court, stiS with such traditions and Hving under such a

bright beam of pubhcity, the mark of a million eyes all keen to

discern whatever trifle was done between mid-day and dawn
Marie Antoinette chafed impatiently against this central national

institution. The fever now upon her caused her always to

despise and sometimes to neglect the rules that were of the

essence of her position. The moral and internal constraint which

tortured her inflamed her to "live her life"; but for those of
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great wealth and opportunity such a mood is and must be

dissipation ; dissipation in its fullest sense : the dispersion not

only of character and of self-discipline, but of responsibihty, of

externals even, and at last of power. It meant, and necessarily

meant, the patronage of those far below her and their consequent

estrangement; the contempt of those immediately beneath her

and their consequent enmity.

Just after the old King's death the Court was at La Muette.

She must needs, to prove her hberty, go up and talk famiharly

to an old gardener like any Lady Bountiful. The old gardener's

annoyance is not recorded ; that of her ladies is. They com-

plained to the King, who was troubled, but who, knowing the

truth, answered, " Let her be."

That same day, when a deputation of the Burgesses' wives

paid her their court, coming from the city at her gate and full

of ceremony, she could do nothing more dignified than giggle

at their awkwardness and at their dress. In the intervals of,

according to each, a pompous greeting, she must whisper to one

or other of her ladies most unpompously ; the very servants

were rendered uneasy by her manner.

In how many ways and how rapidly this mood (this physical,

fatal, necessary mood) was to wear down her position imme-
diately after her accession to the throne many examples will

show. The best and the most general aspect from which one

may first regard it is her attempted immixture in public affairs,

for that also was a fretful and personal thing, part of her mood.

The first six or seven months of the new reign cover the

period which was officially that of mourning for Louis XV. and

are for the general historian of this importance : that in them
was fixed the new ministerial tradition which culminated in the

summoning of the States-General.

This new tradition owed nothing to the Queen. She was

hardly aware of its presence. For her the choice of new Ministers

was a personal and almost a domestic business in w^hich she

somehow had a right (and could find it entertaining) to play a

part—she knew not what nor how. That part of hers turned

out, as a fact, a small part and indecisive, utterly without

plan ; but such as it was it marks her necessity for action and

change, and exhibits her place beside the King. In the intervals

6



82 MARIE ANTOINETTE
of choosing a new hairdresser and a new dressmaker, she

paused now haK-an-hour, now an hour, in the cabinet, hearing

names which she hardly knew, and giving random advice which

must have strained her audience to the very Kmits of toleration.

It was not mere Austrian action. Her brother the Emperor

would often beg her not to meddle ; the Austrian ambassador

Mercy deplored her innocence of affairs and her inability to

follow any one interest for one hour. Her mother wrote affec-

tionately and worriedly, giving her the stale old advice of sup-

porting Vienna—but fearing her capacity to do so. Meanwhile
the Queen herself acted from the simple motive of being seen

about, and added to this the equally simple motives of private

tastes. Thus she would have restored Choiseul to some office.

He came up a month after the accession, and she greeted him
very kindly. He had helped to make her Queen, he was the

traditional ally of Vienna, and though Vienna certainly did not

want him now, Marie Antoinette went by the name and its

associations alone : she judged as a child would judge. The
King, who had no intention of accepting Choiseul, made a Httle

awkward conversation with him, the opening of which turned

pleasantly upon the old man's baldness, and next day Choiseul

went back home, " to see to the tedding of his hay."

Again, the choice of Maurepas for chief Minister, four weeks

before, was not—as has been represented—hers. The King

chose his father's old friend rather for permanent adviser and

companion than as a first Minister—which title indeed he never

received, and that Maurepas entered at all was the work not

even of the King himself but of his aunt, Madame Adelaide. In

the confusion of the first two days, when Sartines, Choiseul,

Machault were all possible as Prime Ministers and all discussed,

Madame Adelaide repeatedly suggested Maurepas' name. To

her and her sisters he was a tradition, part of a time which

these old maids looked back to with regret as the last time of

dignity, before mistresses had destroyed their father's Court and

half exiled them to their apartments.

Maurepas was seventy-three ; he had left office between

forty and fifty, and had done so from a quarrel with the

Pompadour. This alone recommended him to Louis XV. 's

daughter ; that he should have been untouched by the vile

interregnum of the Du Barry recommended him still more.
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Madame Adelaide had known him in power when, as a girl of

seventeen, the eldest of the sisters, she was certain of life, in

tune with her great position, and pleased with all she saw. Now
after twenty-five years, which had been increasingly marred by

a distant and bitter isolation from the Court, his name recurred

to her as that of a fellow-sufferer and a memory of her youth.

Madame Adelaide's devoted service in her father's last illness

(she had caught the small-pox herself in attending him) gravely

increased the weight of her advice. It was through her that

Louis XVI. received the old man, and, once received, he

remained. True, Marie Antoinette had carried the message

to the King from his aunt, but she had done no more

than this.

If it is asked why, with so httle influence, the Queen's per-

petual interference was none the less permitted, and why this

girl of eighteen, vivacious as she was ignorant, might ceaselessly

bustle in and out of the council chamber, the answer is not that

she was Queen—for no Queen had yet acted thus at Versailles,

nor would any woman conscious of power have done so—but

first that her whole self was now restless beyond bearing, and

next that the King was ashamed to withstand her whom,

afflicted as he was, he could hardly propose to command or

regulate. With every fresh opening of the council door she

made an enemy, with none a friend; but Louis aU the while

could only answer " Let her be."

In one thing only during these months had she a clear

obj^t—and that was not a policy : she was determined to be

rid of the Du Barry's name. That woman was far away, exiled

to Burgundy from the moment of the accession, to return after-

wards to Louveciennes, but some of her clique remained, hated

by all the populace and half the Court as much as by the Queen.

With so much support Marie Antoinette succeeded. Three weeks

after the death of Louis XV., D'Aiguillon was reHeved of the

department of Foreign Affairs : the grant of public money
which he received on his resignation—it was but £20,000

—

would seem to us in modern England pitifully smaU, for we
take it for granted that public officials should have a share in

the public funds. But it is significant of the time and of the

French temper that the grant was vigorously opposed and was

obtained only on the personal demand of old Maurepas, who (by
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one of those coincidences so frequent in aristocracies) happened

to be the uncle of this his chief pohtical opponent.

Here was Marie Antoinette's one success. The Austrian

Court and Embassy had desired to keep D'Aguillon—^he could

be played upon, Marie Antoinette had rejected their advice :

she had gone, day after day, to the King, until he had consented

to depriveDAiguillon of his post—and immediately her deficiency

was apparent. To deprive D'Aguillon was, in poHtics, not

necessary, and, if accomplished, not final. To find some one for

the Foreign Office who should at once be able and yet work

contentedly under old Maurepas was of both immediate and

of weighty importance. She refused to interest herself in the

matter

!

Luckily for France, Vergennes, then the representative of

Louis at the Court of Stockholm, was chosen by the good

judgment of the King, in spite of an impossible oriental wife.

Vergennes, approaching his sixtieth year, tenacious, silent,

industrious, highly experienced, and microscopic, as it were, in

the detail of diplomacy, was just such an one as the French

needed to conserve the forces of their nation, to balance the

smaller States against the rivals of Versailles, and to choose the

very moment for the attack on England which, later, was to

establish the United States. It is probable that, but for him,

in the embarrassment of French finance and the consequent

weakness of French arms, the nation would have fallen into

some German conflict or have been abused before some

German contention. As it was, the French owe in great part

to Vergennes that peaceful accumulation of energy which per-

mitted the Revolution to triumph.

In the nomination of this considerable diplomatic force the

Queen had no part at all.

She had no part in the nomination of Turgot.

It is difficult to wTite the name of " Turgot " without ad-

mitting a digression, though such a digression adapts itself but

ill to any account of the Queen.

Turgot is the name that dominates the first two years of the

reign for every historian. The time has hardly come to criticise

him. Criticism of his faults is easy ; a full appreciation is

difficult, so near are we still to his time, and so exactly did he

represent the spirit which was at that moment germinating in
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every intellect, so active was lie in its expression. The over-

simple economies, the plain egalitarian pohtical theory, the

positive scepticism (the Faith was then at its lowest throughout

the world), the glorious self-possession, the rectitude, j^es, and

the interior glow of the " Philosophers," all the Genius of the

Repubhc was incarnate in this man. When upon that singular

date (it was the 14th of July) he entered the Ministry, there

entered T^dth him the figure, winged for victory yet austere,

whose mission it was to create the great and perilous Europe we
now know. I mean the Republic. Already Napoleon was born.

Marie Antoinette had no knowledge of this spirit. It had

not approached her. She knew vaguely that it was indifferent

to her rehgion (to which the very young woman was already

sensibly though shghtly attached). She knew much more clearly

from current talk that it (and Turgot) stood at that moment

especially for Retrenchment; and that word Retrenchment she

approved, for she had no conception of the sensations that

might ensue upon it to her own life if from a word it should

become a policy. And Turgot himself had spared her sensi-

bihties by doubHng her pin-money.

I say she had no part in the nominating of Turgot—in his

fall she v/as to have too great a part.

B}^ the end of August the new Ministry and its policy were

complete. All the Du Barry gang and all the memories of

Louis XV.'s end were gone-—burnt and hanged in effigy by the

populace as well. In their place sat a Council whose actual

head and principal figure was the young King, slow, large,

assiduous, freckled, pale, in a perpetual obese anxiety, ardently

seeking an issue to the entanglement of his realm ; whose

senior was the chiselled old Maurepas, intensely national, vatty,

experienced in men, but neither instructed nor of a recent

practice in affairs ; whose foreign affairs were dealt with by the

methodical gravity of Vergennes ; whose navy was in the honest

hands of Sartines, and whose finance—the pivot of every pohcy,

but in France of '74 life and death—^lay under the complete

control of Turgot.

I have said that finance had become for the French in

1774 a matter of life and death ; and the point is of such

capital importance to the Queen's story that I must beg the

reader to consider it here, at the outset of her reign.
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What was the economic entanglement of the French Crown

at this moment ? The reply to that question is not part of

Marie Antoinette's character and conduct, but it so persistently

and gravely affected her life and it is so dominating a feature

of revolutionary history that a clear conception of it must be

entertained before any general understanding of the period can

be achieved. Not that the financial difficulty was the main

ca,use of the Revolution—to assert as much would be to fall

into the puerile inversion w^hich makes of history an economic

phenomenon—but that the financial difficulty was a hmiting

condition which perpetually checked and warped the pohtical

thought of the time whenever that thought attempted to

express itself in action.

The clearest background against which to appreciate the

finance of old monarchical France is that of the England which

was its triumphant rival.

The United Kingdom had at that time less than half the

population of France. The territory of England was in much
the same proportion—at least, her arable and industrial territory.

Her white colonial population was larger then, in proportion to

her home population, than it is now, but she had not then the

fuD wealth of India to tax nor the vast revenues now drawn,

both in usury and in true profit,^ from Australasia, Southern

America, and Africa. In other words, the prosperity of England

at that time was domestic and real ; it contained no parasitic or

perilous element which a war could interrupt and a defeat

destroy. This England bore with ease a national debt of over

130 million pounds. She was about to engage in a struggle

which would nearly double that debt, and yet to feel no weak-

ness. She raised a revenue of ten to eleven millions, which in

a few years rose without effort to fifteen—then at the end of it

all she was free to triple her debt during the great European

war against Napoleon, and yet triumphantly to increase, and,

when the war was over, to survive, the only nation wdth a

credit, and at once the bank and the workshop of Europe.

France, so much larger in area and population and inherit-

ing so superior a tradition of magnitude, had all but failed.

^ I mean by usury interest levied upon unproductive loans ; I mean by

true profit the share of produce legitimately claimed by the lender of funds

which have been put to productive use.
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With citizens double the English in number, and with an arable

soil in proportion, the French Cro^^ni could only with the utmost

dijSiculty attract to the exchequer a sum of barely twelve—at

the most, and counting every expedient, thirteen—milhon pounds

from the national income. Briefly, England could support with

ease a larger debt than could this neighbouring nation twice

her size ; England could spend with prodigahty as much as that

nation was compelled to spend with parsimony; and England

could raise without effort a revenue aheady equal, soon to be

superior, to that which the rival government could but barely

extract from its subjects.

Nor does this comparison exhaust the contrast between

financial health and disease upon either side of the Channel.

England thus prosperous was increasingly at ease. France thus

exhausted was increasingly embarrassed. Deficit followed

deficit ; that expenditure should exceed revenue had become a

normal annual incident pubhcly discounted, nay, a sort of fixed

ratio appeared between what should be and what was the income

of the government, and the expenditure exceeded revenue with

a solemn regularity much in the proportion of forty-four to

thirty-seven. In the American War, which either nation was

approaching, England, defeated, was to incur 170 milhon of

debt and yet to emerge, a few years after the defeat, financially

stronger than ever in the Wars of the Revolution. France,

victorious, was to incur but a third of that habihty, and yet

in the Revolution France was compelled to declare herself in-

solvent.

Why did so startUng a contrast appear ? To us to-day it is

almost inconceivable. The French are now somewhat less in

population than the Enghsh, they pretend to no serious empire

beyond the Mediterranean, yet they raise for national purposes

a larger revenue, and they raise it with far greater facihty ; they

support a debt double our own, without troubhng the least guUible

and most thrifty investing pubhc in Europe. Considerable addi-

tions to their total habihty hardly affect their credit, when ours

falls by a fifth of its index upon the issue of 150 milhons. The

value of their agricultural land rises rapidly as does that of

their urban ; they find pubhc money for enterprises which we
starve or neglect. Their universities, though dependent on pubhc

funds, abound ; their national church, deprived of official assist-
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ance, flourishes on but a fraction of their surplus wealth ; their

historical buildings are kept up in magnificence upon public

funds. It is difficult, I say, for an Englishman to try to

appreciate the overwhelming economic advantage which, under

George III., England enjoyed over the Bourbons, who were her

rivals ; because in the course of a century, and especially of the

present generation, the tables have been turned. It is England

now that is in doubt as to her financial position and her fiscal

methods. It is in England that money is lacking for necessary

social reforms. It is English credit which fluctuates with

violence, and English direct taxation which is strained to

breaking-point.

In the time of which I write all these perils and disadvan-

tages attached to France and to France alone. The France

which England faced in the great struggle was a France labour-

ing in anxiety for monej^, and the cause of that increasing

pressure is apparent to History : the method of pubhc economics

had failed in France then as perhaps it is now failing here in

England.

Men inherit, and of necessity every generation is shut in

mth custom. Who would in England to-day dream of taxing

the mass of Englishmen—or rather, of taxing them directly and

to their owti knowledge ? The very idea is laughable ! There

may be coming into a coal-miner's cottage in Durham twice the

income of a clerk, but who would dare send in an assessment or

talk of a shilling in the pound ? The clerk must pay ; the miner

go free—for such is the tradition of the Fisc. Who would rate

the houses of the wealthiest class as the houses of the middle

class are rated ? It would seem madness. So, but in a more

acute fashion, did the financial system of France suffer at the

end of the eighteenth century. Its data, its conventions were

those of an older state of society long departed. It pre-

supposed the manor, and the manor Avas dead ; it presupposed

the self-contained countryside at a moment when the various

provinces of the whole State had long been intimately bound

together by commerce and when strong international links of

exchange had already begun to arise. The evil was a fiscal

system out of touch ^vith the realities of the time. The

remedy was a violent and rapid remodelling of that system.

All could perceive the evil, many the remedy ; but custom and
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the collective force of private avarice in the individual minds

checked, and checked sharply, ^^dth the bhnd control of a

natural force, all reform that attempted to act and to do. The

attempt at reform was baulked, as a natural force baulks human
purpose, by a million atomic actions. The milhon separate in-

terests refused it.

For such an attempt, for such audacity, Turgot with his

austere, convinced, and isolated mind ^vsiS better suited than

any other man
;
yet even he in a very few months had refused

to level the hard-grained social knots which blunted every tool

of the reformer who would level the inequalities of the State.

Within two years his attempt had failed and he had resigned

—

but while the resistance of the tax-payer counted for much in

his resignation, the increasing ill-balance of his young Queen

counted for more.

During the first part of his administration of finance Marie

Antoinette's ill-balance was not so marked as to give promise

of what was to come. No folly, no conspicuous extravagance

marred the first weeks of her reign—her inchoate and girlish

irruptions into the Council were alone of ill-omen; but as

the new Court settled doTVTi into its stride, accumulated its

first traditions and began to take on a character of its o^\^l,

her aspect in the pubhc eye was daily fixed with greater

clearness, and the impression so conveyed to a nation already

in rapid transition was a further element of irritation and

confusion.

For the permanently present threat of poverty and embar-

rassment, which mth every year corroded more and more deeply

the pubhc service and rendered less and less stable the general

equihbrium of the State, lent to the habits the Queen was about

to form, and still more to the public exaggeration of those

habits, a gravity they could never otherwise have assumed. It

was part of her lot that she could not, from the very nature of

her position, understand the relationship between her petty

extravagances and the popular ill-ease.

She was right. Her extravagance, such as it was, came
slowly—nay, though that extravagance was a proof of excess

in her character, it was never really excessive in amount ; the

sums we mention when we speak of it are trifling when we
compare them wdth the financial debauchery of our own age.
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Why, that whole annual increase in her allowance which Turgot

has been blamed for making would not have paid for one night's

riot in the house of some one of our London Jews. Even when

her expenses did exceed the hmit she should have set upon them

;

even when, as month followed month, the love of jewellery and

the distraction of cards involved her in private debt, the sums

so wasted in a whole year were not what some of our moderns

have scattered in a few days. Her total debts after two years

were less than £20,000 ! Moreover, careless and wasteful as the

girl was for those well-ordered times, her excesses never bore an

appreciable proportion to the scale of the pubHc embarrass-

ment. Her difficulties were never so great but that the sale of

a farm or two could meet them. Had the Bourbon Crown
enjoyed private as well as a public revenue, her lack of

economy and of order would perhaps never have been

heard of.

But it is the characteristic of any morbid condition that the

shghtest irritant produces an effect vastly beyond its due conse-

quence. The financial embarrassment from which the Kingdom
suffered may or may not have been rehevable by the plain and

harsh methods of Turgot—it is a question to which I mil

return—but even if they were so rehevable, their immediate

apphcation could not but be an aggravation of popular suffer-

ing ; and just in the years when increasing economic difficulty

and sharp economic remedies for it were catching the pubhc

between two millstones of poverty below and retrenchment

above, the populace had presented to them, upon a pinnacle

whence she could be observed on every side, a young woman
who in some sense summed up the State, and yet who, in mere

externals at least, showed a grooving disregard for method and a

pursuit of every emotion that might distract her from what the

French thought the duty, but w^hat she knew to be the tragedy,

of her marriage.

The mourning of the Court forbade display until the autumn
of 1774, and though with the autumn and the ^vinter there was

some relaxation of ancient rules and some revolt already

observable upon Marie Antoinette's part against the fixed and

inherited rules of her station, yet there was nothing which had

yet seized the popular imagination nor even gravely affected

her position ^\dthin the narrow circle of her equals. It was not
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until the next year, 1775, that the error and the misfortune

began.

It had long been intended that her brother, the Emperor
Joseph, should visit France, and by his more active character

persuade Louis XVI. to an operation which he perpetually

postponed. The repeated adjournment of this visit (which

was to resolve so many doubts) was among the fatal elements

of the Queen's early life. In the place of that sovereign, the

youngest child of the Hapsburgs, MaximiMan, little more than

a boy, fat, and what would have been caUed in a lower rank

of society deficient, waddled into the astonished Court at La
Muette in the opening of February.

The accident of his arrival did neither the Queen nor the

Court any great hurt among the crowds of the capital. His

starthng ignorance and heavy lack of breeding amused the

crowd ; they were glad to repeat the amusing anecdotes of his

awkwardness as later in their Republican armies they were glad

to caricature his obesity when he had achieved the ecclesiastical

dignity of a princely archbishopric. But among her intimate

equals the visit was disastrous. Tlie Princes of the Blood

insisted upon receiving his call before they paid their court to

him, since he was travelling incognito. It was a point (to

them) of grave moment. The Queen rubbed it in with spirit.

She would not let him pay such a call. She told them that her

brother " had other sights to see in Paris and could put off

seeing the Princes of the Blood." The King stood by during the

quarrel, irresolute, upon the whole supporting his wiie. The
King's brothers for the moment supported her also ; but the

kernel of the affair lay in her disregard of inherited tradition, in

her contempt for those fine shades of mutual influence and
deference which to the French are all important indications of

authority, but which to her were meaningless extravaganzas of

parade. Chartres, during the progress of what he thought an
insult, she a piece of common sense, deliberately left the Court,

pubhcly showed himself in Paris, and was applauded for his

spirit.

This wilfulness, this picked quarrel, sprang from the same
root as, and was similar to, whatever other fevers disturbed her

entry into her twentieth year.

The Queen had conceived a violent affection for the Princesse
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de Lamballe, a young woman of the Blood, but Piedmontese, the

widow of a debauchee—a simpering, faithful, stupid, sentimental

and most unfortunate young woman, often gushing in her joy,

next, in grief, wringing her enormous hands. It was an attach-

ment almost hysterical and subject to extreme fluctuations.

The Queen had conceived a second attachment, with the opening

of this year 1775, for another woman, as good-natured indeed,

but more solid and more capable of intrigue than Madame de

Lamballe, the Comtesse de Polignac. In the empty society of

the one, in the full and babbling coterie of the other, Marie

Antoinette expended the greater part of her energy. Finding

to hand, as it were, the Guemenees (and Madame de Guemenee

constitutionally fixed as " Governess to the children of France
"

—children that did not exist), she plunged also into the Guemenee

set, and there she discovered, for the first time in her young

life, a powerful drug for the stimulation of whatever in adven-

turous youth has been wounded by disappointment and youth's

hot despair—gambling. The gambling took root quickly in this

girl who hated wine and had desired so much of Mfe. It was

large in '75; in '76 it was to be ruinous to her watched and

doled allo^i^ance.

Meanwhile the tailors and the milhners and all the ruck of

parasites were taking advantage of the new reign to play

extravagant experiments in fashion, to build fantastic head-

dresses and to load humanity with comic feathers. She did not

create such novelties, but she was willing to follow them.

The young bloods, in one of those recurrent fits of Anglo-

mania to which the wealthy among the French are subject,

must introduce horse-racing. She passionately approved. It

gave her gambhng the familiarity or lack of restraint which she

was determined to breathe for the solution of her ills ; it gave

her the feeling of crowds about her, of pulse and of the flesh.

Young Artois, the youngest of the King's brothers, because

he was the most vivacious of those nearest her, must be her

constant companion. Mercy noted his " shocking famiharity "
;

he feared that scandals would arise. . . . They did.

Again, as the new reign advanced, her unpolitical and most

unwise concern for personalities showed more vividly than ever.

Because the ambassador in London was in her set she must take

up his cause with a sort of fury, when he was accused of abusing
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his position for the purposes of commerce. He was acquitted,

but, much more than the trial or any of its incidents, the

open and passionate attitude of the Queen struck the society

of the time. So in the very moment of the coronation she

again openly received Choiseul, though she knew that he could

never return to Court, that her mother and all Austria dis-

approved.

Much worse than all of these, the constant jar upon her nerves

broke down a certain decent reticence, the barrier of silence, which

should, always in a woman of her age, and doubly in a woman of

her position, be absolutely immovable. She publicly ridiculed

the painful infirmity of the King. Her sneers at his incapacity

were repeated ; they crept into mahcious, unprinted songs ; she

permitted herself similar confidences, or rather publicities, in her

correspondence ; she Awote them with her own hand, and there

is Kttle doubt that others besides those to whom they were

addressed saw that writing. He, poor man, went on painfully

with his duty, hour by hour in his councils, considering the

realm, distantly fond of her, but necessarily feeling in her

presence that mixture of timidity, generosity and shame, the

secret of which was no longer private to his wiie and him, but,

through her lack of elementary disciphne, spreading grotesquely

abroad in an exaggerated and false rumour to the world.

So much had been accomplished by her own character and

destiny when a full year had passed after the old King's death.

She had made the Crown a subject of jest, her character suspect,

her husband, that is, the foundation of her own title, ridiculous,

when the date had arrived in the summer of '75 for the solemn

coronation of Louis at Rheims.

Mercy, with an inspiration sharper than that which diplomats

commonly enjoy, had suggested her coronation side by side

with that of the King. Such a ceremony might have retrieved

much. Precedent was against it, but after so very long an

interval precedent was weak ; at best it could but have afforded

a spiteful and small handle for the enmities which Marie

Antoinette had already aroused. She had but to insist, or

rather only to understand, and her fate would have halted.

She was indifferent. The miraculous moment when high cere-

monial and the subtle effect of historic time combined to impress

and to transform the French nation, the moment of the unction
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of the King, found her nothing more than the chief spectator in

the gallery of the Cathedral transept looking down upon all that

crowd of peers and officers whose position in the ceremony was

exactly fixed.

She had come in to Rheims the night before under a brilliant

moon, driving in her carriage as might any private lady. The
" chic " of such an entry pleased her. She had allowed the

King to precede her by some days, and whatever magic attached

to the ritual descended upon him alone, and left her unsup-

ported for the future. Her letter to her mother, written upon

the morrow of the occasion, shows how little she knew what she

had missed. The Court returned to Versailles, the careless

vigour of her hfe was renewed, the thread of her exaggerated

friendships and her exaggerated repulsions was caught up again.

When her young sister-in-law was married a few weeks later

to the heir of Piedmont and Savoy, she did not conceal her

rehef at the departure from her Court of this child, with whom,

for some reason or another, she could not hit it off. When
Madame de Dillon, with her Irish beauty, passed through the

Court, that lady moved Marie Antoinette to yet another violent

friendship—^luckily of short duration. As for the Princesse de

Lamballe, she had already revived for her the post of Super-

intendante of the Queen's Household (a post that had not

existed for thirty years), and later she insisted upon there being

attached to it the salary (which France imagined enormous) of

£6000 a year.

It is of great interest to note that pubhc dissipation or

abandon of this kind, glowing famiharities, long-lit and brilhant

nights, an ardent pursuit of what had become to her a very

necessity of change—all, in a word, that was beginning to fix

her subjects' eyes upon her doubtfully, and not a little to offend

the mass of the nobihty around her, all that was found in her

insufficient to the niceties and balance of the French temper,

was easily excused by foreign opinion. Just that something

which separates the French from their neighbours was lacking

to the foreign observance of this foreign woman. Her carriage,

which to the French was a trifle theatrical, seemed to foreigners

queenly ; her lively temper, which the French had begun to

find forward, was for the foreigner an added charm.

There is no need to recall the rhetoric of Burke, for Burke
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was not by birth or training competent to judge ; but Horace

Walpole, who was present that very summer at the Court of

Versailles, and saw the Queen in all her young active presence

at her sister-in-law's wedding-feast, Avrites with something of

sincerity, and, what is more, with something for once of heart

in his words. He thinks there never was so gracious or so

lovely a being.

One judgment I, at least, would rather have recovered than

any of theirs. It has not been communicated. I mean that of

Doctor Johnson. For Doctor Johnson some months later stood

by the side of his young girl friend, behind the balustrade at

Fontainebleau, watching curiously with his aged and imperfect

eyes this young Queen at the public ceremony of the Sunday

Feast. The old, fat, wheezy man, who now seems to us England

incarnate, stood there in the midst of the public crowd behind

the raihng, blocking its shufHing way as it defiled before royalty

dining, and took in all the scene. The impression upon a man
of such philosophy must have been very deep. I beheve we

have no record of that impression remaining.^

Though Marie Antoinette's carriage and her manner had

founded of her so beneficent a legend abroad and had begun

in her new home so much of her future disaster, with those

who knew her most intimately and who were of her own blood,

with the Hapsburgs of Vienna, her conduct, certainly not

queenly, seemed not even tragic. They scolded sharply, and

the Emperor, her brother, crowned a series of violent notes

by one so violent that Maria Theresa kept it back. To her

childlessness (which was for them a fault in her), to her conduct

(which her own family who had known her as a child exag-

gerated at such a distance) was added the exasperation of

remembering that with some elementary caution she might

have acted as the agent of the allied Austrian Court whose

daughter she was ; they were angered in Vienna to see that,

instead of so acting, she wasted her position in private spites

and private choices.

In fine, when the Day of the Dead came round and the leaves

^ The life of Doctor Johnson has become an object of such wide

national study that more than one reader may be acquainted with his judg-

ment of the scene. If it exists, it should be published to the advantage

of history.
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of '75 were falling, she could look back from her twentieth

birthday to her accession, and the view was one of eighteen

months of mental chaos wherein one emotion rapidly succeeded

another, each sought for the purposes of distraction and oblivion,

and of feeding in some sort of firework way that appetite for

hfe which Louis could not nourish with a steady flame. With

the next year further elements were to be added to those

existing elements of dissipation. The foundations of the future

which she had already levelled out were to be strengthened.

The public judgment of her was to become more apparent,

and the legend which at last destroyed her was to take a

firmer root.

The year 1776, for ever famous in the general history of the

world, was the cUmax and the turning-point of this early

exuberance and excess. In its first days, during the hard winter

which marked the turn of the year, she had begun amusements

which for the first time permitted her to cross the barrier which

divides the reproach of one's intimates from public scandal.

Her play had groT^ai from mere extravagant gambling to danger-

ous indebtedness, and she had been bitten by the love of jewels,

especially of diamonds. In this year, too, the simple and some-

what empty friendship which she still shghtly bore to Madame
de Lamballe was finally replaced by more violent caprices

;

she began to associate with the powerful Guemenees, with the

gentle but subtle and intriguing Countess of PoHgnac.

Her indiscretion rose continually. In February she was seen

with the Princesse de Lamballe whirhng over the snow into

Paris, mthout an escort, as a private woman might, to the

disgust and the hatred of the crowd.

The exhilaration of the cold—for her who was from Vienna

—

the exhilaration of her twentieth year, her love of merry domina-

tion over the timid httle tall companion, whom she was so soon

to abandon, drove her from audacity to audacity. Her sledges,

which had been but a domestic scandal at Versailles, dared to

reach Sevres, St. Cloud ; they crossed the river, because the

hunting wood of Boulogne invited them. Upon one fatal

morning she traversed that last screen and shot through Paris

on her shining toy.

The sledge was daringly, impudently alone. There was no

guard, no decent covering for royalty, no dignity of pace or
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even of ornament ; its pace was a flash, and its higii gilding a

theatrical decor ; mixing with that flash and that gilding was

the janghng of a hundred little bells.

The streets were all aghast at such a sight. Sevres and the

villages round Versailles had stared, bewildered, to see a Queen

go by in such a fashion ; but Paris was too great to be merely

bewildered, and Paris grew angry, as might an individual at a

personal insult offered.

The next month saw her first reckless purchase of gems
;

she pledged her name for £16,000, and acquired in exchange of

that debt diamonds not only expensive beyond the means

of her purse, but unworthy of her rank and of the traditions

of her office.

To such folHes she added her personal interference in the

matter of Turgot. That bright-eyed, narrow, intelhgent, and

most un-Christian man had missed the problem ready to his

hands. In time of war, with a good army and a soldier behind

him, he might have solved it ; in a time of luxury, misery, and

peace he could not. In the very days when he was propound-

ing his theories of unfettered exchange and of direct taxation

for the salvation of the Monarchy, the harvest of '75 had failed.

In the one exceptional moment of famine when interference

with trade was certainly necessary to French markets, his free

trade doctrine was imposed. A popular hatred rose against

him, and he was hated not only by the populace, who felt the

practical effects of his economic idealism, but by the rich

handful who were still devout and who could not tolerate his

contempt for the Faith, by the corrupt who could not tolerate

his economy, and by the vivacious who could not tolerate his

sobriety. His rapid and fundamental reforms, moreover, were

opposed by the Parlement of Paris ^ as by a wall. They refused

to register the edicts. He had still great influence with the

King, though hardly with any other effective power in the State,

and in the month of March the King in a Bed of Justice

compelled the Parlement to register Turgot's decrees and give

K It should be made clear, though it is elementary, that the Parlement

of Paris, by nature a supreme court of law, exercised also the anomalous

but traditional function of registrar of royal decrees. Nor was a law a

law until this body had consented to enroll it or had been overcome by

a grave, rare and solemn public ritual of the King's called "a Bed of

Justice."
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them the force of law. It registered them ; but none the less

Turgot was doomed-

Mercy, who saw very clearly that the man must go, but who
also saw clearly the extreme danger that the Queen ran in

taking upon herself any part in his going, did all that his

influence could command to prevent her interference. He spent

his energy and his considerable persuasion in vain. The one

motive force and the only one that could persuade her to public

action had already stirred the Queen ; she believed herself to

have received a^ personal affront ; the Cabinet had recalled a

favourite in her set from the Embassy of St. James's. The

girl was determined upon revenge, and because Turgot as

Comptroller-General showed most prominently in the Cabinet,

it was upon Turgot that her wrath fell, or rather it was Turgot

falHng from power whom she precipitated by her final influence.

Upon the 10th of May, Guines, whom the Cabinet had recalled

from London, was raised to a Duchy in a pubhc note ; by the

12th, Maurepas had told the Comptroller-General that his office

was vacant, and Marie Antoinette talked wildly of sending him

to the Bastille.

There was at this time in Paris a man called Necker, with

whom history would have little concern had not the accident

of the Revolution later thrown his undetermined features into

the limelight. He was a product of Geneva, a money-dealer

therefore, and a Calvinist by birth and trade—in no way by

individual conviction, for his energies had long been directed to

the accumulation into his own hands of the wealth of others.

His reputation as a sohd business man was therefore high, and

he was very rich ; of moral reputation, as the Cathohc French

understand the term, he had none.^ His dealings with the

treasury had brought his name forward, and in a few months,

under a different title, he replaced Turgot at the head of the

embarrassed finances of the country ! . . . Societies in dissolu-

tion do such things.

His conception of reform was what one might expect from

^ His vivacious and ugly daughter was to be a catch famous throughout

Europe. Years later Fersen—of all men !—was suggested to her. Pitt in

'85 had a bite at her ill-gotten dowry. Luckily for the girl, she escaped him,

but she married De Stael, became famous, wrote her lively and didactic com-

ments on the Eevolution, grew uglier still, showed a small black moustache,

at last wore a turban and drove Napoleon to despair.
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such a lineage. He cooked the pubHc accounts, flattered all to

remain in power, was hopelessly void of any plan, and, to meet

the crisis, just borrowed : the first of modern stock-jobbers to

conduct a State, and the model to all others. He was destined

to become a sort of symbol of hberty . . . and therein he is

an example to democracy as well as to money-changers.

To the signal folly of precipitating Turgot's fall the Queen

was content to add further marks of excess. As though her

purchases earlier in the year had not been sufficient, she must
buy bracelets now worth three years of her income—bracelets,

the news of which reached Vienna—and she must give rein to

every conceivable indulgence in the passion of gambhng. All

the world talked of it, and all that summer, as the influence of

her new friends rose and as her careless excitement reached its

limit, the fever grew.

At Marly, during the summer visit of the Court, later in

the year at Fontainebleau, she carried on the scandal. One
autumn night and day in this last place bankers from Paris kept

the faro tables open for thirty-six hours ; they were the hours

before her birthday, and the Mass of All Saints was sung to a

Court pale and crumpled with the lack of sleep. The morrow,

her twenty-first birthday, was sour with the memory of the

reproach against that debauch. The Court returned for the

winter to Versailles, and Maria Theresa determined that it was
time for the Queen's brother, the Emperor Joseph, to make the

journey he had long promised, and to stem these rapids which
threatened to become a cataract in which everything might be
swept away. Her scolding letters to her daughter were accom-
panied by active plans for the journey of her son. She expected,

and not without reason, that that son's advent would change
all, for she knew that he would have the direct mission to

persuade Louis to an operation, to relieve the imperfect marriage

of the burden that pressed upon it, and to remove from the life

of that young wife the intolerable nervous oppression whence
all this increasing violence proceeded.

It is to the Emperor's journey, therefore, that all one's

attention should be directed as one reads her fife from the

closing days of 1776 to his appearance in Paris, after repeated

delays, in the spring of the following year.

Meanwhile that other spirit whose action was to come in
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upon her life, America, was born. The week that had seen

Turgot's dismissal had seen passed in Philadelphia the Pennsyl-

vania Resolution of Separation from the Enghsh Crown, and in

the keener intellectual life of Virginia it had seen produced

upon the same day the first statement of those general prin-

ciples which the Colonies had drawn from Rousseau and upon

which were to be based, for whatever good or evil fortunes still

attended it, the democracy of our time. The revolt grew from

those skirmishes of '75 that had begun a Civil War to the

Separatist decisions of '76; the strain upon England's tenure

of her empire increased,' and Vergennes all the while watched

closely, hoping from that embarrassment to find at one moment
or another the opportunity for relieving his country from the

permanent threat of an Enghsh war.

It was a difficult and a perilous game. A British success

might be, or rather would be, followed by swift vengeance

against the embarrassed and fettered Crown of France. The

Cabinet of Versailles would need alhes against what was beheved

to be an all-powerful navy, and for eighteen months Vergennes

was working to obtain these alhes, in spite of the terror which

the British fleet inspired. This pohcy, whose ultimate results

were to be so considerable and so unexpected, took a new shape

upon a certain day which should perhaps be more memorable

in the history of the United States than any other. I mean

the 28th of November of this year 1776.

Early that morning, the weather being clear and the wind

southerly, a pilot from the rocks of Belle Isle had made out

three ships in the offing, but they were hull-do\\Ti ; later, he

saw one bearing a strange, quite unknown flag. He sailed

towards it. The colours were those of the new Republic, and

the stars and stripes flew above a sloop of war that carried

Frankhn ; she had with her two Enghsh prizes for companions.

Franklin landed. Within three weeks he was in Paris, and by

the first week of the New Year he was at Passy in the suburbs,

the guest of Chaumont, from whose great house and wide park

proceeded the careful intrigue by which the Thirteen States

were finally established in their Independence.

All who can pretend to history have respect for Vergennes,

but that respect is far heightened by the close reading of what

followed.
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Alone of the European States Great Britain could not be

balanced but could balance. Great Britain was secure among
them and their insecurity. Great Britain alone in her growing

monopoly of industry and in her impregnable seK-sufficiency,

economic and mihtary, could not be pinned down into a

diplomatic system ; she alone could afford to scorn alliance and

could in a moment change from friend to foe and strike at any

exposed and vulnerable part of the European group—especially

at a maritime neighbour. The British army maintained a

proved excellence of a hundred years ; it was particularly famous

for its endurance ; its records of capitulation were rarer than

those of any other ; it could afford to be small ; its infantry

stood fire brutally and could charge after losses that would

have been fatal to its rivals ; it had for framework the squires

and the yeomen of soHd countrysides, for material the still

manly remains of a peasantry in the Enghsh shires, the High-

lands, whose native language, diet, and race were at that time

corrupted by nothing more alien than a little garrison. Finally,

there was then available to the full for pmrposes of war the

vigour of an as yet unruined and not yet wholly ahenated Ireland.

A navy, adequate in numbers, but no drain upon the pro-

ductive power of the nation, gave mobihty to this force, the

soil of these Islands fed the people upon it, and meanwhile an

industry, textile and metalhc, such as no other country dreamed

of, supphed an increasing and overflowing resource for war. It

is but a hundred and thirty years since things were thus.

A vast change has passed, and it is difficult for the modern
student, perplexed and anxious for the future of his country, to

enter into the international pohcy of his fathers; yet must he

grasp it if he is to understand what a revolution was effected

by the issue of the American War ; for it is probable that when
the first complete survey of modern Europe is taken, the separa-

tion of the American colonies will estabhsh a fixed date which

marks not only the division between the monarchical and the

bureaucratic, the old and the new Europe, but also, in our

province, the division between what had been England and

what later came to be called " the Empire "—with the destinies

befitting such a title and the colonies to which it is attached.

Vergennes saw that this England, free upon the flank of his

embarrassed country, was now suddenly engaged in the most
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entangling of nets, an unpopular and distant civil war. He
knew that with a Protestant population of her own blood (at

that time the States were in philosophy wholly Protestant, in

tradition entirely Enghsh) would only be attacked by the

governing famihes with the utmost reluctance. There was no

fear of extreme rigours, or of sharp, cruel, and decisive depres-

sion; there was sympathy and relationship on both sides.

Therefore the war would drag.

Vergennes had seen, two years before, the little EngUsh

garrison permitting the inhabitants to arm and drill without

interference ; he knew that opinion in England was divided

upon the rebellion. His whole attention was concentrated

upon the prolongation of that struggle and upon postponing to

the last the intervention of France. His attention, so given,

was successful, and he secured his object.

At first and for as long as might be he would support, unseen,

the weaker of the combatants. He received Frankhn, though

privately ; he refused ships or a declaration of war. Arms and

ammunition he hberally supplied—but he did so through a

private and civihan person, whom he vigorously denounced in

pubhc, who had to go through the form of payment from the

United States, as might any other dealer, and who was very

nearly compelled to go through the form of receiving heavy

punishment as well. The private firm so chosen was " Roderigo

Hortalez et Cie "
; the modern cheat of anonymity in commerce

had begun, and Roderigo Hortalez was, in reality, that same

shifty, \\dtty, courageous, and unsatisfied man who had aheady

played upon Versailles and Vienna and whose pen was later to

dehver so deep a thrust at the Monarchy. Caron, or, to call

him by the title of nobility he had purchased, " De Beau-

marchais."

While Vergennes was acting thus, every effort was being

made at Vienna to advance the journey of the Emperor : post-

poned from January to February, from February to March, that

journey was at last undertaken, and with the first days of

April 1777 Joseph was present upon French soil, and driving

down the Brussels road towards Paris.

But all that while, in spite of his advent, the rush of the

Court had increased, and to the twenty other fashions and
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excitements of the moment one more had been added—enlist-

ment for America. The youngster, who was typical of all that

wealthy youth, not yet sobered or falsified by fame, La Fayette,

was determined to go ; and almost as a pastime, though it was

a generous and an enthusiastic one, the American Revolution

was the theme of the Court in general. It became the theme

of the Polignac clique in particular, a theme sometimes rivaUing

the high interest of the cards, or lending an added splendour to

fantastic head-dress and to incongruous jewels.

And the Queen meanwhile, quite lost, pushed the pace of all

the throng about her, despairing of any remedy to that evil

which her brother was posting to reform.

If Fersen had been there !

• •••••••
Upon Friday evening, the 18th of April, the Emperor Joseph

drove past the barrier of St. Denis and entered Paris. It was

already dark, but the stoic was in time for dinner. He was in

strict incognito, that he might be the more admired, and had
given out the arrival of " Count Falkenstein " to all the world.

He slept in the humblest way at his Embassy ; he had hired

two plain rooms in Versailles by letter—at a hotel called " the

Hotel of the Just," presumably Huguenot ; next day he paraded

as The Early Riser and was o& to Versailles before the gentry

were out of bed : the whole thing was as theatrical as could be.

He wished to meet his sister alone—but he let everybody know
it. He came up to her room by a private stair—and spoke of it

as an act of simplicity and virtue. The man was of the kind

to whom—most unhappily for them and their founder—Marcus

Aurehus provides a model. His certitudes were in words or

negations ; his pride in things facile and dry ; his judgments,

vapid, determined, superficial, and false—in a manner Prussian

without the Prussian minuteness ; in a manner French, but

with none of the French clear depth and breadth. Of hearty

Germany he had nothing; and among all the instruments of

action designed in Gaul he could choose out only one, the trick

of sharp command, which the accident of despotic power per-

mitted him to use over a hotch-potch of cities and tongues.

The task before him, which was the re-establishment at

Versailles of the interests of Austria, comprised two parts : first,

he must counsel or compel the Queen—who stood for Austria at
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Versailles—to such conduct and dignity as would permit her to

exercise permanent poHtical power ; secondly, and much more

important, he must force the King to that operation from which

he so shrank and yet by which alone the succession of the Crown

through Marie Antoinette could be assured.

For the first of these tasks, the reform of his sister's conduct,

Joseph's empty character, without humour and \^dthout re-

ligion, was wholly insufficient—nay, it provoked the opposite of

its intention. The obvious truth of his harsh criticism moved
the Queen, but his bad manners, his pubHc rebuke, offended her

more. His precise (and written !) instructions forced upon her

one irksome and priggish month of aSected rigidity ; she did

but react with the more violence from the absurd restraint.

With the second and more positive task he was more fortu-

nate. His brutal questions, his direct affiirmation and counsel,

his precise instructions, all conveyed in the sergeant-major

manner which is of such effect upon the doubtful or the lethargic,

accomphshed their end. Louis inchned to the advice which had
for now three years urged medical interference; he submitted

to an operation, and the principal question at issue for two
great States w^as in this secret manner accomphshed : it was
the one success, the only one, of Joseph's tactless and unwise

career. It was of the highest consequence to him and his house

and all Europe ; for, his counsels once obeyed, the maternity of

Marie Antoinette was ultimately sure. When the Queen should

have borne a child there could but follow the rage of disap-

pointed successors, a secure and increasing influence upon her

part over her husband, through this the antagonism of the

Monarchy to the nation, and at last the Revolution and all

its wars.

The reader may inquire the precise date of so momentous a

detail. It is impossible to fix it until (if it still exist) the

document once in the hands of Lassone be published ; but we
can fix limits within which the operation must have taken

place. It must have been ^vithin that summer of 1777 in one

of three months, June, July, or August
;
probably in late August

or the very beginning of September. It was certainly later than

the 14th of May, when, according to Mercy, the private interviews

upon the matter between Joseph and Louis were still unfinished.

Marie Antoinette's letter of June 16th makes it probably later
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than that date. A phrase of Maria Theresa's on the 31st of

July, referring to news of the 15th (the last news from Mercy),

makes it possible that she thought all accomplished by 15th of

July. A phrase of Mercy's on the 15th of August makes it

more probable still. By the 10th of September a phrase used

by Marie Antoinette in her correspondence with Maria Theresa

makes it certain.^

Compared wdth this capital consequence of his journey the

rest of Joseph's actions, opinions, and posings in France are

indeed of sHght importance. His affectation of retirement and

simplicity, his common cabs, his perpetual appearance in public

and as perpetual pretence of complaint at his popularity are

the tedious trappings of such men. In some things he was real

enough ; in his acute annoyance with the Queen's set, for in-

stance—especially with Madame de Guemenee, and her late

hours, high play and famiHar, disrespectful tones. He was

sincere, too, in his astounding superficiaHty of judgment ; he

was keen on science, eager for the Academies, and in that

scientific world of Paris which boasted Lavoisier and the

immortal Lamarck discovered that "when one looks close,

nothing profound or useful is being done."

At the end of May he left for a tour in the French provinces.

His ineptitudes continue. He has left notes of his opinions for

us to enjoy. He judges the army, and condemns it—aU except

the pipe-clay and white facings of the Artois Regiment. That

pleased him. He saw nothing of the cannon which were to

break Austria and capture a woman of his house for Napoleon.

He judges the navy after a minute attention, and finds it—on

the eve of the American War !—thoroughly bad. One thing he

does note clearly, that Provence, the King's brother, has been

going through France in state, as though sure of the succession.

After what had passed at Versailles, such expectations on the

part of Louis XVI. 's brother must have bred in Joseph a

mixture of anxiety and amusement.

He returned to Vienna, and bega^n to address himself to his

next failure in poHcy and judgment—he coveted Bavaria. The
death of the Elector of Bavaria would raise the issue of his

succession. That death was approaching, and Joseph began to

intrigue through Mercy, through his mother, and as best he

1 See Appendix A.
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could through his sister, for the succession to the Duchy and for

the support of France against Prussia in his outworn, out-dated

ambition. While he still played with such toys, much larger

forces were ready to enter the scene, and changes that would

make the Httle balances of German States forgotten ; for as that

summer of 1777 heightened, dry, intensely hot, and as all the

air of the Hfe around Versailles was cleared by the new intimate

relations of the Queen and her husband ; as the chief domestic

problem of the reign was resolved, as it became increasingly

certain that the royal marriage would soon be a true marriage

and the way to the succession secure, there had come also the

certitude of war with England in the matter of the American

colonies.

It is upon this latter certitude that attention must now be

fixed, before one can turn to the tardy accompHshment of the

Queen's hopes for an heir. The foreign pohcy of that moment
is essential to a comprehension of her fate, for upon the un-

expected turn of that unexpected conflict with Great Britain

was to depend the fatal respite which destiny granted to the

French Monarchy : a respite of years, during whose short pro-

gress the financial tangle became hopeless, the Queen's ill-repute

fixed, and the Crown's last cover of ceremony destroyed.

I say there had come a certitude of war with England.

Of three things one : either England would reduce the rebels

;

or, having failed so to reduce them, she would compromise with

them for the maintenance of at least a nominal sovereignty ; or,

she would wholly fail and would be compelled wholly to retire.

In the first case it must be her immediate business to attack

the French Government whose secret aid had alone made the

prolongation of rebelHon possible ; in the second case, with still

more security and a still more confident power, she could attack

an enemy which, because it had not dared openly to help her

foes, had earned their contempt and lost its own self-confidence.

In the third case she would find herself free from all embarrass-

ment and at hberty to destroy a rival marine, whose inferiority

was incontestable but whose presence had been sufl&cient to

embarrass her complete control of the North Atlantic and to

sustain—however disingenuously—her rebellious subjects.

In any one of these three issues a war with England must

come. But these three issues had not an equal chance of
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achievement. A complete victory of the British troops, pro-

bable as it was, could hardly result in a permanent mihtary

occupation of a vast district, English in blood and speaking the

Enghsh tongue. A complete defeat of British regulars at the

hands of the varied and uncertain minority of colonists, and the

acknowledgment of American independence by a Britain un-

embarrassed in Europe, was an absurdity conceivable only to

such enthusiastic boys as was then the young La Fayette, to

such wholly unpractical minds as that of Turgot, or to popular

journalists of the type which then, as to-day, are uninstructed

whether in historical or in military affairs.

The middle issue was so much the more probable as to

appear a calculable thing : the troops of George HI. would

determine the campaign, but the settlement follomng the ex-

pensive success of the British army would be a compromise

whereby the colonies should be free to administer their own
affairs, should be bound in some loose way to Great Britain, and

should stand benevolently neutral towards, if not in part sup-

porters of, her position in Europe.

The formula which guides a commercial State such as Britain

in its colonial wars has long been famihar to its rivals ; it is

as simple as it is wise. Though we give it the epithet of

" generous " and speak of the " granting of seK-government,"

while enemies will call it, with equal inaccuracy, " a capitula-

tion" followed by "an aUiance," the nature and purpose of

such compromises are those of a fixed policy and one upon
whose unalterable data the British Empire has been built up.

It was in the nature of things that the British Government
in this summer of '77 should first seek to master the Americans
in the field, next compromise with the defeated colonials, set

them up as a nation nominally dependent, really alKed, and
so find itself free in Europe for the great duel with France.

At Versailles Vergennes prepared not attack but resistance, and
pulled with an accurate proportion of effort all the strings that

should delay Great Britain, on the one hand, and, on the other,

unite into one body of resistance against her the Atlantic sea-

board of Europe and the principal navies of the Continent—that

is, the Powers of France and the Peninsula; the admiralties

of Versailles, Lisbon and Madrid.

As the Emperor Joseph's carriage rolled westward along the
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main road of Brittany, approaching the gates of Brest, Vergennes

was signing for despatch to the Spanish Court that note of his

which inaugurated the active part of his plan of defence against

England. Precisely a week later, Burgoyne and his forces

started southward from Canada upon what should have been

the decisive march of the British campaign in America.

A consideration of the map will at once convince the reader,

first, that Great Britain was in a position suitable to immediate

victory, and secondly, that the military advisers of her Govern-

ment had formed the best possible plan for its rapid accom-

plishment.

What was the miHtary object of the war ? The control of a

seaboard : a seaboard stretching indeed through fifteen degrees

of latitude and extending in its contour over far more than

fifteen hundred miles, but a seaboard only. Behind it lay

districts which for military purposes did not exist—untouched,

trackless, resourceless. The hfe of the colonies, especially their

hfe during the strain of a war, flowed through the ports.

Again, this band of territory ran from a long southern ex-

tremity, whose chmate was unsuited to active work by Europeans,

through a middle temperate interval to another extremity of

winter fogs and rigorous winter cold. A continental chmate

rendered the contrast of North and South less noticeable, for

the warm continental summer embraced it all, and the cold

continental winter penetrated far south; but that contrast

between the two halves of that seaboard was sufficient to afford

a line of social and political cleavage already apparent in the

eighteenth century and destined in the nineteenth to occasion

a great domestic war.

Again, there lay behind this seaboard, at a distance

nowhere greater than three hundred miles nor anywhere much
less than two, that valley of the St. Lawrence which Great

Britain firmly held ; her tenure was secure in the diversity of

its race, rehgion and language from those of the rebels and in

the unity which the admirable communications of its great

waterway confirmed.

Here then was a line already wholly held, the St. Lawrence,

and parallel to it a line already partially held, and alw^ays at

the mercy of the British fleet—the ports of the sea-coast. Up
and down the belt of land between those parallel lines went the
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scattered bands of the rebels. Even their organised armies

were loosely co-ordinated in action and expanded or diminished

with the season.

The obvious strategy for the British was to cut that inter-

vening belt in a permanent fashion by establishing a line from

the St. LawTcnce to the ' sea, so to separate for good the

forces of their opponents and then to deal with them in detail

and at leisure.

An accident of topography afforded to this simple problem

an obvious key : just do^^^l that dividing-Une, which separates

the northern chmate and the Puritan type of colony from the

rest, a sheaf of natural ways leads from the coast to the valley

of the St. LawTence, and of these the plainest and by far the

best is the continuous and direct depression which is afforded

by the long, straight valley of the Hudson and continued in

one easy line along the depression marked by Lakes George

and Champlain. There is not upon all that march one

transverse crest of land to be defended nor one position

capable of natural defence, and in its whole extent water-

carriage is available to an army save upon the very narrow

water-shed where (according to the amount and weight of

supphes) two—or at most three—days must be devoted to a

land portage. But even here, between the foot of Lake George

and the Upper Hudson, existed then what is rare even to-day in

the New World, a road passable to guns.

Under such conditions, even had the rebellion been universal

and homogeneous, the strategy imposed was evident. The sea

was England's ; the English forces had but to land in force, to

occupy one or more of the ports at the outlet of these ways
leading to the valley of the St. La^vrence, and simultaneously

to march down from that valley to the sea. They would thus

cut the rebelHon in half ; the cut so made could easily be per-

manently held, and the English henceforth could operate at their

choice and in increasing numbers from any point of the coast

against either section of a divided enemy.

I say this was the obvious plan even had the rebellion been

homogeneous or universal • but it was neither—and nowhere

was it weaker or more divided against itself than on this very

line of cleavage. It was precisely in the valley of the Hudson
and at its mouth that the British could count upon the greatest
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hesitation on the part of their opponents and upon most support,

sometimes ardent support, on the part of their friends. New
York was thoroughly in the Royal power, and the plan of

marching from the St. Lawrence down to that harbour seemed

certain to conclude the campaign. Leaving such garrison as

New York required, Howe sailed with 20,000 men in this opening

of the summer of 1777 to attack some one of the harbours ;

after a cruise of some hesitation he sailed up the Delaware and

landed to march on the rebel source of supply, Philadelphia. At

the same moment Burgojme set out upon his march from the

St. Lawrence valley to the sea.

Each was easily successful. Washington, covering Phila-

delphia from a position along the Brandywine, was completely

defeated. Philadelphia was in British hands before the close of

September; an attempt at rehef was crushed in the suburbs

within a week. As for Burgoyne, his force, though it amounted

to less than a division, was equally at ease. He swept easily

down Lake Champlain : the American irregulars abandoned the

isthmus and their positions near Ticonderoga, which were mili-

tarily identical with that pass. He pursued the enemy to the

extremity of the water, and on southward up the valley, towards

the water-shed, defeating every rally and confident of imme-

diate success.

It was but early in July, and he had already accomplished

half his route, and could boast the capture of over a hundred

cannon—mainly of French casting.

All had gone well. The news reaching London, reached

Paris and Madrid by the mouths of English Ministers and

Envoys, whose tone was now of an increasing firmness, and who,

in the immediate prospect of success, began to ask in plain

terms how matters stood between France and Spain, and whether

these two Bourbon Crowns were prepared for open war.

Vergennes was in an agony of writing, of secrecy and of

defence, urging Spain to draw secretly close to France that both

might stand ready for the inevitable blow which England would

deliver when the colonies were once subdued.

WTiat followed was Burgoyne's woodland march of a few

miles across the portage from the lakes to the Hudson.

The cause of that march's amazing delay, and of the disaster

consequent upon such delay, will never be fully explained

;
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because, although not a few acquainted with European roads

and European disciphne and arms are also acquainted (as is

the present writer) with the un-made country traversed by that

force, yet there was no contemporary who, by a full double

experience of American and European conditions, could present

in his account the American advantage in such a country at

that time and the corresponding difficulties of European troops.

From Fort Anne, where the last American force had been

scattered, to Fort Edward, where the Hudson is reached, is

one day's easy walking. It took Burgoyne's army twenty-one.

I have neither space nor knowledge to say why : German slow-

ness (half the army was German), the painful construction of

causeways, officers (one may suppose) drinking in their tents, a

vast train, an excess of guns, a fancied leisure—all combined

to protract the delay. The month of July was at an end when
the British reached the river, and, having reached it, the men
were on fatigue duty day after day bringing in the guns and

supplies that had come by water to the extremity of Lake

George.

In this way August was wasted, and an attempt to raid

draught cattle a few miles to the south-east at Bennington in

Vermont was, in spite of the active loyalty or treason of many
colonists, defeated and destroyed—a disaster due to the foreign

character, the small number employed, and the dilatory march-

ing of the troops so detached. It was mid-September before the

army crossed the Hudson to its western bank, where a small

auxihary force approaching from the Mohawk valley was to

have joined it. That force failed to effect a junction. All were

bewildered, and now a heavy rain began to soften the green

ways and to swallow the wheels of the guns. Burgoyne reached

no further south than to the site of a drawn struggle before the

mouth of the Mohawk. And already the American irregulars,

on hearing of the British difficulties, had gathered and grown

in number ; they were at last near double the invading force,

and September was ending. The woods were full of colour as

Burgoyne's httle army fell back—but a few miles, yet back
;

an irresolution was upon it, because advance was no longer

possible, and yet a full retreat would mean the failure of all

the large plan of England. There was a rally, a success, a

failure, and the loss of guns. With October they were beneath
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the heights of Saratoga. Certain supplies attempted to reach

them by crossing the river ; the far bank was found to be held

by the increasing forces of the rebellion.

It was determined to abandon the effort and to retire—at

last, but too late. The road to the lakes was blocked ; more

guns were lost ; the enemy were gathering and still gathering,

a random farmer militia whom such an entanglement tempted :

they were soon four to one. An attempt at relief by the

force down river from New York had failed. On the 12th of

October, a Sabbath, the harassed army reposed. On the 13th,

a Monday, Burgoyne ordered an exact return of forces, forage,

and supply ; some five thousand were to be found, but not four

thousand men could stand to roll-call armed ; not two thousand

of these were British
;
perhaps a week's supply remained ; of

all his park, thirty-five pieces alone were left to him. He
called a council, to which every officer above the rank of lieu-

tenant was summoned, and that afternoon the proposals to treat

were drawn up and despatched ; by ten. Gates, in command
of the American force, had sent in his reply. Tuesday and

Wednesday w^ere taken up in the terms of an honourable

surrender—not exactly observed. On Thursday the 16th these

terms were signed, and on that day, that repeated day the 16th

of October, the keystone of the British plan in North America

had crumbled, and the strong arch of a mse strategy was

ruined.

It was but a small force that surrendered in those lonely hiUs

to a herd of irregulars. The causes of the failure were many,

tedious, gradual, and therefore obscure ; but the effect was

solemn and of sweUing volume. It roused the colonies ; it slowly

echoed across the Atlantic ; it changed the face of Europe.

The French Court, at the moment of that surrender in the

woods three thousand miles away, sat at Fontainebleau decided

upon pleasure.

Goltz, T^^atching all things there for the King of Prussia his

master, ^v^ote (on that very day, the 16th of October !) that the

French had let their moment slip : England was now secure,

he thought—for one of the great weaknesses of Prussia is that,

hke self-made men, she has no instinct for fate.

Florida Blanca (upon the very day that Burgoyne's troops

piled arms) was writing from Madrid to Vergennes that " the
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two Courts " (of France and Spain) " should do all to avoid

cause of complaint on the part of Great Britain at such a time."

Vergennes himseK, gloomily alone amid the fooHsh noise of

Fontainebleau, in the sweat of late hours and gaming, thus

abandoned by Spain and seeing his hopes of a Spanish alliance

going down, wrote (on that same 16th of October, the day that

Burgojnie's troops piled arms !) :
" The Ministers of England

think her the mistress of the world. . . . My patience has been

hard tried . . . true, the two (Bourbon) Crowns must go warily.

... I hope the constraint may end, but I have no wish for

war. ... I only ask that England shall not compel us to do

what she dares not do herself, that is, to treat these Americans

as pirates and outlaws."

In such a mood of despondence and of anxiety the French

Foreign Office awaited the first blow England might choose to

deliver ; in such a mood of reluctance and fear Spain refused

to declare herself on the side of the French should England

choose to strike; and in such a tension Western Europe stood

for one week, another, and a third, when, early in November,

came the first rumours of the truth. How they came it is

impossible to determine. They came before known or common
methods could have brought them ; they came before true news,

Hke a shadow or a presage. On the 7th of November Vergennes

had written to Noailles of a hint of some Enghsh defeat, "not

too much to be trusted." On the 15th he was wondering at

the insistence of the English Ministers upon their Pennsylvanian

successes, at the Enghsh silence upon the Hudson march. As
the month wore on, as the English insistence grew gentler, the

English silence more profound, Vergennes determined his final

pohcy; but even as he was drawing up his memorandum in

favour of recognition to be granted to, and of alliance to be

concluded with, the United States, on the 4th of December,

and before- this document was signed, full news came and all

was known.1 The 4th of December is a day propitious for

arms ; it is the gunners' festival.

The issue was not long in doubt. Upon the 5th the story

and consequence of Saratoga were drawn up and despatched

^ It is important to remember that Vergennes' report in favour of recog-

nising the United States was drawn up before, signed after, the news of

Saratoga had reached Versailles.

8
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on every side. Upon the 6th the fateful document calling

the American delegates to an audience with Louis was sub-

mitted to that King, and he wrote in his little sloping hand at

the foot of it that word " approuve,^^ which you may still read.

Upon the 8th, Franklin at Passy drafted, Deane, Lee, and

he also signed, their memorable acceptance. The days that

followed, to the end of '77 and beyond it, were occupied in

nothing more than the confirmation of this revolution in pohcy,

and it was certain that by the New Year the French Crown

would support the RebeUion in arms.

Such were the three years in which the seeds of the Queen's

tragedy were sown : they were sown deep. The stock of her

disaster was established in a vigorous soil ; but during the silent

period of its growth, before the plant had come to its evil

maturity, a few deceitful years were still to hide from her the

sequence of her fate. For the two glories of hfe were upon her

—

victory and the birth of children.

In common with all her Court the Queen could now, in the

hale winter of '77-' 78, imagine herself upon the threshold of a

new and fruitful life. Her chief anxiety was now dispelled, for she

might await securely the advent of an heir. Her vivacity and

her distractions seemed now as harmless as her habit of changing

pleasures was now fixed ; her casual but active excursions into

pubHc affairs had now in her husband's eyes an excuse or

motive they formerly had lacked, and her pohtical interference,

though utterly without plan, was even destined to achieve for a

moment a pecuHar, if deceptive, success.

This period of her life ends with a scene which the reader

may well retain, for it sums up the change ; a scene which forms

the happy conclusion of so much unrest and the introduction

to a brief, a most uncertain, but—while it lasted—an enlarged

and a conquering time.

The new year had come. The mnter festivities of early '78

were at their height awaiting their end at the approaching

carnival. It was the 21st of January—a date thrice of great

moment to the French people—and the Queen was holding a

ball (characteristically hers) in the palace. There was a fuller

life that evening, in the glare of a thousand candles, than had

yet been known, a more continuous and a more vivacious noise
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of laughter and of music. Paris had come more largely than

usual ; there were many strangers, and the air seemed full of

an exultant conciliation. Upon this joy and movement there

fell a sudden silence ; it was a silence the Queen well compre-

hended and had expected too, for Provence, coming straight

from the Council, had entered the room and had given her the

message she awaited. The message was repeated, whispers first,

then louder and more eager questions and repHes were every-

where heard ; voices rose louder : young Artois openly cheered.

The EngHsh ambassador had turned at the unusual scene

and knew its meaning ; he despatched to his Government that

night the news that the Independence of the United States had

been recognised and orders to the French navy signed.

What followed may be briefly told. In somewhat over a

fortnight the treaty of recognition and of aUiance with the new
Repubhc was concluded. The approaching affair with England

began to equal, very soon it wholly surpassed, in interest and

peril the petty Bavarian quarrel, and though war was not for-

mally declared, French ships were in February already attacked

by EngUsh. In mid-March the treaty was notified by the

French ambassador in London to the Prime Minister of England
;

forty-eight hours later Lord Stormont at Versailles had de-

manded and received his papers. A month of preparation

passed.

At last, upon Easter Sunday (the 19th of April in that year)

two couriers riding crossed each other at the royal gate of

Versailles—the one reaching, the other leaving, the palace. He
that drew rein and was ending his journey bore great news :

D'Estaing had sailed from Toulon with twenty ships of the

Hne, and the campaign was opened. He that set spurs and

was but just beginning his post bore great news also, for he

had upon him that letter (it is still preserved) in which Marie

Antoinette told her mother that now she was certainly with

child.



CHAPTER VII

THE CHILDREN
Easter Sunday, April 19, 1778, to Monday, October 22, 1781

THE expectation of an heir, the Queen's ascendency over

her husband, the promise of adventurous war, proceeded

with the year. Meanwhile the httle business of Bavaria

somewhat marred the hopes of the now renewed and invigorated

Monarchy. It is a business history should make httle of

;

hardly a combat—rather a diplomatic rupture soon arranged-

It covered the year exactly—it was settled with the close of it

;

but it had its significance in the Queen's life, for her political

action in it confirmed and extended the popular idea that Marie

Antoinette was treasonable to French interests in the department of

foreign affairs.

The most apparent thing of that moment was the new
certitude and strength of the Queen now that she was to be a

mother. Her love of change became less frivolous, more mixed

with character ; her old passionate friendships, hei appetite for

colour of every kind—in jewels, in fantasies, in voices—took on

some depth and permanence. Even her interference with public

affairs was no longer the mere whim that had been the bane of

Turgot : it had objects ; those objects were pursued, though

they were personal and unwise. Unfortunately her mother and

Mercy persuaded her, just as her strength appeared, not to the

aggrandisement of her husband's throne, but to the mere fending

off of Prussia from Maria Theresa's land in the Bavarian quarrel.

There arose concerning her action a s^varm of whispers, voices

not yet of moment, though numerous in the taverns and clear

at Court.

The Elector of Bavaria had died while Versailles and all the

Court were in the height of their absorption in the American

Rebelhon
;

just in that last December which had been full of

the first active approach of Vergennes towards the American

envoys. The passing of the Electorate to another branch of

ii6





MARIE ANTOINETTE
FROM TIIK I'KIN-CII'AI. BUST AT VKKSAILLES



THE CHILDREN 117

the family, and that branch childless, or rather lacking direct

legitimate issue, threw the musty anarchy of German archives

open to the lawyers ; they were rummaged, and a dust arose.

The various fragments out of which the old Duchy and the

newer Electorate were pieced together found claimants every-

where, and the two heads of antagonism were necessarily Vienna

and Berlin : Berlin, which would support the heir to the old

Duchy—at a price ; Vienna, which would protect the reigning

Elector for the reversion—on doubtful pleas of inheritance—to

some half of the mosaic over which he ruled.

There was here no plain conscience of civiHsed right against

a northern and blundering atheism such as had earher supported

the defence of Maria Theresa against the too successful cynicism

of Frederick the Great. The ambitions of Joseph were the

ambitions of a philosopher ; they were at least as empty and

by no means as thorough as the soldierly ambitions of his

opponent the King of Prussia : the injury was mutual, the

contempt of justice equal, for Joseph was a pupil of Frederick's

in wrong-doing. To each, however, the complex Httle terri-

torial quarrel seemed of secular magnitude. Maria Theresa was

maddened with anxiety, and wrote, so maddened, despairing

appeals to her daughter at Versailles. Mercy moved all his

persuasion to persuade the intervention of France. Vergennes

as resolutely refused to be involved. England was approaching

Austria, to the detriment, it was hoped, of the Bourbons, the

whole weight of diplomatic thought was at work, and Europe

was warned and threatened mth incredible futures as one or

the other of the two enemies armed for the acquisition of a

titular sovereignty over the tortuous and overlapping boundaries

of a feudal ruin. Such were the petty concerns of statesmen and

even of demagogues in a year when the young men who were to

fight at Valmy were already boys. The poHticians wrangled

over the Bavarian succession as we to-day wrangle over colonial

things, imagining them to contain the future fate of Em^ope.

The Queen at first did little. Mercy complained of her

detachment. She was occupied in the greater matter of her

maternity, passing all the time of the first leaves and the early

summer rains in quietude at Marly ; she would have no Court

about her, and when she wrote to Maria Theresa it was per-

petually of the child. That seclusion and that hope so much
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attached to her the new affections and the new pride of Louis

that when at last she spoke to him, and spoke with increasing

violence, for her family and for Vienna, she largely accom-

plished her aim. She did not intend to involve the Foreign

Office—Vergennes was apparently immovable—but so great

was now her influence with Louis that by autumn she did obtain

a tardy intervention, and until she obtained it she show^ed in

every w^ay her determination to be heard. The first acts of war

in July moved her to countermand a feast at Trianon ; during

August she frequently disturbed the Council by her presence.

In September she put forward an uncertain proposal for media-

tion. It was refused, and her anger added to the difiiculties of

the French Crown. But she did obtain—the forgotten act was

to re-arise, enormous, at her scaffold—she did obtain a subsidy.

Treaty demanded it : it had been refused : the whole duty of

the Bourbon CroA^n was to watch finance—yet fifteen miUion

went to Austria. The taverns made it a whole convoy of gold

;

there were songs against the Queen, accusing her of "paying out

French gold." Older and worse stories about her w^ere revived.

The printed obscenities from London and Amsterdam began

to flow. The set at Court which had called her openly " the

Austrian " before her accession, and since her accession had in

secret still so called her, passed on the term to the street, and the

nickname was common in Paris before the end of the year.

All these things she had forgotten before the winter closed

upon her and her hour approached. They were indeed httle

things, seedlings. Much greater was the coming of an heir—

and Fersen's return.

He had come back late in August. The moment she had
seen him, with his tall, upstanding gait and serious eyes, she

came forward and reminded him (and those about her) of his old

acquaintance—he was a friend. The lad was still quite young
;

here was she now a woman, and the effect of four years, chang-

ing her so greatly in body had less changed him in body ; it had

less changed her in heart. For as the days fell shorter and

autumn lapsed into winter, his rare and brief notes betray the

growing charm of the woman who perpetually remembered him.

All through the months of the cold, through the time of her

approaching childbirth, and through the gaieties of the new
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year that succeeded, he remained. Many noted her visage and

her tone, once especially when she sang and looked at him
during her singing. At last he also—when in April he left the

Court, bitten with the gallant adventure of America, Hke so

many of his rank—he also had understood. She followed him
perpetually with her eyes ; she followed him as he left her rooms

again for the last time, and it was noted that there were tears

in her eyes. ... A wealthy woman rallied Fersen, as he left,

upon his conquest ; he was now old enough to deny gravely

that any woman of that Court had deigned to consider him :

having so denied it, he was gone.

As for the Queen, she vvrote or spoke of him in public

as a young nobleman only, now known and worthy of

advancement, and since she kept the rest strictly in her heart

no emphasis here of that which lay at the root of her life would

give it dignity or value in these pages. Yet throughout these

pages the name of Fersen should be the chief name.

He was gone for five more years after so brief a sight of new
things.

• *•••••«
Meanwhile the Court awaited the birth of an heir.

There was a murmur all around. Monsieur had written

frankly enough to the Kjng of Sweden that his hope of the

succession was gone. The Court was transformed, and Marie

Antoinette especially was a new power : the light calumnies

were grown heavy now ; the revenge for personal touches was
becoming a State affair ; a weight of office was upon her, for

she was now to be haK the Crown and the true wife of a King
who governed, and the mother of a King after him.

It was on the 19th of December, in the very early hours long

before dawn, that her husband was warned : in the forenoon her

travail began.

I have said that the French Monarchy was a sacramental

and therefore a pubHc thing. The last act of its pubhc ritual

was about to be accompHshed ; for the last time it rose to the

mystical duties of its office and dared to mix with the nation, not

as a person, but as an Institution for whom, being immortal, peril

was nothing, and, being impersonal, decency and comfort nothing.

Could it have so dared again it would have been saved, but it did

not dare.
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The populace demanded admittance to the bhth, and were

admitted m the ancient way. The square room in which the

Queen lay, upon a low httle camp-bed before the lire, was crowded

in a moment ; upon the carved marble of the chimney-piece two

street arabs were seen climbing. The market-women were there,

mixed with the ladies of the Court, and a great press of the poor

from the streets had found an entry and were packed also upon

the great stairs outside. Everythins was a-buzz and a-tiptoe,

questioning, cranmg for the news : the market-women com-

miserated and complained ; the ladies-m-waitmg stood silent,

each estimating the event—the change there would be at Court,

the strong place the Iving would now hold. and. above all, the new

power of the mother—the little heir, the boy who should dis-

possess Monsiem-, exile Artois perhaps, and recaptiu:e the heart

of the crowds to the Boiu-bon name.

For some critical moments there was a silence.

Vermond (the tutor's brother), who was her doctor, or her

midwife, had ordered every crevice to be closed. Even the

chinks of the window had paper gmnmed to them. In such an

air and imder such an ordeal the Queen fainted. Louis in a

passion of sense thrust his arm tln-ough a pane of glass and let

in the winter cold ; Vermond lanced a vem, and ^^ith tlie bleeding

and the fresh di'aught of air the Queen returned to life. They

told her that the child was a girl.

There were great crowds at her chtu'ching and some eager-

ness. The Latin Quarter was impassable with folk as her coach

crawled up the hill towards the shrine of Ste. Genevieve. The

square in front of the Cathedral was very full—but they lacked

a Dauphin. The King was glad enough. When, upon Cliristmas

Eve, the child had gi'asped his finger, he had told his pleasure

to all. Her name and godparents, her household and her future

were discussed as solemn things. But in Versailles the air was

dull with anti-climax : they had depended upon, or braced

themselves for, or begun their intrigue against, a son of Fi'ance

—

and none was there.

The little girl who thus ^vas born alone siu'vived. Her

brothers perished—the heir in prison ; her father and her mother

both were pubhcly destroyed. She hved. The country house

of her old age I well remember, a solemn and lonely place, small
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and grey and deep in the woods—long empty. It fell into niins,

was sold for stone, and a road driven over it ; but after nightfall

horses refused to pass the place, and legends of darkness clung

to the last blood of the Bourbons.

It was but the close of January when the Queen returned

from La Muette and her churching to Versailles and the disap-

pointment of Versailles. It was just a year from the ball-room

scene that had meant war with the EngUsh. That year had done

nothing but maintain the struggle, to the surprise and encourage-

ment of the French Ministry ; it had done no more, but even that

was much. The naval actions had been at the worst indecisive,

the English communications along the rebel coast were now in

perpetual jeopardy, and would so remain until a French fleet was

destroyed : none was destroyed. Even an attempt to blockade

the French in Boston harbour had failed, and in November
D'Estaing had shpped away from Byron under the advantage

of a storm. Of all the operations of that year perhaps the most

momentous to history was the chance and inconclusive fight of

July in the Atlantic, for it gave the Queen occasion to doubt the

courage of Chartres and to ridicule it : and Chartres, soon to be

Orleans, found his gromng hatred of her fixed for ever.

As for her, she kept her carnival, the carnival of 1779. Her

less light purpose now earned her reproaches far more deep than

those which had pursued her first childless years; but in her

new hopes she could forget them, and her much rarer omissions

did not remain in her mind. She did not see how soHdly the

foundations of her fate were being laid in the dark, and how
every trivial foUy was her foe; no act of hers proved great

enough to destroy the last effect of these trivial foUies.

She went to the Opera-baU on Shrove Tuesday with the

King—it was a folly (they said) to leave Versailles so soon. She

went without him a week later—it was a foUy to go alone.

That night, her coach breaking down, she must take a pubHc

fly—a piece of common sense. She spoke of the adventure, and

it pleased her hugely, but the populace twisted it into I know
not what adventures, repeated and enlarged in a thousand ways.

When in April the measles incommoded her, she must retire

to Trianon for a month—it was common sense ; but it was
" breaking roof " with the King, and therefore a lesion in the

constant etiquette of the Crown. She took with her her young
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sister-in-law, Madame Elizabeth, whom she had once petulantly

avoided, and now, saner, loved ; and Madame de Lamballe was
there too. It was common sense ; but her absence from the

Court was hateful, was an insult to the courtiers, and the presence

at Trianon during the day of four gentlemen, her friends, was

more hateful still. The hes poured out in a printed stream from

London ; and the Paris coffee-shops, and the drawing-rooms

too, had now woven round her an enduring legend of debauchery

more real than things witnessed or heard. The calumny was

fixed.

If a moment must be chosen of which one can say that it was

the decisive moment in her pubhc ill-repute, the moment before

which that repute was yet fluid, the moment after which it was

set, then that moment must be found in this summer of her

twenty-fourth year, 1779. It was an effect coming well after

its cause : the high tide of a wave that the first reckless three

years had raised.

It may be asked whether, had some shock or some necessity

wholly changed her, had she given up every Hghtness as she had

already given up most excesses, she might not yet have warded

off the approaches of a distant judgment. No, she could not.

The character of the attack upon her she could have modified
;

but she could only have diminished its volume by increasing its

intensity, or its rapidity by extending its already almost universal

vogue : she could not have escaped it. The most sober actions

of that enthusiastic nature would now for ever be criticised.

Had no money gone on shght pleasures, the money spent in

every error of foreign pohcy would have been put down to her
;

every unpopular dismissal she was to be guilty of, innocent or

no, and her name was to be, in every story of intrigue, however

incredible, pre-judged. She was destined henceforward to be

forgotten in victory and remembered in defeat, nor could anything

have saved her save a sudden comprehension of France. No
God revealed it to her, and to the general protest that was rising

beneath her came accident after accident, some hardly of her

doing, some not at all, but every one pointing towards the single

issue of her fate, not one in aid of her.

The nights of August were hot and the early autumn also.

The customary tours of the Court had been countermanded to

save money. The princesses walked at evening and mingled
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with the crowd on the terrace of the palace, where was the band.

It gave scandal. It gave scandal that the Queen should walk

later with Artois. It gave most scandal that Madame de

PoHgnac, with her refined and silent face, her gentle deep-blue

eyes under that dark hair—a type not national—should so

entirely possess the Queen.

The Polignac cHque demanded and obtained on every side.

It was a double evil : a proof to the Court that the aristocracy

as a whole were excluded from favour and that a faction

ruled ; a proof to the nation that, at a time when finance

was the known burden, and when, in the midst of prosperity,

a permanent crisis weighed on the impatient poor and the

public forces ahke, the executive, the King, could bhndly

spend money and endow every PoHgnac claim. The sums
involved in this patronage of the Pohgnacs, as in every

other pubhc extravagance of the French, were small. The
debts of a Pitt or a Fox were far larger, the luxuries of our

modern money-dealers are mountainous compared to them ; but

they fell on a nation wholly egahtarian, unused to and intolerant

of government by the wealthy, and a nation which regarded

(and regards) its government as the principal engine to use

against the rich, not in their aid.

Trianon, not enormous in its cost, grew to be yet another

legend, and that legend was not diminished when, in the

summer of 1780, a Httle theatre was opened there, a httle stage

for the Queen.

All the world did such things ! None could blame her—yet

all did. After all, one great house after another had put up
its show—most of them more costly than hers : but there was in

her gradual extension of the amusement something that aggran-

dised it and made it a pubhc talk ; her invitation to the

great Paris companies of actors, her very seclusion at first, with

its opportunity for rumour, later her open doors, swelled the

comment and the offence of Paris. Paris detested this private

theatre from the first. There was in it a mixture of careless-

ness for the State and of personal abasement which Paris could not

tolerate in a French Queen
; yet how simple w^as the distraction

to her, and how could the subtleties of these Paris critics, them-

selves the best actors in the world, deriding acting and despising

it, be comprehensible to her ? She played on.
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The King came often. He applauded. She permitted—in

this year 1780 at least—no one but the royal family to witness

her from the audience . . . but the parts were many and needed

many players. She made dull Campan, her librarian, manage

for her ; she gave no place in the distraction to those who
thought their presence about her to be a most solemn right

and duty. In the autumn to the acting she must add singing,

though her voice was not always in tune and was often dis-

pleasing in its lack of volume. Stage parts demanded stage

lovers, and, learning this, Mercy in his turn opposed. He came

at her invitation (but he insisted on being hidden behind the

lattice of a box), he applauded her acting somewhat, was

courtier-like to her singing—but he disapproved.

Silent, a Uttle bent, low-voiced, a man of but fifty-three

—

though seeming older—Mercy was now at the height of that

long career during which for twenty-two years he was Austria

itseK permanently present before Marie Antionette, a spy over

her for her mother's sake and for her own, a devoted servant of

the Hapsburgs and Lorraine.

His nobihty was of the Empire : a Belgian from Liege, a

man without nationality, and with no comprehension of the

rising religion of patriotism, he had from his childhood formed

part of that cosmopolitan soldiery which was the shield of

Maria Theresa ; he Hved for that Great Lady w^ho maintained

him in his embassy, and in his manner and tradition he main-

tained the character it had had under his master, Kaunitz.

He had passed all his early manhood in that splendid river-

side house in Paris which the dandyism of the great diplo-

matist his teacher had demanded. His youth—reserved, awkward

and probably laborious—had left him very observant. He had

adopted for life all the externals of the Parisians, but—with

the narro\\Tiess of his profession—he had failed to see that

inmost part of them which was so soon to launch a tempest

of wars against all that bunch of private interests on which he

depended, and to destroy it. The French Crown was nothing

to him, and whether in Paris, at Versailles, or down river in his

great country house at Conflans, the French nation left him

careless. He was lord of a French manor in Lorraine, of

another near his chateau on the river. His wines were French,

and marvellous, and cellared in 15,000 bottles, which the peasants
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of the Oise di^ank for him joyfully in '92—nothing more saddened

the old man in his exile when the Revolution was on.

His horses were superb. Even of coachmen he boasted two
—each beautiful and large ; each equal in domestic rank.

Unmarried, he maintained with dignity an opera-singer of

some fame and of the refinement customary in that trade ; at

the close of his life he left upon record their " close and rooted

friendship."

Such was the man who for nine years had watched his

Princess as she grew to womanhood and at last to motherhood
at the French Court, and for nine years had sent those long,

regular, and careful letters to Maria Theresa which are now our

source for quite haK the history of the place and time. His

hfe also was at a crisis and a change in this year of 1780, for in

the autumn of it his great sovereign died.

Maria Theresa was sixty-three. She was still vigorous in

body, powerful in voice, alert in brain, but for many years a

great melancholy had not abandoned her. She had continually

contemplated her husband's tomb ; her letters to her children,

and especially to the Queen of France, were full at the last of

an approaching silence. The Bavarian trouble had broken her

;

in the long expectation of a grandson to the French throne she

had been disappointed ; the future of her daughter had terrified

her—for she saw the gulf. It was upon the 24th of November
that she felt her fatal illness ; until the 29th she wrote and
dictated her affairs of State, and on that very date wrote at

length to the Queen. Then she saw Death coming visibly

;

she staggered into a chau% and with words of rational charity

upon her lips she died.

It was a week—Wednesday, the 6th of December—before

the news could reach Versailles. It came at evening. Marie

Antoinette saw suddenly receding, as the sea had receded from

Lisbon at her birth, the principal aspect of her hfe. The
memory of her mother, and the constant letters—scolding,

anxious, loving, or imperious—had been her only homely things

where everything around her had been ahen and increasingly

alien. Her mother for nine years, her mother and Mercy's

voice, had been tangible : all the rest was strange. That deep

and inner part which she did not or could not show, which she

herself perhaps did not know, and which appeared but three
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times upon the surface of her Hfe, rose through its eager and not

profound levels of sense. Her whole frame was broken ; she

spat blood. She put herself that hour in black of every kind

disordered, and she met the coming year charged with a sorrow

that could now never wholly leave her. But that year was to

give her the two chief things of that phase in her Hfe—the news

of a successful battle, and the birth of a son ; and a third—the

woman La Motte, through whom the chief of her evils were to

come upon her.

Far off in Virginia, La Fayette lay at Richmond with a

handful of men. Cornwallis made a dash for him and failed,

marched back, burning and plundering, to the coast, received a

confused tangle of orders, entered Yorktown and awaited the

Enghsh fleet. Washington had heard how Grasse in the West

Indies would sail with the French fleet ; he marched southward

to join the French commanders. With him was young Fersen,

who for so long had not seen France and who was there

volunteered for America; with him also was Rocharnbeau and

all his men, and they hurried to victory together through the

wet, heavy summer of 1781 along the Atlantic plain.

Meanwhile in Versailles nothing was toward. The Court had

lost its old gaiety in the stress of the war and of the " economies."

The Queen awaited and implored a son. The Emperor, coming

in July 1781 for the second time to a country he despised,

" found much improvement," was entertained at Trianon, and

went away. It was August, hot, drowsy, and silent ; it was

September, and an intense anxiety for the birth—now at last,

if it might be—of an heir.

And as that September passed, two things came into this

strange life upon which so many varied things arose and joined

darkly in their dates ; each accident was quite unknown to the

Queen.

The first was this, that the British fleet coming up to save

CornwalHs found Grasse already within the bay, was beaten

ofl, and with it the chance of succour ; so that La Fayette and

Washington meeting could and did, just as the month ended,

lay siege.

The second was this : that up in the mountains of Alsace

a lady, a friend, introduced a younger lady and a poor one to

the notice of the Bishop of Strasburg. He was that coadjutor
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to the see, now succeeded to it, whom Marie Antoinette had seen

as a child—the first to meet her in France after her crossing of

the Rhine. He was now the Grand Almoner, and was spending

the end of the hot season in his palace of Saverne. It was thus

that the woman La Motte first touched her victim, the Cardinal

de Bohan. And it so happened that the Cardinal de Rohan,

who had been the first to greet the Queen on her passage of the

Rhine as a child, now aspired to be her lover, or — as his

fatuous misconception of her would have put it
—

" one of her

lovers." She for her part had resolutely avoided him. He was

odious to her. Upon his ambition and credulity this woman
La Motte was to play.

It had been upon April 25 that Cornwalhs in the Carolinas

had broken camp and started northward, to conquer and to hold

the central seaports of the rebels as he had conquered and held

Charlestown. On the 20th of May his two hundred miles were

marched, and he had joined the troops in Virginia.

That march was not followed in Versailles—and even had it

been followed, nothing would have been thought of its progress.

The war had hngered so long, the issue had so dragged, that no

chance could be foreseen, and the tangle of those wildernesses

without roads, hardly with towns, was beyond European

imagining. They knew that young La Fayette was still desolate

somewhere there—they knew no more. Fersen—if more than

his bright image came to her, if rumours of his letters home
could come to her—must have given the woman who remem-
bered him something of his own. lassitude : cooped up as was
that Swede in New England, without supphes, \vithout money,

cursing the Americans, telling the French Cabinet they were

masters of folly, saying the Southern States were conquered

by the British, and complaining with a Northern complaint of

the indisciphne of the French. But there was greater business

to engage attention at Versailles : the Queen was again with

child; and Necker, failing at the vast financial tangle, had
fallen.

Just as CornwaUis and the army in Virginia met to com-

plete the war, Necker had been sent back from his command
of the exchequer to those private and less reputable deahngs with

which the Puritan was more familiar and at which he was more
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successful than in the financing of a mihtary nation. The Queen,

who had not driven him forth at all, who would have had him

remain, was blamed because she did not save liim. The rising

democratic opinion of Paris had already vaguely begun to

favour Necker's ineptitude : he was a foreigner
; he had no

faith (save the Genevese mask) ; but he was novel, he was a

change—he was therefore demanded, and his dishonesty was

not comprehended
;
yet that dishonesty was even then about to

cost some price to the French State, for by his counsel and after

his dismissal appeared that first sham Exchequer Statement to

deceive the nation, to cajole it into a loan, to embitter it for

the future ; and the blame of the trick was to fall on the Crown

and not on him, its author.

It was October 1781 : Cornwallis was surrounded in York-

town : the British fleet had failed to reheve him and the

siege advanced ; the parallels were opened ; they were firing

at six hundred yards, and Cornwalhs still held on. The

third week, and they were firing at three hundred : two re-

doubts still forbade a nearer approach. On the 14th the two

redoubts were carried by the French, and next day came the

storming.

The river lay near a mile broad behind Yorktown : Cornwalhs

might yet cross to Gloucester ; his guns were dismantled and his

force shattered, more by sickness than by fire, but he made
the attempt, and the wind defeated him. Upon that ominous

Friday, the 19th, he laid do\\Ti his arms, and England had lost

the war. By an accident native to fingering campaigns a series

of chances and one coincidence at the end—the entry of the

French fleet—had suddenly determined the issue : the young

Boys of the French Court, heretofore grumbhng and themselves

dishked, were suddenly become heroes ; the colonists, " half

savages," " mostly traitors to the Enghsh," were suddenly

become " the athletes of Liberty "
; many in England and all the

Rivals of England made up their minds that the business of

England in the history of the world was at an end.

It was Fersen, uith his command of French and Engfish,

who had negotiated that surrender. Soon he would return.





THE COUNTESS OF PROVENCE
FROM THE BUST AT VERSAILLES
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At Versailles that October Friday and the week-end following

it were still. For the few days the Court was silent. The issue

of the expected childbirth had been debated or feared ; it was

now not mentioned in an intensity of expectation. The morn-

ing of the Monday that silence continued. The King had

ordered his hunt; four of the carriages had already started,

when he bethought him before he left to see the Queen again.

He thought her to be in pain, and though she denied the pain,

he ordered the Hunt to return, and an unusual rumour and

press at once filled the great galleries. It was a httle after

eleven o'clock when the passages and halls were full of a gather-

ing crowd, and the cold and splendid staircase which made
the royal life at Versailles a pubhc thing, a thing of the open

air, were already crammed before noon by a mob of the popu-

lace ; but this time custom was disdained and the doors were

shut fast. Within, the Queen lay groaning on her pallet-bed

before the fireplace, but there was air around her : no such

press as had all but killed her three years before. Yet that

exclusion of the populace helped to kill the Monarchy.

At one o'clock a Swedish noble, chancing to be at the Queen's

door, was told the nevv^s. He was caught and electrified by it as

though he had been of the French blood. He turned to the

first woman he met and said :
" We have an heir !

" Now that

woman happened to be Provence's wife, and the scene—her red

anger and her disdain, his bewilderment—w^ere taken up at

once into the laughter of the moment. All the world laughed

or cried : it was hke the excitement of a great victory turning

the tide of a disastrous war.

The Queen, when she could speak, noting the silence round

her pallet and hearing the noise without, said faintly and
smiling :

" I have been a good patient. . . . Tell me the truth."

They were still silent, and she was sure that another daughter

had been born, till the King came in and said to her :

—

" The Dauphin begs leave to come in."

9



CHAPTER VIII

FIGARO

Monday, October 22, 1781, to April 27, 1874

THE birth of an heir struck, as it seemed, an epoch in the

evident transformation of the Monarchy and in the in-

creasing position which Marie Antoinette occupied upon

that scene ; not that such a birth was either unexpected or

unhkely. The Court and the nation had known for now three

years that the royal family was estabhshed ; it was certain that

children would now support and surround the throne, and even

in the preceding year nothing but a natural accident had post-

poned the hope of a prince. But the Hving presence of the

child, the founding of a secure succession within so short a

period from the earher disappointment, had, as have all symbols,

an effect greater than that which calculable chances could

expect.

A wide popular enthusiasm, though later it was extinguished,

did for the moment rise spontaneously to the encouragement of

Government, and that initiative which the French had for cen-

turies demanded and still demanded from the custodians of

their State was, as it were, thrust into the hand of Louis.

Of all quahties in ruhng that which this people wiU least

forgive is ease : in their delight at the news of a Dauphin, France,

and particularly Paris, imphcitly urged to energy if not the

good-humoured and slow-thoughted man who was in theory the

whole executive, at least the machinery of which he was the

centre. A new phase of one sort or another had certainly begun.

Sudden causes of change are never unaccompanied by coin-

cidence ; alHed forces invariably converge upon the main cause

of change and unite for a common effort. Three such advancing

supports synchronised in these last months of 1781—the new
aspect of the Austrian AUiance, the success in America, and the

death of old Maurepas, who since the accession of Louis XVI.

had presided at the Council. Each of these accidents was
130
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singly powerful ; in their combination they were irresistible ; and

a moment of opportunity, to which a man of rapid decision might

have given great effect, was apparent even to Louis in the

close of that year.

The result of Maria Theresa's death and of Joseph II. 's un-

controlled power in Austria had now matured. The naif but

persistent enmity of the Emperor towards the Faith—whose

doctrines were in his httle vision as barbaric as the Gothic archi-

tecture, and whose rapid ehmination from European culture he

took for granted—was, if not the mainspring, at least the chief

expression of that general action whereby he imperilled his

house and profoundly modified the situation of Austria. His

preparation to rob and destroy the religious orders, his uncon-

cealed contempt for the ideal they represented, his similar pre-

tension that patriotism was a superstition, his petty but sincere

conviction that none save material benefits guided by moral

abstractions were of use to mankind—in a word, his despotic

atheism—culminated in an " Edict of Toleration," which, when
allowance is made for a century's development, may be com-

pared for its affront against the customs of his subjects to that

which had cost James II. of England his throne. In itself it

had no bearing upon France and was hardly heard of in that

country, but it was a recantation of all that Maria Theresa had

stood for ; it meant an open admiration for Frederick of Prussia,

his method and his principle ; it argued a philosophy which

would, not reluctantly and of necessity, but eagerly and of set

purpose, overset old traditions and sacred landmarks, that had
attempted the suppression of a national language in Hungary,

and w^as to suggest time and again, as a simple solution of political

problems, the denial of all that for which men have always been

prepared to die.

This act, the precursor and the type of so many others of his,

was signed in Vienna during that same month of October 1781

which saw the happy dehvery of his sister at Versailles and the

culmination of the American War upon the Chesapeake. Nay,
these capital events fell wdthin one week. It was upon a Monday
that the Edict was promulgated, upon the following Monday
that the Dauphin was born, upon the Friday between that the

Enghsh and German garrison in Yorktown laid down its arms.

The success of the war in America, especially the dramatic
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finale of Cornwallis' surrender, had an effect upon opinion in

Paris which, though it was sudden and short, was yet very power-

ful. The French, having of all nations by far the most general

experience of war, are slow to adventures of such a kind as had

been their intervention in America : the Court had been especially

slow ; the King perhaps the most reluctant of all—in the last peril

of death he exclaimed against the memory of that campaign.

Once engaged, therefore, if matters had gone ill (as the French

troops in America most characteristically swore they would go

ill !), or even if a long and indefinite campaign had dragged on

through succeeding years so that the full financial effect of the

struggle could have been felt before its close, then the whole

weight of blame would have fallen upon Versailles. At it was,

Yorktown came fike the thrust of a spur, and the Monarchy,

doubtful as was its course, leapt forward.

The death of Maurepas was the last coincidence of these

three ; it was as exactly synchronous and as full of effect as either

of its fellow accidents. The capitulation of Lord CornwaUis

was known in Paris precisely thirty-one days after it had taken

place. It was upon the 19th of November, a Monday, that

Louis had the news. The Queen had not yet risen from child-

bed, Louis was sitting \^dth her in her room, when the Due de

Lauzrm was announced, and gave the message that Yorktown

had surrendered. Upon the Wednesday follomng, De Maurepas

was dead. The importance of that passing lay in this, that

Louis, at such a juncture, now first attempted to be free.

AU men are chafed, and that perpetually, by what they

know of their own defects, and Louis could not forget, from his

accession onwards, that it was always in him to yield to a quicker

brain. He thought it shameful in a King. He never yielded

from weakness, but often from bemlderment. His own decision

would come to him after he had acted on the decision of another.

He understood, he desired to act, later than did his advisers :

often so late that, by the time his will was formed, occasion had

passed. If, when his slow judgment had matured, he found it

different from that upon which immediate action had been taken,

he was angered. If that immediate action had proved disastrous,

he was secretly indignant that his slower wit had not prevailed.

But, stronger than all these reasons, the mere instinct of the

imperfect warned him to a distaste of guidance.
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He had, however, come to the throne a boy ; in j^ears but

twenty, in experience (save in the excellent art of horsemanship)

null. He had found ready to hand this old Minister, Maurepas,

courteous, active, with a good though a too facile judgment ; a

patriot whose career had been ruined by the mistress of Louis XV.
(in itself tliis was a recommendation to the young Kang), and a

courtier whom his father, the Dauphin, had, upon his deathbed,

pointed out to be the true counterweight to the irreligion of

Choiseul : Louis XVI. had accepted such a guide and had upon
the whole not repented of his choice. For seven years the young
King had received the counsel of this old man ; a habit had been

formed, and a strong affection \vith it. But as Maurepas ap-

proached his end, as the gout forbade him his former clearness

of thought, and a continual confinement interfered with his

attendance at the Council, the maturer judgment of Louis began,

though secretly, to assert itself. He showed for the depositary

of so lengthy a Court tradition a fihal devotion ; he would come
in person, and famiHarly, to bring news to the old man's room

—

notably the news of the Dauphin's birth was so given, domes-

tically and alone. There subsisted betw^een them one of those

intimate relations which so often arise between the permanent

official upon the one side and the responsible authority upon
the other : it became a personal tie, and w^hen Maurepas died

Louis would renew it with no one. After some hesitation the

King ht for a first Minister upon Vergennes, but he would not

give to this new officer the official title of Premier ; he was jealous

of a fuller power which he now proposed to exercise continuously

and with a more direct affirmation than in the past. Louis was
incapable of the task he so attempted, but if ever there was a

time in the reign w^hen such a task could be attempted, this

autumn and winter of 1781 was that time.

Here then was the field : a treasury embarrassed, but re-

lieved, in appearance at least, by a frank audit—for the " cooked "

accounts Necker had prepared before his dismissal bore the

aspect and title of a pubhc audit
; great and unexpected success

in a doubtful foreign war; a monarch possessed of a power

approaching that of a modern Cabinet, and now ready to experi-

ment wdth that power ; abroad, Joseph 11. , who was the

chief element of international poHtics and the national ally of

France, had entered upon a new direction of the Austrian
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House. Upon such a field was to work the increasing influence

of the Queen.

It is true that a certain part of her repute was now fixed

in pubHc opinion : that she was extravagant, that she was

bound to favourites, that she was foreign. The legend had

arisen in Paris, and no detail of her action, no appreciation of

complexity could easily alter the simple conclusions of the

Parisian populace. But, on the other hand, she was the mother

of the heir, her position was stable while the opinion of the

capital was not so, and it did not seem impossible that in the

long course of years the great and dumb national mass should be

indoctrinated in her favour, as the growth of her children, an

older judgment in her, and perhaps a continued peace and a

return to prosperity, should restore the tradition of the Monarchy,

or rather confirm it in its new characters.

If the King was now ready to act and to reform the State,

Marie Antoinette was of far more influence with him than ever

she had been before. It was hers, if she chose, to regulate the

new phase of Government. She did in part so choose, and she

might have succeeded. Her habits would, indeed, have continued

—^her cards, her theatre, her gems, her famiHarity—but all, as it

were, tinctured, accepted, taken wdth the life of the Court and

little afiecting a new-found order. Had the problems presented

to her been of those that fitted her intuition or experience, she

might even then have Hfted her fate. For a year and for more

than a year—all 1782 and on into 1783, the sohdity of her

position was assured; the future was apparently prepared. A
group of trifling incidents passed her quite, or almost, unper-

ceived in the midst of an estabhshed leadership in Europe,

of royal visits that cemented a general aUiance, and of accom-

phshed hopes; another year passed, she was presented—her

influence being then at its height—with the affair of the

Scheldt, a problem in which the interests of her Austrian House

clashed with that new patriotism which, least of all things

French, could she understand. She blundered, she necessarily

blundered; but as she looked around to see what forces were

left her, she found not only the results of that blunder confront-

ing her, but an appalhng menace proceeding from a direction

wholly unconnected \vith her life—from the business of the

diamond necklace—and beside it, grown suddenly quite loud
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like an offensive chorus of disdain, the voice of a ^\Tite^ whom
she had half patronised and wholly despised, the neglected voice

of Caron—Beaumarchais : by the beginning of '84, one of those

accidents—the pen of Beaumarchais—had shaken her influence

and that of all the Monarchy ; by the end of '85 the other—the
affair of the necklace—had destroyed it.

The year 1782 opened upon the new gladness of the Queen
;

her churching at Notre Dame (now customary) was marked, if

not by a vivid popular greeting, yet by no coldness. At the

Hotel de Ville in the evening she met an official and commercial
world that was warmly hers ; she shared as warmly in the

glories of the American news ; she would have driven home in

her own carriage the wife of La Fayette to show her enthusiasm

for his triumph and his return. Her ampler manner, her more
contained and settled bearing was consonant with the position

she had gained ; it promised her, in those who saw and approved
it among the magistracy of the city, a continuance and an
increase of influence. Back at Versailles she continued without

scandal, and yet at a fast-rising expenditure, the habits which

had now become permanently hers : new fashions in dress

perpetually changing and in head-dress, cards into the small

hours, and her private theatre at Trianon still receiving her

upon its stage to the applause now, not of a haK-dozen or so

of the royal family, but of a full audience ; many courtiers,

many friends of friends, and even the officers of the Guard were

permitted to see her painted behind the foot-hghts, to note her

true rendering of vivacious parts, and to accept when she sang

her imperfectly-trained, insufficient, and somewhat violent voice.

Of these regular dissipations the last was the most criticised,

though even that seemed by this time so normal that of itself

it did not lessen her growing power; but in distant connection

with her taste for such things there arose, and precisely at this

critical moment, a discussion which was largely to affect her

life : it was the discussion upon the " Mariage de Figaro."

The "Mariage de Figaro" was no great thing; it was a well-

written play from the pen of a man, now advanced in middle

age, whose diction and care for letters were typical of his own
time, but whose vices were entirely modern. Born in a low

position, his darting mind had carried him to a sort of fluctuating
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eminence, especially in mt. He had taught music to princesses,

married an infatuated wddow, adopted her name of Beaumarchais,

purchased some insignificant post and with it a nominal right

to the " de " of nobihty, preserved his health, speculated, pro-

bably robbed, certainly made and lost considerable sums,

traversed and thoroughly understood Enghsh society, repaid its

hospitahty by advancing the American cause in France, specu-

lated upon the commissariat of that campaign, rendered jealous

years ago the equally cynical Voltaire, and now at fifty was

getting talked of again in the matter of his new play.

He and it were httle things to Marie Antoinette, but the

rumour of them w^as considerable, for, a few months before, at

the end of the past year, the King had heard that this "Mariage

de Figaro" was not tolerable : it was a satire upon all estabhshed

things. The play was aheady ordered for the Theatre Frangais.

Louis had it read to him privately, and for once made a rapid

decision. As Hterature he could not judge its considerable

merits ; as pohtics he put his foot down : such laughter at

such an expense to government and all tradition was not to

be borne—and the hcence was withdrawn. The pubhc rumour

rose and grew.

Every mtty lady about the Court and in the capital, many
more who desired a reputation for wit, insisted upon reading

the play ; upon hearing it read aloud ; upon having Beau-

marchais come and read it aloud. All the Pofignac world was

mad on it. Lomenie de Brienne boasted that he had heard it

oftenest. The Princess de Lamballe moved heaven and earth

to have it read by the author in her very rooms.

The " Mariage de Figaro " was, therefore, to the Queen a

perpetual phrase on the hps of the smart, Mterary and un-

literary : it is doubtful if she read a line of it, but she heard of

it and heard of it again. She forgot it for the moment; later

she remembered it again—not to her good.

Meanwhile a much larger matter vexed her. In the midst

of her active and interested life, of promotions, personal suc-

cesses and habitual pleasures, the insistence of her brother

Joseph continually pursued her, and a mixed anxiety, an anxiety

to be pohtical, an anxiety to escape responsibility, came to her

almost daily—from Mercy immediately, ultimately from Vienna :

she felt upon her the uneasy burden of the Hapsburgs.
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While her mother still lived there had at least been between

her and Marie Antoinette an unbroken habit of command upon

the one side, obedience and protest upon the other. The
pressure of Vienna had been a natural one then. Maria Theresa

possessed, moreover, the tact not only of a woman, and of a

rehgious woman, but the large vision of a careful and perilous

diplomacy brought to success. Joseph lacked all these : rehgion,

honour, tact, acquaintance, experience. His commands to

Mercy were as crude as any of his judgments upon the world

:

" Had Mercy seen the Queen ? " " Was she doing her duty by
the House of Austria ? " " Would Mercy suggest this, that ?

"

" Since the Queen was so powerful with the King, why had this,

that detail of French pohcy not exactly suited the demands of

the Empire ? " Broken by the buffer of Mercy's long experi-

ence these arid and unfruitful hastes came less brutally to the

ears of Marie Antoinette. She never felt herself the servant of

her family, nor in direct antagonism to the Crown of her husband

;

she felt only that she was perpetually required to be doing

—

she hardly knew what—much as in her mother's time, but

without the aid of her mother's handwriting and remembered
voice—certainly without her mother's wisdom to control.

The pressure from Joseph II. continued; it was to be two
years before it took effect in a great matter, but when that

matter arose the Queen's plain service to Vienna—something

far in excess of what she had done in the Bavarian affair

—

showed how much that irksome and long pressure had effected.

She came to act as an Austrian army would have acted, and
quite understanding all she did, she came very near to betray-

ing her allegiance to the French throne.

For the rest these early months of '82 were filled, among her

pleasures and her rising power, with other annoyances ; notably

that from time to time her friends in that excessive society of

hers spoke to her of their debts, and she knew well that in the

matter of money grants at that moment of increasing embarrass-

ment in public finance the King himself was slow to listen to her.

There were many such friends. The greatest and the nearest

perhaps of those whom Marie Antoinette knew to be embar-

rassed were the Guemenees, and the Duchesse de Guemenee,

the titular governess of the Dauphin, a woman whom she met
most constantly and cherished, closely concerned her.
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She further suffered the ceaseless and recurrent advances of

the Cardinal de Rohan.

It had become enough for her to see his handwriting upon

a note to make her burn the thing unread. Her disHkes were

now often reasoned, always steady : it was enough that she had

to meet the Grand Almoner upon State occasions of religion or

ceremonial ; her society she forbade him. Had the Cardinal

wanted proof of that stupidity which he was later to plead in

Court as the excuse of his foUies, he could have given none

better, nor any of more weight with posterity, than his com-

plete ignorance of such a woman as was this daughter of Maria

Theresa, and his absurd pretensions to gain her intimacy, her

support, and possibly her heart. Had he known women even

vaguely, by types, this florid and handsome man would have

abandoned at fifty the attempt to interest a vital, impetuous

woman of tw^enty-seven, loving swift pleasure, but superior to

him in rank, chaste, a mother, and carrying against iiim in

particular a traditional grudge for the loose jests which, during

a brief embassy at Vienna, he was wont to pass at the

expense of her own people. But the Cardinal de Rohan did

not know women even in the mass, and it was necessary,

as he thought, that he should play cards with her and be from

time to time one of the fifty or so who eat supper with her at

Trianon. He had the w^eakness of stupid men when they are

well born and have attained office—I mean the ambition for

pohtical titles.

A thousand lesser incidents of this time she could not her-

self, had you asked her daily, have recorded. One among such

petty details it is worth the reader's while to recall, though it

had made upon her even less impression than the babble about

Beaumarchais' play ; though it passed completely from her

memory. It was the presence now and then upon the stair-

ways of Versailles, and for moments only, of a short woman,

very fair, mth a small, well-arched foot, and dehcate hands,

quick and even furtive of glance, not beautiful but attractive

and provoking in face, dressed in a manner that combined

excess with the evidences of poverty, but in her gestures of a

passable breeding. This figure was often seen ; now leaving

the room of some lady of the Court, now crossing the court-

yard on foot towards the town.
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The Queen may or may not have heard that this woman,
though an adventuress, was (from over the left) a Valois; of

some birth, therefore, but very poor, and given to borrowing

small sums : Marie Antoinette's sister-in-law of Provence,

Madame, may or may not have told the Queen that she had

got this woman a tiny advance of thirty pounds upon her tiny

pension of twenty-four. Whether her name of " De la Motte,"

or so much as the presence of this chance passer, was noted

by Marie Antoinette is not known, but certainly if either were,

it took no more place in her mind than any other of the

hundred insignificant names she heard and forgot every day.

Moreover, after the early spring of 1782, this woman was no

longer seen at Versailles; she had borrowed a few pounds,

and was gone.

With May the true life of the Court and the active interests

of the Queen awoke to receive the first of those great political

visits which form the historical pageant of Versailles : the heir

of Catherine of Russia came with his wife, and the whole

year might almost have been named from so conspicuous an
event.

The inordinate pomp of royalty in its old age had led to a
fashion of incognito which did not have, and was not intended

to have, its occasional modern effect of privacy, but which, by
cutting short interminable and necessary ritual, left crowned
travellers the freer for luxury and dissipation. It saved them
the judges, the orators, the Governors, the Universities—in

general the middle classes, and left them free for actors, wine,

and their own company, and the frenzied plaudits of the in-

numerable poor. The Emperor of Austria had set the fashion

five years before ; it was followed now by the Russian Court,

and Catherine's son chose to present himself in France under
the somewhat theatrical ahas of the " Comte du Nord."

The Grand-Duke Paul had the face of a Tartar, and—what
was piquant—the manners, and, above all, the ready epigrams
of a Parisian. His wife was a huge German woman, rather

absolute and—what was curious—learned. For exactly a month
they dominated the Court of France ; from the end of May to

the end of June they filled it with their presence, and not a
little of the hankering after French things and French aUiances,

wliich, much later, distinguished Paul III. during the revolu-
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tionary wars, may have sprung from this short and vivid episode

of his twenty-eighth year.

It is characteristic of Marie Antoinette that the prospect of

a great encounter and of the society of equals confused her ; it

is equally characteristic of her that once she had got over that

nervousness she drew the young man and his wdfe at once into

that rather isolated and over-famihar circle of intimates with

which Mercy, her brother, and the French reproached her, but

without which, as it seemed, she could not live. Behind the

solemn and rare functions, the regal hospitahty of the Condes

at Chantilly and the Court ball at Versailles, was a whole atmos-

phere of gambhng and private theatricals ; of plays at Trianon,

intimate suppers, costly presents given at a moment's thought,

and, very late at night, in the rooms of Madame de Pohgnac

or in the Queen's, when the King had left them, a complete

ease fuU of httle improvised dances and famihar jests. In such

an atmosphere the German Grand-Duchess maintained, perhaps

a httle stiffly, her formal comphments, but the Russian Grand-

Duke went headlong ; he suffered the spell ; there was even a

moment when he confided to the Queen his humihation at home
and the tyranny of his mother Catherine.

Upon one matter the husband and the wife most certainly

agreed, for to the second it was belles-lettres, to the first

Parisiana : they must have things read to them " by the

authors." All the httle tricks with which the wealthy and

leisured enveigle the masters of the pen to visit their palaces,

to amuse them for an hour, were set at work.

Of the many so caught one was especially demanded, and

the Queen heard again, not without boredom, the perpetual

name of Beaumarchais. " Oh yes, you must hear Beau-

marchais !
" Madame de Lamballe had got him to her rooms.

It was difficult, but she had got him. The Archbishop of

Toulouse knew him well. He was splendid. " You must hear

him read this play of his ; it has been forbidden, you know.

It is seditious. It is so witty, and he does read it so well !

"

The Comte du Nord and his wife asked no better than to be in

the swim. Beaumarchais was wilhng enough ; he came and

read to them, and they heard from his thin ironic hps, saw
illustrated by his exact gesture and brilliant, ambitious little

eyes, the edge and sharpness of a drama that worked—once it
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was public—like an acid, to the destruction of all their world.

How they applauded !

That warm month of long evenings that fade into early-

davms shining with lamps in the park, with candles and mirrors

in the vast length of the palace, was approaching its end, when,

for the last time, Marie Antoinette devised her last considerable

f^te—once more at Trianon.

It was to be a garden fete at night : by this time certainly

wearisome to the Grand-Duchess, but to the Grand-Duke attrac-

tive—with this one flaw, that on the morrow he would be gone.

The fete was held ; it was brilhant and full. At its close when,

as custom demanded, the royal party passed out, dowTi a lane

of guests on either side, the Queen saw—for a moment—a pair

of red stockings ; the legs were neither mea:re nor young. All

the rest of the figure was a large dark cloak, but she caught

beneath the hat of it the somewhat flushed and large face of

the Grand Almoner.

This httle incident disturbed her. Here was a private gala

of her own, given only to those of her private circle privately

invited by her, and this odious man must creep in. Next day
when her guests were gone she spent some portion of her con-

siderable energy in ferreting out the culprit. The incident was

traced to the lodge-keeper of Trianon, who had taken a bribe

from the Cardinal under a promise that if he were let in he

would keep a strict disguise and would not penetrate into the

gardens. The lodge-keeper was sent his way to starve, and

later—since he really did begin to starve—was given back his

place by this impulsive woman.

It was a very httle though a very exasperating incident that

a great officer of the Crown, whom etiquette compelled her to

meet in chapel, but whom she had carefully excluded from her

intimacy and her privileges, should have appeared by a trick

at a party so especially her ov^m. Perhaps she remembered it

as one remembers for a long while petty accidents that have

sharply moved us for an hour. He certainly remembered it,

for he had been found out in no very dignified manoeuvre. He
was certainly sore ; but in men of his stupidity, of his privi-

leges, and of his habits of luxury, hatred is no enduring passion.

His ambition, however, such as it was, remained ; he was the

more determined to succeed in that high object of recognition
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and of friendship with the Queen, from the results of this

disastrous attempt and from the failure of his appearance on
that June night at Trianon. ... It was but a week later that

Madame de la Motte came in to Paris, called at his palace in

the Marais, and reminded him of Ms earher charities.

The uneventful summer came and passed, full of the cus-

tomary glories and the customary distractions. No date marked
evil or good. The American War, though it languished, was

now decided, and England had given up the struggle. The
reform of the French finances, though ceaselessly a topic of

council, was as ceaselessly neglected. The Emperor continues

to badger Mercy, and Mercy to badger the Queen upon matters

of no importance save to Joseph II.'s ill-considered plans of

aggrandisement

.

Fersen, pottering between Philadelphia and Baltimore,

wrote home—wearily—but not to her.

It was a long summer of nothingness during which Marie

Antoinette's position was confirmed, her pubhc view a trifle,

if but a trifle, enlarged. With her habits permitted, her popu-

larity sufficient, her influence estabHshed, she had a foretaste of

that security such as should accompany middle Hfe, and such

as is native to women for whom such satisfaction is allied with

maternity ; she turned for an added interest to her children.

The httle Princess Royal could talk and run ; the baby

Dauphin knew his sister already and moved his arms at her

approach. The two children between them filled daily a larger

and more natural place in the Queen's thoughts. They could

not indeed weaken the habits which those first feverish three

years had rooted and the next had done nothing to destroy,

but their innocence and the nameless bond of the flesh enlarged

her ; their growth, their surprising discovery of new days. It

was not wholly without reason that the King their father grew

at this moment to listen in smaller things to her advice beyond

that of others.

Ceremonial, or rather lucrative, as were the functions of the

Princesse de Guemenee, she was yet constantly in attendance

upon the children, of which she was titular governess, and the

Queen was constantly in her society. The charge was a great
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one ; if it had first been granted as a favour to one of the set

of favourites, it had now ripened into something more, for the

common interest in such a couple as Madame Royale and the

heir gave rise, in this middle of '82, to an occasional communion
between the Queen and the gouvernante which neither found in

the general and much more continual amusement of their set.

Their intimacy was the greater that the children had been sent

tlirough the park to Trianon during the hot weather, that the

Princesse de Guemenee was with them secluded there, and that

there she and the Queen were necessarily often alone together.

In her favourite retreat and under her domestic trees, the

approaching vaccination of the Httle girl—a matter of moment
at that time—and a dozen details of the sort concerned them.

By a petty accident of a sort common to aristocracies the

Cardinal de Rohan, the Queen's aversion, happened to be own
brother to Madame de Guemenee, the Queen's chief friend.

Not a word was said in favour of that brother, for these were

matters upon which even the Queen's favourites were compelled

to keep silence; but the populace, who do not understand such

complexities, remembered the relationship.

The complaints of the lesser woman upon the debts of herself

and her husband—though such complaints are wearying to the

closest friendships—did no more than shghtly weary the Queen.

They were soon forgotten, for Marie Antoinette held in a

profound manner that faith in chance good fortunes and in

ultimate rehef from embarrassment without which those who
never labour could not live ; and when the complaints were

done with, she turned to speak of the children.

So August went by and most of September, when, one

morning at the close of that month. Monsieur de Guemenee
very suddenly declared that he could not so much as attempt

to pay his debts, and threw himseK upon his creditors.

It was a shock. I have repeatedly insisted in this book

upon the insignificance of French extravagance in the close of

the eighteenth century, in comparison with the modern figures

of our Plutocracy, and on the modesty of the sums the historian

has to deal with—£5000 a year was a princely fortune ; the

Cardinal de Rohan's £30,000 a year seemed almost the revenue

of a State, an income beyond computation. Well, in such a

world, accustomed to such a scale of wealth, the Gemenees went
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bankrupt for a solid million of our English pounds. It opened

a whirlpool in the finances of the time, and the creditors, to

make matters worse, were of every rank and spread throughout

the kingdom ; there were peasants among them, prelates,

farmers-general, and—most clamorous of all—a few large and

many small shopkeepers of Paris. To these last—especially to

the smaller ones—delay would be fatal. Delay was precisely

the expedient chosen.

There exists a httle, ill-^vritten scrawl addressed to the

Princess ; it is ill spelt, Tvith words omitted in its haste. It

runs :
" You have heard that my daughter's vaccination has

gone off well—I breathe again ! . . . The King will see you get

those letters all right." That scrawl was \vTitten by Marie

Antoinette, and the " letters " mentioned were the Moratorium

which a French King could of his own free will impose as might

the caprice of a judge upon the process of law. It was a royal

decree forbidding during the King's pleasm-e the recovery of a

debt. The creditors must wait till it was hfted.

That little scrap of paper was not known to the populace

—

it was not discovered till a few years ago—but the populace,

with an instinct that rarely failed them during the pre-revolu-

tionary and revolutionary time, guessed by what influence had

been granted this privilege of delay, with all its fatal conse-

quences to the smaller folk, who spread their anger until Paris

was humming with it ; and even the remoter provinces (notably

Brittany), wherever there was a wTetched unpaid creditor to be

found, whispered the name of the Queen.

She, upon her part, felt she had done next to nothing—an

obvious and small act of courtesy for a dear friend. She had

chosen that very moment to be at La Muette with the Court

—

not at Versailles, to which such things were native, but right at

the gates of Paris, and there thought fit to do something more

for her friend than the trifie aheady effected. She went to the

Chancellor of the Exchequer, Fleury—at a time when the

Treasury in its deep embarrassment was expecting the counter-

shock of the American War, at a time when the last additional

taxes could hardly be paid—to ask him if (irony of ignorance !)

" something could not be done " for the Guemenees. Fleury

could do nothing, and it was as well.
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All this while and all that summer and autumn the Httle

active, furtive woman, De La Motte, the Valois with the well-

arched foot and the shifty but provocative eye, was pecking

at De Rohan : now knocking discreetly at his palace doors

in Paris, now traveUing, as cheaply as could be, to his great

chateau in the Vosges—borrowing a few pounds, and again a

few pounds. It was a very little thing, like a drifting rag in a

great city—but a rag infected with the plague.

In such a commotion as the crash of the Guemenees made,

no one noticed that the Queen procured for her chief friend,

for one who hardly desired it and who was ill fitted for it, for

Madame de Pohgnac, the high post which Madame de Guemenee

had been compelled to resign. The new charges such an appoint-

ment involved were forgotten in the torrent of feeHng that

foUowed the great bankruptcy. It came just as the excitement

upon America had thoroughly died dowTi, just as the bills for

that war had to be met, and just as winter was upon the

populace. The new taxes were collecting, the whole financial

system was at a breaking-point, when, early in '83, Fleury re-

signed the finances. His faU was furthered by the Queen, who
remembered his refusal.

If, a year before, the satire of Beaumarchais had been wisely

suppressed by the Eang, and if, nine months before, even the

reading by heirs apparent of so fierce a piece of wit was thought

hazardous, now it was plainly a peril. To extend the fame of

that solvent of society, even by discreet recitations within the

palace, was unwise ; to act it, to add to its native force of

aggression gesture, life, and pubhcity of the stage, v/ould be a

piece of madness. Most ardently was that amusing piece of

madness desired by the lassitude of the Court and by those

amateurs in changing pastime who surrounded the Queen. It

is said that she pleaded again for her friends, and begged, as she

had before, for the piece to be Hcensed. If she did so, she

failed ; for leave to act the " Mariage de Figaro," even upon
the private stage of a courtier, was again refused.

Side by side with such details went the growth of yet another

great European conflict, and with it once again the pressure of

Austria upon Marie Antoinette.

For over a century the Scheldt had been closed to commerce

10
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by international treaty, and the trade that should naturally

flow along that magnificent estuary of which Antwerp is the

port had been artificially deflected to Holland. The x\ustrian

Netherlands were therefore mechanically starved of a trade that

had once been pre-eminent in Europe. It w^as as though

Lancashire should be forbidden by a parchment to use Liverpool

to-day, and should be dependent upon Preston or—as would

more probably follow—upon Bristol and Glasgow. That part of

the Low Countries which is, roughly speaking, the Catholic part

and most of which is now included in Belgium formed, by an

accident of history, an isolated fragment of the Hapsburg

domain, and the closing of the Scheldt acutely affected a

monarch whose mind, being narrow, was especially ahve to

anomahes that interfered with the rotundity of his rights.

There was to Joseph II. something monstrous in the decay of

Antwerp and the silence of that vast waterway—something out

of nature, Hke the diversity of tongues, within his empire ; it was

a sentiment he felt less keenly in matters less disadvantageous

to himseK.

The chief beneficiary by this quaint artifice was, of course,

Holland, but, among the greater Powers, England. If any one

would know why, he has but to travel to-day from the Pool of

London to Antwerp, and wonder next morning at the orderly

and teeming crescent of the quays. Antwerp is London's chief

and most dangerous rival.

It was, therefore, during the failure of England in America

that Joseph proposed the destruction of so ancient an instru-

ment as the Peace of Westphafia and determined upon the

opening of the river. To such a project the assent of France was

essential, but the Cabinet of Versailles, in one of those acts of

Tvasdom which w^ere not unknown to the decaying Monarchy,

postponed the discussion till the close of the war. The war had

been over since the autumn of '82 ; the peace had been signed

at Paris in the new year. It was in 1783, therefore, that there

began the growing pressure of Joseph II. upon Mercy, of Mercy

upon Marie Antoinette, to see that the interests of Austria in this

matter, as in others of the past, should predominate at Versailles.

This purely Austrian move, though it took months to mature,

was the political motive of the whole year, and side by side

with it, hke a tiny instrument accompanying a loud orchestra,
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went the rising popular demand for Beaumarchais' play : also,

just once or tmce and for a moment only, one can hear in the

background the occasional note of Madame de La Motte. Thus
on Candlemas Day (a feast of the 2nd of February) she was
seen at Versailles. It -was a brief episode ; she stood patiently

in the rank of petitioners waiting for the Queen to pass upon
her way to High Mass, and presented some modest demand

—

directly or indirectly—for money. It was refused, with a crowd

of others, by the secretaries appointed to examine such things ;

and, if the Queen's eyes had rested upon her face at all, no sort

of impression of her remained. The Queen entered the chapel,

and the Cardinal de Rohan pontificated there.

" Figaro " was more amusing and deserves a greater

mention. All the jokes of the spring and all the society

question was of " Figaro." By June, somehow or other, by
some intrigue, very possibly by a word from the Queen, the

scandalous, the dehghtfuUy tickling attack upon all their privi-

leges, their scandals—their very hfe ; the comedy that half of

them aheady knew by heart, and from which the younger could

recite w^hole passages in Beaumarchais' very manner, was to be

acted at last—but only for the Court. Of course, such a scandal

could not be allowed in Paris, or in the town. The Hall of the

Menus Plaisirs was got ready, the parts were learnt, the actors of

the Comedie Frangaise were come, the courtiers and their wives

had their tickets in hand, the carriages were at the door, the

theatre half full, when a messenger came from the King bearing

a lettre de cachet, a peremptory, secret and immediate order :

the " Mariage de Figaro " was not to be played.

All who have seen a jostle of the wealthy suddenly deprived

of some pleasure—especially of a satire upon themselves—may
imagine the anger that arose. Meanwhile the King, who had
bethought him so late of this vigorous act, murmured thought-

fully in his room that probably in the long run Beaumarchais

would have the best of it.

He had. By September M. de Vandreuil had the play

ready for " the ladies " and young Artois—he had put up a

private stage. The smart and the literary were assured there

would be no disappointment—nor was there. Beaumarchais

had been recalled by a special secret messenger from England,

whither he had retired in a pretended pique ; secret permission
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was given, the " Mariage " was secretly played (before two

hundred people), and the thing was done. Play-acting and a

sort of passionate frivolity had conquered the State. I must

ask pardon for wasting so many Hues upon so light a matter.

Two greater things were at hand : Calonne was about to be

put at the head of the finances ; Joseph II. was beginning to

be decisive about the Scheldt.

The business of the Scheldt had dragged all through 1783.

The active hostility of France and England had ceased a year

before—to the grave disadvantage of England. Peace had been

actually signed for nine months, yet nothing had been done,

and the Cabinet of Versailles still temporised. To Joseph this

recalcitrance upon the part of his ally was not only irritating,

as had been years ago the French hesitation to support him in

the Bavarian chance of war, it was incomprehensible ; he could

lay it to nothing but folly. To what depths of folly Versailles

might descend he would admit even his clear brain incapable

of judging. The French lay, as he conceived, open to every

attack ; theirs was a power visibly in decay which had made
indeed a chance lucky move beyond the Atlantic, but which

could not long continue great. It was surely their duty, as it

was obviously their policy, to be guided by Vienna. It was not

till now—after so many years !—that he had come across the

sharp French " jib " which has since his time disconcerted so

many diplomatists.

For the statesmen of that people, under every regime—at

least, every modern regime (wherein I count the later Ministers

of Louis XV. and the anti-clericals of the present Republic)—have

much in them, whatever their rank, of their OAvn peasantry. It

is as though the Frenchman, when he acts as a Minister for the

collectivity of France, w^as collectively inspired and thought Hke
the mass of ploughmen that build up his nation. As the peasants

perpetually bewail the weather, so he the times. As the peasants

curse authority (which they are so zealous to maintain as a

guarantee of property), so the Statesman the regime of his epoch.

As they will speculate rashly once in a generation, so he in the

Seven Years' War or in 1870. As they for years after such an
error build up a fortune in the stodgiest securities, so he will

build up alliances and an army in the long periods of national

repose. As they with protestations of ruin and yet with
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courtesy will relinquish as make - weight to a bargain some
article wholly worthless to them, so he mil reluctantly throw

into the diplomatic scale some barren or untenable possession

overseas. As they in a bargain ask wdth the most natural air a

most fantastic price, so he in a diplomatic proposition. But,

above all, as the French Peasantry, when their apparent

stupidity tempts the city man to ask for something that really

concerns them, become first dumb, then nasty, so the French

Statesman, quite unexpectedly and in one day, clouds over and

reveals an astonishing obstinacy to yield any point of material

value to his nation.

The opening of the Scheldt was of no advantage to France.

The existence of a strong Austrian State to the north of her was

a thing to avoid ; the diplomatic tradition of a hundred years

was in support of Holland, and, though the Austrian Alliance

had changed much, it had been made to exercise pressure

towards the Elbe, not towards the North Sea. Hence for all

the courtesy, the postponements, the protestations of a con-

tinued warmth in the Alliance and the rest of it, France steadily

refused to move. The Emperor Joseph did something he had

been slow to do of recent years : he wrote directly to his sister.

Far off in the Vosges Madame La Motte, the little, proud,

active woman with the furtive eyes, was closeted with the

Cardinal de Rohan in his chateau of Saverne. She had, she

told him, all but recovered her true place as a Valois ; she needed

aid for a very little time longer. Here was a bill upon a Jew,

down on the plain in Nancy
;

quite a small bill—not a hundred

and fifty pounds. The Cardinal backed her bill.

Marie Antoinette could not for the life of her have shown
you the Scheldt on the map ; she knew her own incompetence,

the advice she proffered was null or uncertain, and, in any case,

whatever slight suggestion she may have made was quite

passed by in the counsels of her husband. From that moment
Joseph was turned, if somewhat slowly, towards action. He
would clear the Scheldt by force, and compel the Cabinet of

Versailles to follow ; he took his time and made his plan—but

he did not succeed.

The advent of Calonne was not the least of the accidents
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that impeded him, and Calonne's appointment with its large

consequences was partly—as were now so many things—the

work of the Queen. A man of fifty, provincial, a gentleman, a

good Isbwyev, Calonne was ? also a friend of the Polignacs ; and

Marie x4.ntoinette, on that account alone, supported his candida-

ture to the Direction of Finance : when she knew him she grew

to dishke him. He was intensely national, vigorous, gay, a trifle

too rapid in thought, ambitious, virile with a Latin virihty ; he

was of a type she could never affect, and it is certain that he

despised her intellect and resented her interference with affairs

—he probably showed it.

But once he v/as appointed to the Treasury, her distaste

came too late. That department, as the entanglement of the

pubhc fortune increased in complexity, grew to absorb in im-

portance every other. The complete autonomy of each Minister

within his department (which was a necessary consequence of

Autocracy and the mark of government at Versailles) left him

independent of his colleagues. The vast consequence of any

Exchequer Act at that moment and thenceforward made the

Exchequer supreme over War, over Home, and even over

Foreign affairs.

It is difficult to describe the man : liis acts must describe

him. It is enough to say that he was not corrupt, that he

carried through his attempt with courage, that he spent the

pubhc money largely and gaily in order to forward his plan of

procuring a large increase of revenue rather than a large reduc-

tion of expenditure ; that he was saddled with the remains of

the American War debt ; was heir in office to the dishonest and

incompetent Necker, and that, so far as mere administration

could, it was he in particular who later opened the Revolution

by one act of courage, and not without dehberation, when he

clearly saw that an active nation needed action to Kve : for it

was he who summoned the Notables and so convened the first

of the Assemblies.

• •••••••
The winter of '83-'84 was very hard. The new taxes—im-

posed in the desperate attempi: to fill the Treasury during the

preceding year, before Calonne came, Avere just beginning to tell.

The new loans—which were Calonne's o\\ti—hung over the pros-

perity of the State. . . . The Queen was at ease ; the letters
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of Rohan no longer came for her to burn ; he no longer crept

by tricks into her presence. . . . Then there was " Figaro."

" Figaro " was being talked of more than ever. . . . The Kjng

must give his consent ... he had given it to a private

stage. . . . Come, would he not give it for the pubhc ? The

play lay there, in the minds of the leisured and the w^ealthy;

it was potentially a destroyer of the State on which they

battened ; but boredom is stronger than appetite with the

smart, and the smart urged " Figaro " on towards its full and

final pubHcity.

The winter drew on towards spring. It still froze hard.

Calonne continued loans and largesse. "To be free of a tangle,

you must borrow ; to borrow, you must be at ease ; to be at

ease, you must spend." He spent largely upon the poor of

Paris ; he consented to fetes ; he took the thing at a charge.

As a nation in the grasp of a dreadful foe might win through

by loan upon loan and pouring out fresh millions, bribing

colonial soldiers recklessly—five, six, seven, ten shillings a day,

and to hell with the commissariat—so he in the grasp of an

embarrassed fiscal system that was djdng in an agony and

that nothing could recover. Such procedure invited force of

itself ; it paved the way for a vast physical, armed change to

effect renewal. With the old regime no man could have

done anything, not the gayest or the most daring ; and what

regime has ever changed itself ? Calonne was killing the old

regime.

He even attempted to feed the people of Paris by free gifts.

But stiU the people of Paris were not contented, and above

them, in the ranks that make " Opinion," there was an in-

creasing demand, an insistence for the " Mariage de Figaro."

It was already March, and the play was still disallowed.

In his bishop's palace that March, the woman La Motte was

telling the Cardinal de Rohan one of those truly considerable

lies upon which history turns ; a he comparable to the lie of

Bismarck at Ems—or to any other that any of my readers may
cherish. The Cardinal sat listening, his florid, proud, prominent,

unintelligent face all ears. " She had reached the result of so

much patient waiting. Her dignity of Valois (and she was a

Valois) was to be recognised ; her lands (she had no lands) were
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to he restored to her. It was the Queen whom she had coiiquered :

the Queen was now her friend, her intimate friend. The Queen
would do anything in the world for her. Through her was Rohan's

avenue to the Queen. Her poverty was at an end. She could

soon repay so many years of his kindness.''^

Marie Antoinette was concerned with little in those weeks
;

it is just possible she again spoke a word for that eternal

" Figaro." If she did she was but one of a hundred—and the

Eong gave way. The censorship should be removed, but on

condition that certain passages most offensive to the established

order of the State should be deleted. On that point Louis would

not budge ... it made all the difference. They were deleted,

and the King—misjudging now—said (not \Wthout foreboding) :

" I hope it will be a frost." On the first night the Pubhc

answered him.

A vast crowd broke for hours against the railings of the

Comedie Fran9aise, a crowd in which every kind of man was

crushed against every kind. The doors opened to a mob that

stormed the theatre Uke a citadel, and that, when it entered,

could see, in reserved places and entered earlier than the pubhc,

every head in Paris that counted. Even Monsieur, deep in his

private box, was there, and there behind their bars were the

Parliament, the IVIinistry—even, discreetly, the Church.

The play began. . . . To-day, in a society which it has

helped to create, its jests seem obvious, its epigrams platitudes.

To that eager people, starved of reform in the midst of a huge

transformation of society, they were brilliant exactitudes of wit,

struck off hke bright coins—precisely the thing desired. This

man found satisfied as the play proceeded his revenge against

bought law, that man his brooding against an old insult of

privilege, that other his disgust at an apparent national decline,

yet another his mere hunger : and all these Frenchmen found

in the play an echo of their national contempt for a govern-

ment that cannot excuse itseH, even by logic : all found and

each found his necessity for passion against existing things

assuaged by the sparkle and the venom of the play. They

roared at it A^dth delight as men do at the close of successful

assault. They laughed as do men satisfied to repletion. They
felt a common enemy tronc under. There was not one so
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privileged but had heartily supped of ridicule against some
aspect of the society he had learnt to despise.

The curtain fell to a storm of triumphant noise. The Parisians

went out into the darkness full and fed with the idea of change,

and a great crack had opened in the walls of the palace. It was
the 27th of April 1784.



CHAPTER IX

THE DIAMOND NECKLACE

From April 27, 1784, to August 15, 1785

A S the summer of 1784 broadened through May and June

/"A it led on the Queen to every grace of hfe, and at last, as

it might have been imagined, to security. The season

itseK was fruitful and serene : the estabhshment of prestige

abroad—so often a forerunner of evil to European nations—was

now triumphantly achieved. There was now about the Court an

air of sohdity and permanence which the visit of foreign princes

continued to confirm, and this air (thanks to Calonne's largesse)

seemed less poisoned by that financial ill-ease which had turned

even the last, victories of the American War into doubtful and

anxious things.

Marie Antoinette had entered into that content and calm

which often introduces middle age after a youth tormented by

an inward insecurity. Her inheritance was sure. Her children

had not yet betrayed the doom of their blood. The legend of

her foUies meant daily a little less, because daily it became more

and more of a legend worn by time, dangerous only if its set

formula should be filled mth hfe and reahty by some new scandal.

The violence of her youth now seemed exorcised; her fulness

of feature, which had shocked the taste of Louis XV. 's Court,

accorded with these her later functions of authority. She was

indeed in that full flower of womanhood which later so perturbed

the memories of Burke and lent one famous passage of sincerity

to his false pohtical rhetoric.

As Marie Antoinette so entered at last into maturity, and,

it would seem, into peace, the comedy which was to bring upon

her every humiliation entered upon the Stage of this World. In

the waters below her, Jeanne de La Motte de Valois, fishing for

goldfish, struck and landed her Cardinal.

Gustavus of Sweden, Northerner and Fhbbertigibert, the

same that had slung diamond necklaces round the Du Barry's
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little dog and the same that had despised the Dauphine, was at

Court in the early days of that June, and saw the Queen now a

woman ; his affections were immediately moved. There was a

touch of flirtation between them; on her side also a real friendship

which for years continued in correspondence—for the softness

of the North never failed to soothe and to relieve this Austrian

woman caught in the hardness of French rules and the pressure

of French vitahty. He had come as the " Comte de Haga," and

she feasted him well. That new toy, a balloon, was sent up to

amuse him—she had it called by her name—and he was shown

all that Trianon could shoAV by day or by night. She was the

more gracious from the awkwardness of Louis, who came ill-

dressed to meet Gustavus and who was slow with him. She gave

him deference. She consented, at one great supper of hers, to

stand mth her women and supervise all, while he was seated.

Only she would not dance with him ; she said she danced no

more. . . .

Meanwhile accompanying the King of Sweden and ever at

his side, Fersen was come again to Versailles.

Fersen was now a man. War had made him. Marie

Antoinette could silently watch in him a very different carriage

and a new alertness of the visage, but his eyes still bore the

tender respect that she had known and remembered.

He was now for some years to come and go between Versailles

and the world. He was a colonel of French Horse, and his place

was made. . . .

The King of Sweden went down well ; the Court was full of

him. The Queen surpassed herself in well-receiving him.

The month of June was filled with this sincere and pleasing

gaiety ; but all that June, far off, the La Motte was going and

coming in her secret ways, talking to the Cardinal of letters to her

"from the Queen," assuring him that these letters gave proof

of his growing favour. She did more and boldly ; she affected

to show him those roj^al letters !

There was a soldier of sorts, cynical, ramshackle, hard up,

like all her gang, R^taux de Villette by name ; he it was who
wrote these letters whenever the La Motte might ask him—so

much a time. They must have amused him as he wrote them !

He was at no pains to disguise his hand ; he wrote straight out

to his " dear heart," the Countess de La Motte Valois, anything
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she asked him to write—especially praise of Rohan—and when
he had wTitten it (at so much a time) he would boldly sign

" Marie Antoinette " with a flourish ; and the La Motte would

show the letter to Rohan, and Rohan (that is the amazing and

simple truth) would believe them to be the Queen's

!

If the Cardinal had any doubts at all they were easily dis-

persed. Cagliostro, who enjoyed the Illumination of the Seventh

House and had powers from the other world, most strongly re-

assured him—for a fee ; the seen and unseen powers aU combined

to reassure the fatuous Rohan, and he was ready, as June ended,

to believe not only that he was in favour with the Queen but in

very pecuhar favour indeed, and that all this show of avoidance

and silence upon her part was a mask necessary to conceal a

deeply-rooted tenderness. She might turn her head away when

the Grand Almoner passed on his rare and pompous occasions of

ecclesiastical office in the galleries of Versailles. She might refuse

to speak to him a single word. She might, whenever she deigned

to speak of him to others, speak with complete contempt and

disgust. She might (as she had and did) successfully prevent

the smallest honour or moneys coming to him. But, oh ! he

saw it all ! It was but a mask to hide her great love—and,

sooner or later, he would have his reward for such long and

patient waiting

!

He in his turn wTote—constantly. To the letters the La
Motte showed him—dainty scented notes on Httle dainty sheets

of gilded blue (but \\Titten, alas ! by such rough hands)—he

would answer, mth imploring, respectful, adoring lines, handed

to the La Motte, that she might give them to her great and high

friend. Now he could understand why Cagliostro had promised

him in oracular enigmas that " glory would come to him from a

correspondence," and that " full powder with the Government "

was immediately awaiting him. He was ready to assume it.

July was empty enough for the Queen. Her guest was gone
;

there w^as httle doing at Versailles. Her amusements, especially

her theatre, she had deliberately given up, determined to let the

legend against her die. She waited through the dull month a

little worried. Her brother the Emperor was still fussing about

his diplomatic quarrel, the opening of the Scheldt, and the rest

of it ; she was anxious for him and for peace. Henry of Prussia

would soon be visiting Versailles, there intriguing (as she
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dreaded) against her Austrian House. But, on the whole, the

month of July 1784 was a dull month for her. It was not dull

for the La Mottes.

The male La Motte in early July sauntered^-on those fuie

sunny days, m tKe Palais Royal. He was looking for something
;

he was looking for a face and a figure not too unhke those of the

Queen of France. It was not a difficult thing to find ; the type

was common enough, and in the first days of his search he found

it. The woman was a woman of the town, young, with a swelled

heart, as it were, and no brains ; she was timid, she was ready

to swallow anything offered her. He followed her with gallantry,

and found that her professional name was d'Ohva; her true

name the more humble one of Le Quay. For a week or so this

new lover of hers went on hke any other, he appeared and re-

appeared most naturally ; but when the week was over and he

had gro^Ti most famihar to her—and perhaps with his birth and

high accent most revered—La Motte confided^ tp_her great and

flattering news. There was agreat La^'at Court who sought her

aid iniJrmaMer-~of-vast importarice, and that great Lady spoke

perhaps lor a Lady~greater still. The grandeur of the position

was left to brew, and on the 22nd of July, when it was already

dusk, the great Lady (who was the female La Motte) swept into

the poor girl's humble lodgings—a vision of the Court and the

high world ; she told the wide-eyed hussy things that seemed

too lofty for human ears. The Queen had need of her.

For herseK, said the La MotteT^slTe^as the Queen's one

great, near friend (she showed a letter—one of the famous

letters), and if the d'Oliva would do as she was begged to do, .

the gratitude of the Queen would far excel in effect the paltry \

400 founds that she. La Motte, would give. Come, would she

help the Queen ?

Oh yes ! the d'Oliva would help the Queen ! She would

come next day to Versailles !

Why, then, all was well. . . . And that very night, post-

haste, the interview over, Madame de La Motte gallopped off to

Versailles to take a room with her maid.

For the Queen the dreary month was ending—there was no

trouble upon her horizon. She had -written again to Sweden
;

she asked for, and obtained, the reversion of the See of Albi

for a friend of the King of Sweden's, There was no other news.
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History does not show perhaps one situation more wonder-

fully unhke the common half-happenings, complexities and

reactions of real life, nor one more wonderfully fulfilHng the

violent and exact, simple, and pre-arranged ironies of dra.ma,

than the contrast of that night : the Queen in the palace,

ignorant of any ill save the old and dwindling tales against her,

listless after a summer month of idleness and of restraint—and

coming right up at her, down the Paris road, the woman who

was to destroy her altogether.

The La Motte and her maid got in to Versailles very late.

They took rooms at the Belle Image. Next day La Motte

and Retaux, the soldier, came, bringing the poor girl d'Ohva

with them ; and after a short walk in the town, during which

she was left in the hotel with that " great Lady," before whom
she trembled, they told the d'Ohva that they had seen the

Queen and that all was well. They waited till the morrow.

On the evening of that morrow, the 24th of July, Madame

de La Motte warned the d'Ohva that the time was come.

She dressed her all in white, magnificently ; she gave her a

letter and a rose, and said :
" To-night we go into the Park

together, and there you will see for a moment a great Lord.

Give him this letter and that rose, and say these words :
' You

know my meaning ! ' You mil have no more to do." It was

about eleven, a dark night and no moon, when the two women

went together into the vast gardens of the palace.

As you stand in the centre of the great fa9ade of Versailles

and look westward down a mile of formal lawn and water, there

lie to your left in the palace what were the Queen's rooms, and

to your left in the gardens a large grove called " the Queen's

Grove," in which are the trees that can be seen nearest to her

windows or to be reached most quickly from what were her

private doors.

Near and -within this grove, by an appointment which the

La Motte had sworn him to observe, paced and repaced the

Cardinal. The La Motte had told him he would see the Queen.

In an enormous cloak of dark mysterious blue that covered

his purple to the heels, in a broad soft hat that flapped down and

hid his face, this fool of magnitude paced the gardens of Ver-

sailles and waited for the dehcious hour. Behind him as he

paced followed respectfully a man of his—one Planta, a sort of
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insignificant noble. The hour came. TheJLj^IotteJound the

Cardinal. She led him along a path among the high trees—and
there fora moment, near a hornbeam hedge that grew there, he
saw dimly a woman in white, showdng tall and vague in the

darkness. Tliis figure held forward tojiini in_some confusion a

rose, and said very low, " You know my meaning !
" Rohan

seized the hem of the^white dress and kissed it passionately, but

before another word could pass a man came forward at speed

and whispered as in an agony :
" Madame ! D'Artois is near

—

Madame! " The La Motte said " Quick! . .
." The thing in

white shpped back into the shadow of a bush, the Cardinal was
hurried away—but his life had reached its summit ! He had
heard dear words from the hps of the Queen ! . . .

]\^ie Antoinette_was asleep perhaps,or perhaps chatting,

muffleoTwitlT Tbilgnac's wife, or perhaps, more hkely, by her

children's nursery beds, watching their repose and questioning

their nurse in the wing of the great palace hard by. A hundred
yards away, in the darkness of the grove outside, that scene had
passed which set the train of her destiny alight ; and the ex-

plosion caused by it ruined all that creviced society of Versailles

and cast it down, casting down with it the Queen.

Th£re_existed ,a.t„ that time a necklace. Fantastic stories

have been told of its value ; of those sovereigns to whom it

was offered, and who, with a sigh, had been compelled to

refuse it. It may very hkely have been offered to Marie

Antoinette (with her old passion for jewels) some years before,

in '79, after the birth of her first child. It may be that the

King would have given her the expensive thing—£64,000
was the price of it—it may be he had never seen it. At any
rate, all the world knew that the unrivalled necklace existed,

and had for some years existed as the property of two Court

jewellers who worked in partnership, Boehmer and Bassange,

and that they could not find a purchaser. The reader should

remember this necklace, for though it will not be before him till

six months after this July of '84, yet, but for the scene in the
" Queen's Grove," Rohan would never have handled it, and

had Rohan never handled it, there would not have arisen that

enormous scandal that came so opportune to new rumours and

new angers, and in the end dragged down the Queen.
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With August came Prince Henry of Prussia and all the

bother of him. The Emperor was pressing the Dutch more and

more. France was haK inclined to prevent that pressure, in

spite of the Austrian Alhance. France was determined, at any

rate, to prevent Austria, aUied or not, from strengthening herself

upon the North and East. England, to keep the Scheldt shut,

was more than half inchned to prevent that pressure, in spite

of Holland's attitude during the American War. Prussia stood

by to gain—^and part of Prussia's chance was the opportunity of

feehng and influencing Louis XVI. 's Cabinet.

Prince Henry came, as Frederick's brother, to feel and to

influence ; to see how much could be done by way of separating

Vienna from Versailles. It was a strain on the Queen. What
could she know of these intrigues and counter-intrigues ? She

saw things, now as ever, few and plain ; she saw a Prussian

attempt to separate her House and the House into which she

had married. Therefore Prince Henry's visit was a difficulty

to her. She solved it as one might expect of her character, by

avoiding him. She wrote to the King of Sweden a httle too

famiharly, and assured him that she had hardly seen the visitor :

she " was at Trianon continually, with, intimates only." Paris

thought much of him (for Prussia was then, as now, efiicient)
;

she was very properly fatigued, but, improperly, she did not

conquer her fatigue. During all his stay he saw her perhaps

not haK-a-dozen times, though he (as might be expected of his

character or of any of his descendants, ancestors, or collaterals)

stayed on and on and on. . . . He stayed steadily on in France

till November !—and before November enough had happened !

The httle Dauphin was really ill. His mother was anxious.

St. Cloud was bought for him, in some vague hope that the

" air " was better there—as though the " air " of one suburb

more than another could cure the rickets of the Bourbons.

Next, it was known that the Queen was again mth child.

She wrote of it (famiharly enough) to the King of Sweden.

More than this, war was apparent. The Emperor's smoulder-

ing quarrel with the Dutch had broken into flame ; upon the 4th

of October 1784 an Imperial ship had sailed up the Scheldt to

see if the Dutch would oppose an entry. The Dutch did oppose

it ; they shot at the Imperial ship and took it, and every ruler

in Europe put his hand to the hilt of his sword.
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So far Marie Antoinette had done little at Versailles but be

worried by all this complex quarrel ; a fortnight before the

incident she had told her brother that " really she was not so

important at Versailles "
; she hoped it was a thing to shirk.

Now that the guns had begun, she was in a panic and made
a call upon her old and natural violence. She effected Uttle :

Vergennes and the tradition of French diplomacy were too much
for such tantrums, but the superficial aspect of her action was

striking. It was known that she continually saw the King,

that she made scenes, that she stormed. It was kno^yn that

she was " Austrian " in all this—if it was not understood by
the people that she had failed. On the contrary, when in the

upshot a compromise was arranged, she appeared once more in

that most odious Hght—a woman sending French tribute to

Vienna.

For when the Emperor consented to the closing of the Scheldt

(it was not till February of the next year that he gave way), the

French Cabinet, which had firmly supported Holland, was

gradually infiuenced to guarantee the indemnity which the

dignity of the Imperial Crown demanded : it was close on ten

milUon florins. ^ The Dutch refused so large a sum. The
Queen \\Tote, cajoled, insisted in favour of her brother, her

House and Austria. The French Foreign Office, true to its

tradition of taking material interests seriously, stood firm and

backed Holland steadily. At last the French agreed to take

over and to pay as sponsors for Holland one-half the sum
demanded of the Dutch Government, if thereby they might

avoid war in Europe.

The payment was due to the Queen's vigour or interfer-

ence, and meanwhile there had arisen one of those large and
sudden affairs which give everything around them a new mean-

ing, which emphasise every coincident evil, and draw together

into their atmosphere every ill-will and every calumny. Just

before Marie^Antoinette appeared before the populace_as_one_

who was; sending milhons of French treasure to her foreign

brother came the explosion—in the interval of all this diplomacy

and negotiation-7-of what is .aaJIedJn history " The Affair of the

^ The fiction of the indemnity is entertaining. The Dutch were to " yield
"

Maestricht as the equivalent to the Emperor's granting the closing of the

Scheldt. The indemnity was to " redeem " Maestricht.

II
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Diamond Necklace." The truth with regard to that famous

business is as follows :

—

When the Cardinal de Rohan left the ParS that midnight of

July after the rapture of a word from the ridiculous d'Ohva,

/ he was fallen wholly in the hands of the La Motte. 8he it was,

as he thought, who had done this great thing for hini> She

had given him the Queen ; and he was now entirely sure

of his right to act for Marie Antoinette and to serve her. The
i^ La Motte began by begging money of him for the Queen's pet

\)harities. She obtained it : first, two or three thousand pounds

at the end of August. Retaux wrote the letter : "It was for

people whom she wanted to help." Retaux signed it with his

" Marie Antoinette "
: and Rohan paid. A few pounds of it

went to the unhappy woman whom La Motte had used, the

'rest to creditors or show. Much at the time when the Scheldt

business was at its height, just as Prince Henry was leaving

and all were talking of the Queen, in th^^ajitumn^jQl-JJB^:

a new letter came (again from Retaux' hand) asking for four

thousand. There was the signature '' Marie Antoinette," there

the beloved terms, and Rohan bhndly paidj^his man took the

moriey^to'^EheTjarMotte, " to give the Queen." The Cardinal

was sure of his way now ; he was a master ; the Queen was

under obUgations to him. The money was spent in a

very lavish display by the male and the female La Motte.

They travelled with grandeur ; they visited in a patronising

manner the earlier home of their poverty ; they hved high.

With the end of the year 1784 more money was needed—and

here enters into history that diamond necklace which had so

long been waiting its cue to come upon the stage. ^
The name of La Motte was now current—^in the mouth alone

and among the populace, not at Court—for one who could do

much. Bassange heard, from a friend, of the La Mottes : of

Madame de La Motte. He sent the friend to see whether his

white elephant of a necklace couldbe moved towards that quarter.

Madame de La Motte said wisely that she must see the jewels, a

day or two after Christmas. She saw them ; for three weeks they

were kept on the hook. Upon the 21st of January 1785, a date

that has appeared before and will appear again in this history,

she sent and told them that the Queen would buy, but (in her

usual manner) a " great lord *' would be the intermediary

;
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and on the 24th, by the time it was full dayhght, the great lord

came in the winter morning to do that little thing which led to so

much at last. It was the Cardinal de Rohan who came, handled

the jewels, bargained, promised four payments (at six-monthly

intervals) of £16,000 each, the first for the 1st of August (the

date should be noted), and demanded dehvery on the 1st of

February. The jewellers brought the gems on that day to his

great palace in the Marais, and he then told them frankly that

the buyer behind him was the Queen.

They saw a signature, " Marie Antoinette de France "

;

they saw a part at least of a letter, to the effect that she the

Queen was not accustomed to accommodation and therefore

begged him to negotiate. They were satisfied, left the necklace,

and were gone. That night the Cardinal gave it to Madame de

La Motte at Versailles, or rather, hiding himself in an alcove,

saw it given to a man who acted the part of the Queen's

messenger and who was, of course, Ketaux.

All this, I say, passed on the 1st of February 1785.

Next day, Candlemas—just two years after Madame de La
Motte had made her desperate effort to approach the Queen with

a petition—Rohan and the jeweller, one as Grand Almoner in the

high religious function of the day, the other as a man in the

crowd, each watched the royal party go by and noted the Queen
;

each missed the jewel that surely she should be wearing on the

morrow of its purchase, and each saw that it was not yet worn.

Each for different reasons wondered, but each for different

reasons was silent, and each determined, for different reasons,

to wait. Meanwhile the necklace was in the custody of the

male La Motte ready for its journey to London, the refuge of

the oppressed.

Lent passed. On Easter Sunday the Queen's third child

—

he who became the Dauphin of the Imprisonment—was born.

If, thought Rohan, the Queen had purposely waited before

putting on the necklace, in order to avoid a coincidence of date

between Ms visit to the jewellers and her first wearing of the gem,
surely a long enough space would have passed by the time of the

Relevailles, the ceremonial churching in Notre Dame which

followed the birth of every member of the Blood Royal. The
Relevailles approached. It was more than eight months since

the Cardinal had been given that rose at midnight, and he
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began to grow anxious. The necklace haunted him. . . . Far

off in London the male La Motte }\^as selhng, stone by stone7tEe^

better part of it ; the rest Retaux was carefully disposing of in

Paris itself.

It was on May 24 that the Queen proceeded to Paris for

the ceremony of the Relevailles. All the antique grandeur was

there and the crowds, but over all of it and over the crowds a

new and dreadful element of popular silence. The guns saluted

her through a silent air. In the streets of the University the

very wheels of her carriage could be heard, so hushed was the

crowd. The rich in the opera that evening cheered her, but

going in and coming out through popular thousands she heard no

cheers. She supped in the Temple with Artois, whose appanage

the liberties of the Temple were, and she could see through the

night in his garden, as she had seen so often before in his feasts

and his receptions, the dimmer and more huge from the blaze of

Hght near by, that ominous great Tower which, it is said, she

had always dreaded and dreaded more acutely now ^vith an

access of superstitious fear. " Oh I Artois, pull it down !

"

The Grand Almoner was present at this high function ; he

watched her and marvelled that the necklace should still be

hidden away.

The next morning she could be certain how Paris had

changed. There was throughout its air a mixture of indiffer-

ence and of dishke that poisoned her society with it. Paris now
thought of her fixedly, as .the hying extravagance of the*TTourt.

St. Cloud was at their gates to reproach her, with its title of the

" Queen's Palace," its printed " Queen's " orders on the gate.

The Deficit was there to reproach her. Her very economies, the

lessened festivities, the abandoned journeys of the Court, her

rarer and more rare appearances in the capital, the lack of noise

in Trianon, were, in the public mouth, a consequence of past

excesses. The judgment was false, but it stood firm.

Her undue influence over the King and the councils of the

King was another legend, less false than that of gross extrava-

gance. There was no proof, but a crowd has more judgment

than an isolated man, and the crowd divined what we now
know. They had divined it in tliis critical year which saw
FrancaJbalancing on the verge of war with Austria, and which,

before its close, saw the -pay«ie,nt oi^lhe Dutch indemnity by
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the French to the Queen's brother at Vienna. All her action

for twelve months was wholly Austrian in their eyes, and they

were wholly right. It was in such a popular atmosphere, so

sullen and so prepared, full for a year past of " Figaro's " ironic

laughter against a regime already hurrying to its end, that the

explosion of that summer was to come ; for the 1st of August

was near, and with it thejbime_for_the^stJnstalment upon the

necklace.

In June the Count de La Motte was back from London
paying part of the money he had received for the diamonds

to a Paris banker—one Perregaux.

In July—on the mid-Tuesday of the month—Boehmer in his

capacity of Court Jeweller brought to Versailles certain jewels.

He brought with him also a letter which he gave to the Queen

at mid-day as she came out of Mass ; he gave her the letter

with mystery and with profound respect, and was gone. The

Queen read that note ; it was incomprehensible to her. It

assured her of her jewellers' unalterable devotion ; it begged

her to believe that Boehmer and Bassange were wilHng to

accept her " latest proposals," and it ended with their satis-

faction that " the finest set of diamonds in the world should adorn

the greatest and the best of its Queens. ^^ Whether Marie Antoinette

had even heard of the necklace in the past we cannot tell,

though probably, like all the rest of the world, she had. Whether

she had or not, the note was equally mysterious to her. The
Comptroller of the Household, the Baron de Breteuil, was told

of the Httle bother ; he sent for Boehmer, asked him what on—
earth the note meant, but he only received mysterious replies

leading nowhere.

If it be asked by the reader why, seeing a complication of

some sort before her, Marie Antoinette did not at once order

an investigation to be pursued by the police, the answer is

simple enough to any one acquainted with her character : the

annoyance bored her. Her instinct was simply to avoid it. She

may (some say so) have spared herself trouble upon some theory

that the jeweller was mad : anyhow, she spared herself trouble.

If it be asked how the comphcation ever arose, why that

enigmatical letter was A\Titten, and why, once written and

delivered, Boehmer should have hesitated and equivocated mean-

inglessly in his answers to Breteuil, the answer is simple when
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one hears what had just passed in that lower world of duped

Cardinal and intriguing, most impudent of adventurers, rap-

scallions and spiritualists.

Madame de La Motte had been driving Retaux of late to

write more frequently than ever his " Marie Antoinette " letters

to the Cardinal. The poor soldier was not a woman, he was not

even a writer of fiction, and he had been kept hard at it to

force the note of love so often and in such various ways ; until

at last, one letter had been ordered of him saying, as the date

of the first instalment approached, that " really the price was

too high." - Couldn't the Cardinal, for her sake, get some £8000

off the price ? If he could, the Queen would pay on the 1st of

August7liot the £16,000 then due, but a full £28,000. The

Cardinal read and obeyed. The jewellers were agreeable.

Hence Boehmer's note of July 12th, and hence (since he was

convinced that the Queen, by the very method of her purchase,

desired secrecy above all things) his evasive rephes to De
Breteuil.

Thus, in that world beneath of which she knew nothing,

things were coming to an issue against Marie Antoinette : one

last event did all. Upon the Saturday before the psiyment

was due, the Cardinal (acting upon a further letter) gave

Boehmer something over £1000 and said to him that it was

free money—over and above the fixed price—to console him for

the unwelcome news that the first instalment could not be met

quite punctually. Come, the Queen would certainly pay on

the 1st of October ; it was but two months to wait. He had

seen it in a note of the Queen's which the Countess de La Motte

had just shown him.

It is probable that even the Cardinal had become suspicious

now—he says as much himself—but his pride and his fear of

exposure held him. As for the jeweller, the interview of that

Saturday broke his back ; he was distracted. On the Tuesday

(or the Wednesday) the climax of the comedy was reached.

The Countess de_Lai Motte-^^aet- lire two partners Boehmer and

Bassange together^ and told tliem boldly that the signature

" Marie Antoinette de France " was a forgery—so there! In

the stupefaction that followed she added the quiet advice that

for their money they must bleed the Cardinal
—

" He had

plenty "—and so left them.
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Then followed that general scurry which is the note of

embrogUos as they flare up towards their end. Bassange runs

here, Boehmer runs there ; the one to Rohan in his Episcopal

Palace, the other to those who can help him with the Queen

—notably to Madame Campan, who has left an exaggerated

and distorted account of the interview. To Bassange the

Cardinal (anything to gain time in the hurly-burly) swears the

signature is true ; to Boehmer Madame Campan, with her soHd,

upper-servant face, announces the redundant truth that he

seems to have been let in. As for the La Motte, she flies to

Rohan, and he (anything to keep things dark and to protect a

witness to his incalculable stupidity of a coxcomb) consents to

hide her ; he gives her asylum in his great house.

Next Boehmer goes to Versailles—at once—and implores the

Queen to see him. The Queen has really had her fill of this

kind of thing ; she refuses. But next week she consents, and

the revelations begin.

It was at such a moment, with such storms about her, in

the full and growing unpopularity of her Austrian influence

in the affair of the Dutch indemnity, in the full and growing

renascence of the legend of her extravagance, that Marie

Antoinette had determined not only to play once more in her

theatre at Trianon—the chief reproach of the past, a legend

with the populace for unqueenly exposure, for lack of dignity,

for expense—not only to break her wise resolve, which had been

kept for more than a year, that her plays should cease, but

actually to play another piece by tliat same Beaumarchais whose

wit was the spear-head of the attack upon the old regime. The

decision came neither of cynicism nor of folly upon her part
;

it came of tragic ignorance.

It was while she was rehearsing her part of " Rosine " that

she was persuaded—probably by Madame Campan lierseK

—

to send for Boehmer^and to hear his tale. He came upon the

9th of August, Tuesday, by the Queen's command, to Trianon.

At first he simply asked for the money he beheved his due.

When he saw that Marie Antoinette neither understood why it

should be paid, nor for what, nor by whom, he told the whole

story as he had heard it. He was sent off to write down
coherently and at length in a clear memorandum the details of

this amazing thing, and when he had gone the Queen raved.
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Each consequence and aspect of the abomination, as each

successively appeared to her, struck her with separate and
aggravated blows. Her name Hnked mth a libertine whom, of

all Hbertines, she most loathed—a man who was the object of

her dead mother's especial contempt I The half-truths that

would come in; her love of jewellery—now long conquered,

but now widely remembered ! Her secret debts—now long

paid, but already a fixed idea in the pubhc mind ! At the

best that such a man had thought it conceivable that she

should be such a woman ; at the worst that the world might

beHeve it

!

Upon Friday the report of Boehmer came in. She mastered

it that day and the next, and on Sunday the 14th, the eve of

the Assumption, she begged her husband to spend all the day

with her at Trianon. He mllingly came. They together—but

surely at her initiative—determined on a pubhc trial. Mercy

would have done what we do now in England when there is

danger of pubhc scandal and the weakening of government ; he

would have paid the La Motte woman something to be off.

Vergennes was strongly in favour of silence—as strongly as

Downing Street would be to-day—for he was of the trained

diplomatic kind. The King's honour, the Queen's intense

and burning indignation against calumny persuaded them to

risk pubhcity.

The course taken was, I repeat, not a course easy for my
modern readers to understand ; we take it for granted in the

modern world, and especially in England, that a matter of this

sort, involving, as it were, all the social fabric, is best snuffed

out. Thus the French Foreign Office were willing to destroy

the Pannizardi telegram, and rather give a traitor the ad-

vantage of concealing damning evidence against himself than to

risk a rupture with Italy. Thus the Enghsh Home Office allows

criminals of a certain standing to go free rather than endanger

social influences whose secrecy is thought necessary to the

State ; nor do we allow any to know what sums or how large

are paid for public honours, nor always to what objects secret

subscriptions of questionable origin—in Egj^'pt, for instance—are

devoted. Louis XVI. and his wife at this critical moment
decided otherwise and upon another theory of morals. Jlhey

decided to clear by public trial the honour of the Crown^JJihai^
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dadsion^ more than any other act, cost them their thren^s.

It has preserved the truth for history.

The Feast of the Assumption has for centuries attracted the

French by its pecuhar sanctity. Even during that phase of

infidehty, which, before the Revolution, covered all their intellect

and still chngs to the bulk of their lower middle classes, the

French maintained it. Even to-day, when a fierce anti-Chris-

tian masonry has moulded groups of artisans and intellectuals

into ardent champions against the Faith, the Assumption is

universally observed. In the Court of Versailles, though now
but a ceremony, it was the noblest ceremony of the year.

It was warm noon upon that 15th of August. The Court in

all its colours stood ranked outside the Chapel Royal. The

Grand Almoner, the Cardinal de Rohan, taller than the pre-

lates and the priests around him, stood ready in procession to

enter and to celebrate the Pontifical High Mass as soon as the

King and Queen might appear ; but the King and Queen and

a Minister or two in attendance were waiting behind closed

doors in Louis' private room. The procession still halted : the

Court was already impatient : the doors still stood closed.

They opened ; a servant came out and told the Cardinal that the

King -^dshed to see him a moment. The servant and he went in

together, and the doors shut behind the purple of Rohan's robes

and the lace upon his wrists and shoulders.

The Court outside grew weary of waiting. A quarter of an

hour, twenty minutes passed ; it was near the half-hour when
those doors opened again and the Head of the King's Household,

the Baron de Breteuil, appeared with the Cardinal at his side.

A lieutenant of the Guard happened to be by. Breteuil

summoned him and said aloud :
" The King orders you not to

leave the Cardinal as you take him to his palace : you are

answerable for his person."

So Rohan was arrested, and there is no record who sang

Mass that day.



CHAPTER X
THE NOTABLES

August 15, 1785, to August 8, 1788

FOR. the Queen the decision to send the Cardinal to trial

was a final action. The thing was done—and, for that

matter, nearly done with.

When she could find time in an interval of her occupations

to write to her brother Joseph—it was not till a fortnight later

—the whole letter, though it dealt in detail with the afiair as

one deserving a full explanation, was written upon a tone of

rehef . It was tuned all of it to one key-phrase :
" I am dehghted

to think that we shall never hear of this filthy business again."

Hardly w^as that decisive act accomphshed than there sud-

denly appeared upon twenty points of the horizon, not only in

frontal advance but upon either flank and in either rear of the

perilous position she occupied, as many separate forces un-

connected or but vaguely in touch with one another ; some

directly antagonistic to others, but all having it in common that

the Queen was their objective, and that the trial of the Cardinal

had been their signal for mobilisation and the march.

It is in the character of un^^dsdom to analyse and to proceed

upon the results of analysis : in the character of wisdom to inte-

grate the whole. The analysis of the situation just before the

Cardinal's arrest showed clearly one great factor of opposition

—

the Kohan clan. They were everywhere in France contemporary

and in France historical ; they filled Marie Antoinette's genera-

tion and a hundred years. The sisters, cousins, brothers-in-law

were ubiquitous. Paris was conspicuous with their palaces, the

Court with their functions, the provinces with their loyal de-

pendants or necessary adherents. They were the nucleus of the

strongest group that remained to the wealthy nobihty. The

Guemenees, the Soubises, even the Condes, were one with all

the Rohans. A Rohan put to open trial would have in that

day the effect which a chief of our modern financial gang put

X70
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to open trial might have to-day. Imagine one of our judges

forced to try a Rothschild !

The Queen saw clearly—it is always easy to see one simple

thing clearly—that one Rohan force opposed to her ; she deter-

mined to brave it ; but latent, unconscious of themselves until

her own action called them into being, how many other forces

were there not

!

There was no member of the higher nobihty but to a greater

or less degree felt vaguely a right to immunity from such

pubhcity—and this man was of the highest of the nobihty, a

type. There was no member of the clergy but could formulate

a clear historical and legal right to the exemption of a cleric

from the judgment of a lay tribunal—and this man was of the

highest of the clergy.

Had he been Archbishop of Toulouse or Sens, or any wholly

Galhc see even, his case would have been simpler ; he was

Bishop of Strasburg and his metropohtan was of Mainz : the

Archbishop of Mainz was a conceivable opponent.

He was a prince of the Church : Rome had a right to speak

—

and almost did.

He was a prince of the Empire : Vienna had a right to

speak—and almost did.

Austria and France had for now two years been at a strain :

it was just two years since Joseph had wTitten his first serious

letter upon the Scheldt to his sister : the government of Austria

was embittered, and had for sovereign a man who would not

refuse to trade upon the embarrassment of Versailles. The last

negotiations for indemnity against the opening of the Scheldt

were still pending. The moment was opportune.

The Cardinal could be judged by but one tribunal of the

King's, and that a quasi-governmental body which had for a

generation stood in increasing opposition to the Crown—the

Parlement. For them also the moment was opportune.

He could be tried in but one town, and that to^vn the

capital, which had now taken up such a definite position of

hatred against the Queen ; in but one part of that town, in the

Palais, right in the heart of Paris upon which all the crowds of

that unity so easily converge, and whose towers were a per-

petual symbol of the Monarchy which had deserted its ancient

seat for the isolated splendour of VersaiUes.
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But of much more weight than even these considerable and

separate bases of resistance was that indefinitely large body of

smaller and more fluctuating dangers whose integration the

Queen should have seized if she was to save herself from

destruction.

There are in pohtics, as in physics, conditions of unstable

equihbrium in wliich a mass of fragments, seemingly in repose,

may at a shock be exploded. Their energy hes ready to be

released by the least disturbance. It is the business of states-

manship to remove or to dissolve such as these before large

things are undertaken, lest a violent motion explode them. A
thousand such lay about the palace of Versailles, threatening

the Queen. Whatever particular grudges (even in friends) had

had time to grow, the memories of hatred in enemies, the last

of the Du Barry's faction, the last of D'Aiguillon's. The sus-

picions of the devout against her frivoHty, the contempt of the

philosophical for her reUgion, the irritation of the pohtician

against her presence at the Council, the necessary enmity of

Calonne—all the imperfect and capricious pleasures she had

failed to pursue, all the losses, dismissals, and humihations

rightly or wrongly laid to her charge, were there, not consciously

prepared, but fatally bound to spring to Hfe if once a body of

action against her took visible form. That form the trial of the

Cardinal was to present. When such a body of opposition was

in motion all would attach themselves to it, each from an aspect

of its own. All the old dangers, as each appeared, made alhance

wdth the new and immediate perils.

Madame de La Motte was arrested three days after the

Cardinal, in the early hours of the 18th of August, just back at

dawn in pomp from a great provincial party in Champagne.

Her husband fled to London, there to meet a sympathy readily

extended to such exiles, and to keep in touch with those centres

of enmity against the French Cro\^Ti and reugion with which he

was familiar. It was on the very day when Paris was in the

first busy rumour upon the whole matter—when it was learnt

that the Cardinal had been allowed to burn half his papers,

that La ]\Iotte had got away, that suspicion was permitted to

attach to the Queen—it was upon such a day, the 19th of

August—that the Queen chose to re-open the theatre at Trianon

and to re-open it with a play of Beaumarchais'.
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Many tragedies in history contain some such coincidences,

but none so many or so exact as those which accompany and

determine the tragedy of Marie Antoinette.
,

Consider the position : the legend of her extravagance has
;

re-arisen—unjustly. Trianon is—unjustly—the chief popular
;

symbol of that extravagance. The theatre of Trianon, the most
\

in view, the most obvious of its expenses, she had wisely sup-

pressed during many months. The park at St. Cloud, at the!,

gates of Paris, is a further count in the indictment against her.

!

Her visi.t_toJParis for her churching in May has proved her
\

grievously unpopular : the hated financial agreement with

Austria in regard to the Scheldt is developing, as it is beheved

(and rightly beheved) , under her guidance. Upon all this comes

the thunder-clap of Rohan's arrest—and just as men are be-

ginning to comprehend and to explain it, just as the pubHc

and foreign enmity necessarily suggest her comphcity, say that

" there is more than meets the eye," that " you will see, the

Queen will make victims of them all ; but she is responsible for

the purchase of the gems !
" just as the obvious lies werd

establishing themselves through the embryonic press of those

days and -^e-eafe gossip—^in that very Assumption week she

chooses to appear upon her stage at Trianon, dressed and painted

for a part written by whom ? By the man Caron—Beau-

marchais by purchase—whom all the vulgar now associated with

the most successful attack upon the existing regime, whom the

older and^^the higher world remembered as the associate and

perhaps the partner of the Jewish chque in London that had
published the first dirty he against Marie Antoinette's chastity

when she was as yet but a child of eighteen.

Why was such a folly committed ? The answer to that

question is all around the reader to-day. That society did not

know^ its doom. It was " chic," it was " the thing " for the

ruhng powders to read and to see acted criticism upon them-

selves. The Httle spice of danger—they could think it no

more—was a piquant addition to jaded and well-kno^vn pas-

times. But the Queen ! How terribly more great and more
real the hving consequences were to be to her than to any such

abstraction as " a regime "
: she was to see and to feel con-

tinued physical violence, to be menaced with muskets, to be

forced from her husband before his death, to have her child
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dragged from her ; she was to be wholly abandoned, tortured

silently by a subterranean silence, and at last pubHcly killed.

To the coincidence of that piece of folly another was soon

added. All the succeeding month was full of the last negotia-

tions with Austria : on the 19th of September pubHc discussion

of the necklace had gone far enough to move her to a long

letter ; she wrote and explained disdainfully to her brother—on

the 20th was definitely signed the obligation on the part of

France for half the Dutch indemnity. Austria received—^for no

reason save the Queen's pressure and an imaginary rehef from

war—about a million pounds. With the public debt aheady a

matter for debate and about to become the critical matter for

action, it was a monstrous thing.

Budget for budget—stating the proportions in terms of

modern revenue—it corresponded to what a payment of between

ten milHons or twelve would be to-day. Stated in terms of ease

of payment, of abiHty to pay, it represented far more than such

a sum would represent in a modern budget—and not a penny

of that humiliating obhgation need have been incurred but for

the Queen.

Those historians who regard as beneath discussion the great

popular cry of the Revolution that Marie Antoinette " sent

money to Austria " are too ready to neglect whatever is

rhetorical. Tumbrils of gold did not pass—as the populace

beheved—but this enormous obhgation was incurred, and in-

curred through her and in favour of her brother.

That autumn, winter, and spring the necklace was the

theme. The confused currents of opmion had this in common
that all accused the Queen, just as, in the great modern parallel

of the Dreyfus case, the confused currents of opinion, differing

widely and sometimes in direct opposition on vital points, had

it all in common that Cathohc society was the real defendant

throughout and the real villain of the piece. According to

some Rohan was the Queen's lover, afraid to accuse her or

perhajDS too fond—but at any rate he had purchased the neck-

^]lace by her orders. According to others the La Motte had been

4the Queen's cat's-paw in tricking Rohan. According to others

I
again, more extreme, the Queen had been herself the actual

agent throughout, and would now, by an official pressure,

procure a verdict against her lover and her friend in order to
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whitewash her own character . In general the absurdity which

took most hold was nearer to the latter theory than to any
other : it became a test point simply whether Rohan would

be acquitted or condemned. K^han aeqiB|tted^h^^^^

some wildly illogical process of geireral opinion !) was supposed

to be proved guilty of authorship in the whole affair. Kohan
condemned, she was equally guilty of authorship—only, in that

case the mob and the foreigner would say that wicked judges

had proved pliant to Court influence.

As in the modern trial which I have already quoted as the

great historic parallel to the trial of Rohan, no evidence could

affect the minds of those who had already concluded : to make
their fixed conclusion fit in ^dth the facts any contradiction of

human psychology and human probabiHties was admitted. Did
some pornographer attack the Queen and defend Rohan ?

Straightway he was a hero ! Had there been a Pantheon he would

have had his burial there. Did some anonymous pamphleteer

assert his conviction of the Queen's guilt ? Straightway he was
an authority. Did some obscure and needy man take money to

support the immense power and fortunes of the Rohans against

the impoverished crown ? Straightway (Hke those who sup-

ported Jewish finance in the modern parallel I have quoted) he

became a being full of self-sacrifice defending the weak and the

oppressed against haughty power. The document whereby the

necklace was ordered was signed " Marie Antoinette de France,^''

a signature quite impossible in form and not even remotely

resembling in handwriting that of the Queen. No matter. It

must be supposed, " for this occasion only," that she wrote

thus—once at least. Or, if that lie was too hard to swallow,

then she had made Rohan sign thus, or get it signed thus, pre-

cisely in order to cover her tracks by an improbable signature.

Anything at all was said and believed—especially in foreign

countries—^provided it implicated the Queen.

The preliminary stages of the trial were long. Oliva was not

arrested till late in the winter, at Brussels, fluttering and con-

fused ; Retaux not till the spring, at Geneva.

The Queen endured those months of increasing pubHc insult

and increasing doubt. She was in her fourth pregnancy, and,

what was more, her character, to some extent her body, had
aged somewhat. She had passed that thirtieth year which her
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mother had foreseen to be critical for her ; she had come to

what a superstition or a coincidence made her regard as the

beginning of bitter years.

Meanwhile in his room at the BastiUe, where he was confined,

the Cardinal held his court, enjoyed his receptions, and con-

tinued to impress the Parisians with all the pomp of his rank.

It was not till the end of May that he was taken to the Con-

ciergerie—the last step before the pubHc trial ; he went by night

upon the 29th of the month. On the next day, the 30th of May
1786, in the morning, the Parlement met in the Grand Salle, the

indictments were read, and the pleadings opened.

That trial has been described a thousand times. The Rohans

of every degree were packed at the doors of the court. The

deference they met with, the immense crowds which, during

those long two days, awaited the verdict, the anxiety at Ver-

sailles—all these are the theme of every book that has dealt

with this best known of historic trials : they need not be re-

peated here. At the close of the proceedings came the significant

thing : the pubHc prosecutor demanded no more than that the

Cardinal should apologise for having thought the Queen capable

of such things, and should resign the Grand Almonry—on that

small point, the forty-nine judges deliberated a whole day long.

It was dark, it was nine o'clock on the 31st of May when

their conclusion was announced : some would have condemned

him to the mere apology and resignation thus demanded, a few

to apology but not to resignation, the majority were simply for

acquittal, and at last, by twenty-six votes to twenty^hree^.'Koha.jgi

left the court completely_absolved. For the rest the La Motte

was ordered to be~flogged, branded, and imprisoned at Salpetiere.

Her husband—in contumacy—to the gaUeys. Retaux to be

transported. As for the Oliva, they declared her not to fall

under!the matter they had to try—she was free.

In Paris the acquittal of the Cardinal (which meant to the

mob simply the condemnation of the Queen) caused an imme-

diate popular^outburst of cheering, and congratulation. They

surrounded his palace. They demanded and obtained its

illumination. He was compelled to show himself and to be

acclaimed. Then, as must ever be the case with such false

heroes, he was completely dropped. Those who had done most

to secure the verdict were most in a position to know the perils
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of further ovation. When the King had stripped him of every

possible function and emolument and had exiled him to the

Velay, the Rohans themselves were the most assiduous to

impose silence upon him and to force him back into obscurity.

He lived, unnoticed and unremembered, remote in Strasburg
;

was advised, on election to the States-General two years later,

not to sit ; sat, refused the civil oath, emigrated, survived the

Queen by some ten years, and died, doing after that no more evil.

No public insult could more deeply have wounded the Queen

than this verdict and that demonstration. Her health was

touched, but much more her very self was overshadowed as she

feared—and she was right—for ever. She had not even, as

have we, the resource of history. She did not know how
thoroughly history can deal with these Popish plots and Royal

Necklaces and Dreyfus Innocencies and the rest, nor how con-

temptuously time and learning together expose at last every

evil intrigue. She only knew—and she was right—that in her

time the calumny would never be set right. And indeed this

one of the great historical enthusiasms for falsehood was not

set right till our own time. Napoleon, musing years after upon

the verdict, called it, with his broad judgment and his oppor-

tunities for comparison and knowledge, the beginning of the

Revolution, the gate of her tomb. Marie Antoinette was of no

great judgment—she was contemporary to it all ; no experience

or research, but only instinct, could guide her—but some such

dreadful presentiment of the capital importance of the affair

stood fast in her mind : in part it greatly ripened her view of

this bad world ; much more it oppressed or broke the springs

of her spirit ; and while there is henceforward in all she did

new tenacity and much calculation of effort, there is, much
more, an inner certitude of doom.

The King went off to Cherbourg, where Calonne, still seeking

to re-estabhsh the finances by an extended pubhc employment

of labour and by display, had achieved the first stage of that

magnificent artificial harbour, the model of all of its kind that

were to follow in Europe and on the Mediterranean. Every-

where Louis met with easy but fervid acclamation. He had

never seen the provinces before. He came back radiant. The
new warmth and zeal, which, under another aspect and reacting

against other stimuli, were so soon to produce the great change,

12



178 MARIE ANTOINETTE
had already touched the people, and he had bathed, as it were,

in a pubhc energy which, till then, cabined in Versailles or

wearied by the chques of Paris, he had never kno^n. All that

enthusiasm, his and his people's, he communicated in many
letters to the Queen ; but she had suffered her blow, and

nothing now could undeceive her but that fate was coming.

Her relation the Archduke, the last of so many royal visitors

at Versailles, had gone. In July her fourth child was born

—

a girl ; and that same summer every" stranger that passed

through Paris noted the beginnings of the storm.' The pam-
phlets were awake ; the press had risen to a continuous pressure

of suggestion^^fi^dote^andr-^tack, and the necessity for facing

and solving the insistent fiscal problem was no longer a theory

to be discussed pohtically but-a^:hing-4e-be^an€.

The Court was brilliant in a last leaping flame. Fontaine-

bleau that autumn was glorious with colours and men ; the

balls at Versailles that winter of '86 shone with a pecuKar and a

memorable splendour—but it was the end. There were to be

no more glories : the last ball had been given, the last pro-

gress made.

Calonne, whose French audacity might a httle earher have

saved the State, dared an experiment which failed—but which,

from its nature and the things it could but breed, led on to the

Revolution. He determined (and he persuaded the King) to

summon, for consultation upon the finances and the betterment

of the realm, a council of all those who led in the nobility, the

Church, the Parlements, the Services, the great municipahties.

This convention was to be named, upon the parallel of the last

similar summons—^now some two centuries old—an assembly of

" the Notables." The Ministry were given the King's decision

suddenly, upon the 29th of December. The Notables were to

meet upon that day month. More than one critic—especially

among the aged—foresaw, the dyke once opened, what a flood

would follow ; all, wise or unwise, felt that the meeting would

be the end of most that they had known and the beginning of

quite new perils and perhaps new energies or a new world.

\Vliether or no the Queen was hurt at a sudden determina-

tion in which she had taken no part nor even had a voice, she

very rapidly in the next six months rose to hold the Govern-

ment in her hands : thenceforward to the meeting of the States-
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General and the opening of the Revolution, her decision and
her vigour take part in all those acts—a dozen at the most

—

which proved ultimately the authors of her destruction.

The Notables met—or rather did not meet—upon the day
named, the 29th of January '87. They came to Paris on the

appointed day, they met in the streets of Paris, in drawing-

rooms and elsewhere ; but those provincial mayors, great judges,

and members of the high nobility had to wait and chafe for

many days before they were legally convened. Criticism and
violence of tongue had time to grow ; there was a sense of

weakness, of anarchy even, in the petty details of governmental

action following on such delay. When they did meet, before

their debates had time to develop, one event after another was
transforming everything around the Queen.

The Polignacs had quarrelled with her ; Madame de Pohgnac,

her Hfe-long friend, had threatened to retire from her post with

the Children of France. Many—most—had followed them ; all

whom the Pohgnacs had benefited, through the Queen, for so

many years. A last and new faction, more intimate, more
wounding, more in possession of her secrets, and more dangerous

than any other was thus formed.

Vergennes was just dead ; the King, should Calonne fail in

the great business of Reform which the Assembly of Notables

had opened, would be left without a Chief Minister, and the

Queen's place was plainly ready for her in his council-room.

More than these, the La Motte had escaped from prison, and
had fled (of course) to London.

There was not then, as there is to-day, in London a vast and
organised journahstic system by which news is afforded, with-

held, or falsified at will. Nay, even had there been such a
monopoly, journals had not one-hundredth of the power they

have to-day. Again, those who governed England then were

usually well travelled and were acquainted with the French

tongue. Again, there existed, what has since failed us, strong

independent opinion and a cultivated middle class. The female

La Motte was, therefore, not welcomed in London with those trans-

ports of affection or homage which she would receive to-day ; but

there was akeady sufficient horror at continental procedm^e and
sufficient certitude in the baseness of all administration of justice

abroad to stand her in very good stead. The nourishment of the
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public conscience upon the sins of foreigners had already begun.

La Motte was something of a martyr, and, as she seemed poor,

could make some hvehhood out of the pubhc folly. She began

that series of pretended " Revelations " which were in some

few months to be among the principal torments of the Queen.

V^Tiether (hke Esterhazy by our Press in the parallel I have

already dra^vTi) she was bribed to say such things, we have no

record. At any rate her pubhcations paid her—for a time.

It has been said that Marie Antoinette helped the La Motte

to fly from prison. It may be so. When in a great pubhc

quarrel the innocent side is blundering and unwise, its acts of

unwisdom are incalculable. Marie Antoinette had certainly sent

to have the woman visited in prison. It is possible that, as

she had hoped a pubhc trial could help her, so she hoped now
the La Motte loose would do less harm than the La Motte im-

prisoned and gagged, with every rumour free to circulate. Per-

haps she was whoUy ignorant of the whole matter. Anyhow
the La Motte was loose—and the flood of calumny springing

from London flowed against the Queen and did its work. She,

at Versailles, grew every day to be more and more absorbed in

the crisis which was developing with such rapidity—for it was

aheady apparent as March proceeded that the experiment of the

Notables had failed. Calonne had still his native courage and

his pecuhar rapidity of manoeuvre ; he fought his hand hard

—

but the opposition was too plain, too large, and too strong for

him. His plan had been just—he had conceived the reforma-

tion of hghtening the worst taxes and of arranging a more

equal redistribution of the burdens upon land—a new redistribu-

tion in which no privilege should exist of rank or custom—and,

more daring, but still, in the tradition of Turgot, he had
planned an adumbration of the Revolution by proposing

provincial, local, and parochial assembhes.

Two currents of hostihty met him : one that the Notables

in the main stood personally for privilege ; the other that every

one in France desired more change, and, above all, more
" democratisation " of the centre of the national machinery.

There was an appetite for debate, for " facts "
; a demand

for exact accounts and public audit and public consent to

taxes.

These two currents gained their intensity, however, from the



THE NOTABLES i8i

legend whicli had gathered round Calonne, as the Financier of

the Deficit and the Adviser of the Throne. A symbohc char-

acter, which was never his but which has endured ahnost to our

own time, was popularly superimposed upon him, a character of

mere frivolity, of mere extravagance in time of security, especi-

ally of subservience to fancied expensive whims of the Queen.

She, alas ! thought to do a public service and a strong one

by persuading Louis to the dismissal of his Minister when his

failure with the Notables was proved. She won. On the 8th

April 1787 Calonne fell, to be exiled, to fly (of course) to London,
and thence, only too probably, to help swell that river of evil

speaking and writing which, since her thirtieth year, had flowed

so regularly against the character of Marie Antoinette; but
which now broke all bounds and filled half the pamphlets. .

If in this she acted publicly, decidedly, and to her hurt, in

her next equally decisive step the Queen acted even more
pubhcly, more decisively, and more both to her own hurt and
that of the alien populace whom she already detested but de-

sired, in such a crisis, to rule. After some mention of Necker,

she forced Lomenie upon the King.

The writing of history, more than any other liberal occupa-

tion, suffers from routine. I will not detain the reader of this

chronicle with any long digression upon the effect of the French
Revolution, upon the nature, the prodigious force and the

universality of what may be called, according to the taste of

the scholar, the Catholic reaction or the Catholic renaissance of

our day. Still less would I disturb the progress of my story

with a divagation upon the ease with which our academies here

fall into every trap set them by the enemies of the Faith abroad

—

whether those enemies be random politicians, high stoics, sceptics

of a noble temper, common usurers, or men fanatical against all

restriction of the senses. But I will so far delay the reader at

this moment as to state plainly a succession of undoubted
historical and contemporary truths in no particular order, and
to beg him to reach a conclusion by a comparison of them aU.

It is in the routine of our universities to say that Catholicism

was struck to death by two great upheavals : the Reformation
opened it to attack ; the Revolution dealt the mortal blow : it is

now said to be dying, and especially in France. This is the first
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truth : that our universities say these things ; some regret, some
are pleased : but it is beheved and said in either camp. Next,

it is true that Louis XVI. practised his rehgion and beheved

in it. Next, it is true that liis Queen, never wholly abandoning

the rule of rehgion—far from it—was now, in 1787, particularly

devoted and increasingly exact in her observance ; daily, as she

daily suffered, more penetrated inwardly by the spirit of the

Church. A fourth truth is that no single man pretending to

high intelhgence in that generation of Frenchmen beheved in

more than a God : the only quarrel was betvv^een those who
beheved in such a Being and those who denied this last of

dogmas. The fifth truth is, that but yesterday all the French

hierarchy and all the 80,000 priests of the Church—save, per-

haps, three—suffered the loss of all corporate property and all

established income rather than vary in one detail from the

disciphne of Home. The sixth truth is that the prominent and
outstanding names of the French hierarchy or of the Church's

defenders before and during this revolutionary crisis were :

Rohan, a^n evil liver, a cheat, a fool, and a blackguard ; Talley-

rand, something even lower in morals than he was higher in

wit; the Archbishop of Narbonne—hving six hundred miles

from his See with his own niece for mistress; Gregoire, a full

schismatic and in his way an honest man ; Maury, a vulgar

pohtician, hke one of our own vulgar pohticians to-day, a priest

out for a fortune, a sort of " Member of Parliament," a petty

persecutor of the Pope in person and of the Papacy, in time

a Cardinal—and this man Lomenie. The seventh truth is that

Marie Antoinette (who practised her rehgion) ardently supported

Lomenie and befriended him, and that, therefore, Louis (who

was devout) accepted him for Chief Minister.

Read these undoubted truths together and decide whether

the Faith has advanced or receded in a hundred years.

• •••••••
Who was Lomenie de Brienne ? He had had, these twenty

years, a reputation for what is vaguely called in aristocracies

" abihty." He had presented the address of the Clergy in the

Coronation year. He was Archbishop of Toulouse. He suited

La Fayette's idea of honesty. He had inordinate passions. He
was yet further and later Archbishop of Sens—for the sake of the

pickings. He had led with no scruple of honour the opposition
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to Caloime in the Notables. Mercy favoured him. Vermond,

the Queen's old tutor, who owed all to him, supported his claim,

and Marie Antoinette imposed him. But who was he ?

He was an active, careful, and laborious atheist to whom
the King, by a scruple, refused the See of Paris, holding that

the See of Paris was pecuhar and had always better be held by

a man who beheved in God. He was a wit, he loved wealth

inordinately—and that was all. He had his reputation with

the wealthy, but no action of his remains. Such was the hier-

archy that moment, and to a circle of such men was power

restricted. And Lomenie de Brienne was made and put into

his seat by the advice of Vermond, Marie Antoinette's old tutor,

by the advice of Joseph II., a protector of religious doubt ; he

repaid her by a constant devotion.

It was on May Day 1787 that this personage was put, with

an inferior title, at the head of the finances, a position which

—now more than ever—was necessarily the chief post in the

French State. On the 25th the Notables, from whom he came

and whom he had led, were dissolved. . . .

Fersen, eager to spend one last day in Versailles, had come
for a few flying hours. He watched their dissolution as a show

... he did not return till the eve of the Revolution, and, once

returned, he remained a pledged sacrifice, a servant, to the

end. . . .

The Notables had done nothing, and Lomenie himself pro-

ceeded to do much the same ; or rather to bring forward for

the third time as an active proposition—for the milhonth as a

theory propounded—the scheme of financial reform which every

predecessor had, in one shape or another, presented. The de-

struction of the fossil compartments—walls which separated

various antique forms of taxation, a larger total tax, a more
equitable distribution ; the abohtion of imposts uselessly

vexatory ; loans to oil the wheels of change.

The Notables had gone : but to register such decrees a

power parallel to that of the Throne must—as we saw in the

case of Turgot—concur. The permanent body of legal advisers

to the Prince—a conception as old as Rome and morally in

continuity with the Empire—the body which had tried Rohan

—

the Parlement—pleading the absence of a regular budget and of

pubhc discussion, refused to register, and within three months of



i84 MARIE ANTOINETTE
Lomenie de Brienne's appointment, the Parlement in session

had proceeded from Sabattier's famous pun^ to affirm that tio

'permanent impost could he levied upon the nation without the

summons and consent of the States-General.

The reader should pause upon that phrase.

The conception that All should rule is coeval with society.

But the words so used by Sabattier were not a mere opinion

nor a mere reiteration of justice. They were spoken in that

assembly of la^vyers which formed the chief body of the State,

and once spoken in such an air they were creative.

This memorable declaration of July 1787 launched the

Revolution.

Nothing can reinvigorate itself or snatch itself from decay

save by a return upon itself and a recapture of its own past.

To revive the States-General was to bring back to Hfe the vigour

of the Middle Ages, and to renew—at the close of this last long

and glorious but exhausted phase in the national Hfe—the

permanent energy of Gaul.

When in the eleventh century the great transition from the

Dark Ages to mediaeval civilisation w^as accomplished, there

came, along with the new Gothic architecture and the new

national tongues, as the last fruit of that florescence, an institu-

tion known in each province of Christendom by some local

name (for the creation was local and spontaneous) but every-

where bearing the same characters, in formation, object, and

inner nature. This Institution had for its purpose the affirmation

of a doctrine fundamental in the Faith, that sovereignty lies

and can only Ke with the community. This Institution had for

instrument wherewith to enforce that right a conception at once

as mystical and as plain as any that the Faith has admitted

or revealed in her strict dogmas, the conception of representa-

tion : two men should speak for thousands ; the spirit of a

community should enter and be seen through individuals w^ho

should speak with the voice of districts ; these representatives

should he the very numbers for whom they stood : an institu-

tion as tangible, as real, as visible as the Sacrament ; as

mysterious as the Presence of the Lord. It was a miracle of

1 "VoTis demandez I'etat des recettes—ces sont les etats generaux qu'il

nous faut."
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faith, but it conquered; and even to-day, woefully corrupt,

there resides in Representation something of majesty and a

power in moments of great dangers or of great national desire

to gleam for a moment through the dead body of an Institution

whose whole principle of popular sanctity has been forgotten.

The theory of Representation sprang, I say, naturally from

that young and happy time when Europe arose from sleep : the

century of the Christian reaction against Asia.

The valleys of the Pyrenees, a scene of continual armed

endeavours, spurred on by the constant pressure of Islam, first

organised the idea.

The cool and cleanly little town of Jaca—an outpost on the

Roman road into Spain that led down to the frontiers of the

Moors—the httle frontier town of Jaca saw the first strict

gathering of the kind in the very first of the Crusades : but

Jaca was not alone ; it w^as throughout Christendom a natural,

a simultaneous growth. The southern cities of Gaul, the great

provinces, Languedoc, Beam, distant and isolated Brittany, the

compact England of the thirteenth century, followed ; lastly,

and not till the opening of the fourteenth century, a united

and majestic gathering of Representatives, designed to bring

before the Crown at Paris the voice, complaint, or will of all its

subjects, emerged.

These assemblies, a Cortes in Spain, a Parliament in England,

were in France called Estates—and that rare one which stood, not

for one province of Gaul, but for all combined, was known as

the States-General. Like every other institution of its kind it

was ahve with the mediaeval passion for Reality. Not abstract

statistics nor some crude numerical theory, but the facts of

society were recognised in, or rather everywhere translated into,

these representative bodies. There were corps of nobles—since

the Middle Ages, descending from the Roman centuries and
their rich landed class, had nobles for a reality. The priests

were separate ; the commoners. In some cases (notably in

towns) special corporations had special delegates ; in all

—

especially in the States-General of France—the various aspects

of the State were present in the shape of innumerable state-

ments and mandates enforced upon the Representatives (and

therefore the servants) of clerical and commercial corporations,

of territorial units, of municipal authorities.
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So long as the high attempt of the Middle Ages was main-

tained so long these councils flourished. That attempt bent

down and failed in the sixteenth century—and with it decHned,

corrupted, or disappeared the corporate assembhes which were

to the pohtical sincerity of the Middle Ages what the universities

were to its intellectual eagerness, the Gothic to its majestic

insistence upon eternal expression.

In certain places the advent of the Renaissance in the

sixteenth century closed the story of Representation ; in others,

under the influence of the Reformation, it became a form. In

the two chief centres of the West two varied fortunes attached

to the two faihng branches of that great mediaeval scheme. In

Protestant England the form of Representation survived ; in

CathoHc France the memory. By one of those ironies in which

History or Providence dehghts, the Enghsh ohgarchy, which,

in the phrase of a principal EngHsh writer, " had risen upon

the ruins of Rehgion," the Howards, the " Cromwells," the

Cecils, and the rest, maintained the form of The House of

" Commons." The squires used that organ in the seventeenth

century to destroy the power of a Crown whose own. folly had,

through the plunder of the Monasteries, led to its o\\ti com-

plete impoverishment and to the enrichment of the gentry.

The squires maintained that Crown but kept it as their salaried

servant, and thus throughout the eighteenth century the fossfl

of a representative system was in England not only cherished

but actively cherished to serve us as the armour of privilege.

Parliament remained intensely national, full of sacred cere-

monies and forms, and still using conveniently to the rich

some shadow of that theory of national sovereignty which, in

breaking mth the Faith, the nation had broken with perhaps

for ever : whether for ever or not our own immediate future

will show.

For Europe the strange accident by which dry-bones Repre-

sentation thus survived in England was of vast consequence.

This fossil bridged the guK between the hving Parhaments of

the IMiddle Ages and the advent of modern democracy—and by

a curious inquiry into the archaeology and the extinct functions

of EngUsh public hfe, CathoHc Europe has begun to reconstruct

its own past. For England the consequences of the survival are

known to all who have watched the complexion of the Commons
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and type of membership that House to-day enjoys—and the

strange mode of recruitment of the Lords !

In France the fortunes of Representation, that mediaeval thing,

became, from the moment when the Middle Ages failed, very

different. The Gallic States-General had stood by the side of, and
nominally informing, a Roman and centraHsed sovereignty : they

were not,,hke the English Parliament, an institution immixed in

and at last identical mth a wealthy ohgarchy; they were an
institution that stood by the side of and was at last suppressed

by a national despotism. They ceased abruptly (in 1614), but

they never lost their soul. Should they hear the call to resurrec-

tion they could rise whole and quick, a complete voice of the

nation to counsel or to command. In July 1787, with the pro-

testation of the Parlement of Paris and its appeal to the past,

that call had come, and from that moment onward it was plain

that all France would now soon be found in action. Within

two years the thing was decided.

• •••••••
What was the Queen's position during those two years ? She

was in the saddle. Her fulness of hfe, her firmness of purpose,

had come upon her quickly. She w^as already divorced from joy

;

she was already, and for the first time, mixed constantly with

pubhc affairs. It is sometimes written that Lomenie de Brienne
'' gave her a place in the Council." That is nonsense. She

chose to enter publicly what, in private, had been hers since the

March of 1787 at the latest : what had been partly hers long

before. Her strength of utterance, her now formative disillusions

(for disillusionment is formative in women), her apparent peril

(for peril is formative in those who desire to govern), her recent

grievous humihation and suffering (for these are formative in

all), formed her and gave her fixed and constructive power.

Her power was most imperfectly, at moments disastrously, used

;

but if the reader woaid understand the violent five^ears which

follow this moment and culminate ih^ the crash of the throne,

he must first seize the fact that, though vast impersonal forces

at issue were melting and recasting France, and therefore Europe,

the personahty nearest the French Executive throughout was
that of Marie Antoinette.

In her room at Versailles met the coming intriguers during the

struggle with the Parlement under Brienne. She it was against
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whom the dishonoured Orleans, with the instinct of a dema-

gogue, intrigued and whispered. She it was who spoke of " a

necessary rigour " when the fighting begun ; she—we may pre-

sume or be certain—who forbade the King to fly in the days of

October ; she certainly upon whom the great effort of Mkabeau

turned ; she who planned or rather guided the escape to Varennes ;

she who principally suffered from the recapture ; she who con-

stantly and actively advised Vienna, Mercy, Fersen, Mallet, in

the perilous months that followed that failure ; she who sus-

tained the Court after the 20th of June ; she against whom Paris

charged on the 10th of August : hers was that power the memory

of which exasperated the Revolution and drove even its military

advisers to useless reprisals, and to her death at last.

I do not say that the powers of that awful time were personal

or of this world—far from it. Nor do I say that you will not

find crowded into that Httle seon of years a greater host of

high and individual wills than a century may count in meaner

times—there were a regiment of active, organising, and creative

minds astir within a mile of Notre Dame. Still less do I

pretend that the Queen's judgment, her rapidity, her energy,

and her certitude were comparable to any of a hundred or more

in that arena. She was nothing compared with their greatest,

Httle compared with their least. But I say that close to the

executive—to that which, until August '92, could command
soldiers, sign edicts, and, above all, correspond with foreign

Powers—its adviser, its constant moderator, at times its very

self, was the Queen.

Her last child, the baby of eleven months, was now in the

July of 1787 dead. It was the second death of a thing loved

that she had kno^Ti—her mother's the first ; it was the first

death she had seen of a thing loved. In the desertion of her

friends, the great part she had to play, the open wound of the

necklace verdict, she took that death as but one more poignant

sorrow. The little girl had been ailing for but four days :

Marie Antoinette shut herself up with her husband and his

sister for one day in Trianon to recover that shock. She

returned to act.

She applaudied and sustained her husband—or rather Brienne

—during the struggle with the Parlement all July. She heard

(and despised) the call for the States-General. When the Lit de



THE NOTABLES 189

Justice, the solemn ceremony by which the King could enforce

the registration of his edicts in spite of the Parlement's refusal,

was held on the 6th of August, it was held at Versailles, as it

were under the Queen's eye : the Parlement rephed by refusing

to admit the registration so made.
i The Parisian crowd surrounded the Parlement in Paris and

applauded : not for this or that, nor for the nature of the taxes

protested, nor for anything but for that prime principle—that

the States-General should be summoned. The Queen ordered

economies : they came into force at once, that very week.

Those who lost their posts became new enemies of hers : the

economies were nothing to the crowd : she gained nothing with

the pubHc : she lost more with Versailles. It was dangerous

for her to approach the capital.

If she had hoped, by an economy that seemed to her so

important, to affect the Parlement, Marie Antoinette was in

grievous error : in error from that lack of perspective and of

grip which her position, and above all her character, had left in

her. Within a week of it all the Parlement had replied by a

renewed refusal to register, a renewed demand for the States-

General, and was away at Troyes, exiled but sitting in full

power, deliberating and enthusiastically supported by Paris old

and new. At Versailles, Lomenie de Brienne, the Queen's man,

demanded the title, beyond the practical power, of Chief Minister :

such a demand led to the resignation of what little brains were

left in the Council. In September he compromised with the

Parlement, and let it return.

Lomenie next formulated decrees which proposed indeed to

rely on ordinary taxation—but to an extraordinary extent and

on a novel scheme—and to call the States-General within five

years : he intended (as did the Queen) to adjourn and surely

to drop the meeting of the States-General altogether. In

November, when a majority in the Parlement was secured by
the absence of some, perhaps the purchase of others, he caused

the King to meet that body—and then raised its anger again

by registering without counting votes and, as it were, by the

autocratic power of the King. If, as is possible, the Queen did

not advise or countenance this last act, at any rate the whole

tone of her correspondence applauds the decision.

The consequences following on this error were immediate.
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Orleans, now the Queen's chief enemy, made himself a spokes-

man of discontent and was exiled to the provinces ; he attributed

his disgrace to the Queen. Sabattier and Tieteau de St. Just

were arrested on the bench itseK. The States-General, precisely

because it had been proposed to consider them "in five years,"

and because the Parlement had insisted on an earlier date, were

more in the pubHc mouth than ever ; and as the year closed,

Brienne, and all Brienne stood for, bethought them of some wide

action that should remove all this friction and leave government

secure.

That action had the Queen for its authoress. It was an

attempt at despotic reform without representation, an Austrian

model, and it was named "The New Order."

No year in Marie Antoinette's Mfe had more affected her

experience, her character, and her position in the State than

this of 1787, her thirty-second year, which now drew to an end.

She had made a Ministry ; she had influenced, supported, in part

created a policy ; she had reaped the full harvest of pain in the

first death of a child, in the growing illness of her eldest son,

in the flood of calumny which had succeeded the La Motte's

escape from prison. She had come rapidly to actual power, she

was exercising it with facility—and every act of hers led more

nearly and more directly to the cataclysm before her.

The public hatred of her had immensely grown—in intensity,

in volume, but especially in quahty, since she had manifestly

become the chief adviser of her husband and the creator of a

scheme of government. The Pohgnacs, as I have said, had joined

the enemy. Orleans was now definitely the head of her bitter

opponents. The drawing-rooms of Paris had joined the populace

against her. It had been actually proposed to mock her effigy

during the rejoicing at the return of the Parlement from exile.

The wdts had renewed their nicknames : she was " Madame
Deficit " as well as " the Austrian " she had always been—and

by the winter all the quarrel in which the Parlement, the crowd,

and nearly every permanent force was now ranged against

the Crown, saw in her the core of the resistance and the personal

object of attack.

The year 1788 at its very opening showed clearly how far

the development had gone. That system of " a new order "

—

a powerful, uncriticised Crown, thorough reform, the negation
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of ideals—saw, risen up against such feminine and practical

conceptions, those much stronger things—dogmas. The civic

rehgion of the French and the creed of the era they were framing

emerged. Before Easter the Parlement had denied the right

of the executive to imprison at Avill, as also the right of the

Prince to assimilate his edict to a public law, and had demanded

the complete freedom of the three lawyers who had been

arrested. But—an ominous thing—the Parlement claimed no

privileges. It demanded the release of its members as citizens—
and of human right against the arbitrary power of the Crown.

Against such a force as this—a creed—the only weapon that

" The New Order " and the Queen could imagine was a reform of

machinery. In this, as in so much else during the furious struggle

of those eighteen months, " The New Order " fore-planned much
that the Revolution itseK was to achieve : it was modern, it

was suited to circumstance, but lacking first principles it was

apparent and direct, but lacking nationality and being opposed

to the summoning of the States-General it was doomed. The
scheme of "The New Order" included a replacing of all this

antique, corporate, and privileged power of the Parlement by a

High Court more fully reflecting the governing classes of the

nation. It was not unwise, and Marie Antoinette—to judge

again from her correspondence and from the universal opinion

of contemporaries—was largely its originator and wholly its

aUy. It miserably failed.

The secret plan of it—surrounded with fantastic precautions

—was divulged. The threatened Parlement (and it had the

whole nation behind it) met at once, and D'Epresmenil explained

the peril, and declared once more, but far more directly than

before, for the principles upon which the Revolution was to

turn, and especially the right of the States-General alone

—

regularly and periodically summoned—to grant supply. The
arrests that followed—arrests which the Queen called with quite

singular blindness " acts of rigour "—perilous as she saw, but

necessary as she imagined—were the signal for an approach to

civil war.
" The New Order " was resisted forcibly in the provinces by

the privileged, by custom, by the populace (who feared new
taxes), by local patriotism which feared the loss of local char-

acter and (what indeed so soon did come) the merging of aU in
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one homogeneous State. All the troops were out; revolt had

begun.

In June 1788 the Clergy—summoned to meet and grant an

aid, as a last desperate resource for means—replied by an asser-

tion in turn of their immutable custom and pecuhar right. In

July " The New. Order " broke doAvn. The demand for the

States-General^'was acceded to by the Crown and by the Queen.

On the 8th of August 1788 they were definitely summoned for

the May Day of thelfollowing year.



CHAPTER XI

THE BASTILLE

August 8, 1788, to Septemher 30, 1789

THE decision was taken. France was alive with the advent

of the States-General. The autumn of 1788 had come.

Fersen was with the Queen.

It was more than fourteen years since, a boy of eighteen,

Northern, dignified, and grave, his large and steady brown eyes

had met hers from far off among the hundreds in the Masked
Ball at the Opera. He was then a child. She also was a

child, pure, exiled, of an active timidity, and not yet even

Queen. I have written what happened then : the rare occasions

on which he had come and gone. Now he was here vdih. her

at Versailles.

The something permanent which every human hfe has known
had entered in that moment of her girlhood and settled finally

within her heart. The accidents of living did little to disturb

so silent and so secure a thing. He had been but a chance

visitor to Paris—a Swedish lad on his Grand Tour—when they

had thus met for ever ; during the critical first three years of

her reign he had been away in his own country. He had
returned, as I have said, in the summer of 1778. The worst of

her torments was settled then : she was to be a mother ; she

might expect an heir to the throne ; the adventure, the suc-

cessful adventure, of America had begun. A position of woman-
hood and of rule, such dignities and such repose, might have
paled or rendered ridiculous the chance passion of extreme

youth : they did neither. Whether he came or went, his quiet

image—the one fixed thing she had known in a world she could

not know—^remained. He had been received at once right into

the tiny inner circle of the Polignacs before he left for the

American War. He had been with the Queen continually,

reserved and of that breeding which she longed for, the un-

passionate poise of the North. Her child, her husband's child,

13 193
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was born ;

'79 and its war news came, and Fersen had resolved

at last to go. He also by that time, as has been read, knew
what had entered his hfe.

The Queen, as he inhabited the halls of Versailles during his

farewells, had followed him with her eyes, and very often they

had filled with tears. All the world saw the thing. He had gone

off at last to America, to wonder at the swamps and the bare

landscape, the odd shuffling fighting and the drag of an informal

war. His English gave him work enough interpreting between

his own French Generals and Washington ; he wrote home from

time to time to his father, he busied himself in learning his mili-

tary trade—but of Versailles or to Versailles there was not a

word. During all the three years, '80-'83, that he suffered the

new countries, the Queen and he heard nothing the one of the

other.

He had returned to Europe ; but it was only the journey of

his sovereign Gustavus that kept him some months in France,

though a colonelcy, more or less honorary, and a pension of some

hundreds had been given the young man there. A wealthy

marriage, long arranged in England for him, he let shp without

concern. The proposal (a year before the affair of the neck-

lace) that he should marry Necker's ugly daughter he resigned

at once in favour of his friend, young Stael, his sovereign's

ambassador. With a commission in Sweden as well as in

France, it was his o^^ti country he preferred. His moments at

Versailles were rare, his visits very brief—such as that in which

he saw the Notables dissolved (of which scene he records his

judgment) ; in none did he more than appear, silent, for a very

few hours or days at Versailles. The girl who had met him, a

boy, in '74, was now a woman of thirty and more ; chance

ghmpses alone had Ht up the very long space of those years :

she had suffered all the business of the necklace, all the rising

hatred of Paris, without any too close a word from him ; she

was entering the Revolution and the way to death when he

reappeared : henceforward he did not leave her.

That bond, which time had neither increased nor diminished

and which permanent absence and silence had left unfalsified,

now became a living communion between them. He was never

what is called her " lover "
; the whole sequence is that of a

devotion as in a tale or a song, and yet burning in living beings :
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a thing to the French incomprehensible, to men of other

countries, to Enghshmen, for instance, comprehensible enough

—but, whether comprehensible or not, as rare as epic genius.

Brienne had fallen : the Queen, and the Queen alone, had

put back Necker in his place. Why had she done this ? From
a desire to rule, and an opportunity for it.

There are those who discover in themselves the capacity to

govern, that is to organise the wills of men. Often great

soldiers find this in themselves, and are led to govern a whole

State at last : such was Napoleon.

There are others to whom cheating, intrigue and cunning are

native : such are, at bottom, however high their station, the

slaves, not the dictators or the helpers, of their fellow-beings ;

they have a keen nose for the herd ; they will always follow it,

and it is their ambition to fill posts where they can give favours

and draw large salaries. Of this sort are parHamentary poH-

ticians to-day : from such we draw our Ministers. They have

of poor human nature an expert knowledge such as usurers have

and panders ; they are, therefore, not unsuited to choose per-

manent of&cials or to recommend to others places of trust

and power.

There is a third kind, and to this third kind Marie Antoinette

belonged—as many another woman and feminine man has

belonged. It neither organises nor intrigues ; it desires to do

neither, and is incapable of both. All it desires is to be able

to say " I govern." The accident of the last two years had
permitted her to say this—but, having said it, she could say

nothing more. She knew the outcry against Calonne : she

undid him. She knew the reputation of Brienne: she made
him. She saw Brienne most evidently out of favour with

opinion : she un-made him. She heard shouts for Necker—and

Necker was summoned to her httle room, was regally examined,

graciously received and installed.

Those who can govern through a period of peril (that is, those

who can organise the wills of men during the short and indeter-

minate time before any resultant of clashing social forces has

yet appeared) note, decide, order, speak, and do—and when it

is too late to act, their genius tells them that it is too late. In

the early winter of 1788 it was not yet too late. What would
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one possessed of the power of government have done ? In the

first place, such an one would have stated the evil pubhcly in

detail and with authority; in the next, chosen not one but a

body of men to deal with particular difficulties (as, for instance,

a particular Ugiste for the troubles of that absurdity, the Common
Law ; a particular soldier to suggest a reform of the army, &c.)

;

in the third, used as allies all the positive forces available, all

the enthusiasms, all the tide—to this force (by persuasion) how

much may not be harnessed ? So Mirabeau would have done

;

so Napoleon did ; so some ready eye in 1788 might have planned.

The States-General is the fever ? You shall have it : in Paris,

with splendour. The Commons are the cry ? They shall be in

full double number and with special new powers—a new dress,

perhaps, as well. The nation is crying out for Government ?

Give them the Crown : the King on horseback day after

day.

Had some such judgment controlled that moment, France

would have preserved the Monarchy, old institutions clothed in

their old names would have been squeezed and fitted into new

moulds ; France so changing, there would have been some

change in Europe—an episode well worthy of memory and

noted by special historians. The Bishops of the Church in

France would—to-day—have been what Rohan and Narbonne

were then ; the Faith, already derehct, would by this time

very probably have descended to be a ritual for wealthy women
or an opinion for a few valueless, weak men : that self-praise

and that divorce from reahty which is the mark of our back-

waters in Europe and of the new countries everywhere would

(perhaps) have settled in the succeeding century upon all Europe,

and, for the first time in its long history, our civiHsation would

have missed one of its due resurrections. As it was, God in-

tended the Revolution. Therefore, every error and insufficiency

in those directing its inception was permitted, and therefore,

on account of such insufficiency, the full force of a military

people ran freely, as run natural things, and achieved what

we know.

The Queen had nominated Necker from a mere desire to

rule, and had therefore simply chosen the man most loudly

called for. Necker, on his side, was well worthy of so facile a

judgment ; he was all that is meant by Geneva.
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By his own standards, which were those of a company
promoter, he was just barely honest—by those of chivalric

honour he was deplorably tainted. Full of avarice, order and
caution, a very Huguenot, he sought everywhere an economic

solution for political problems ; unsoldierly, of course, and in

the presence of danger worthless, he was none the less patient

in detail and of a persevering kind ; very vacillating in the

presence of fierce and conflicting desires around him, he was yet

tenacious of a general plan. To all these characters he added

that kind of ambition which is avid of popularity on condition

that it shall face no bodily risk and that it shall labour in words

or on paper only. He had his reward : his insignificant figure

was for a year the symbol of all the great ferment ; his presence

with, or absence from, the Council was the test of advance or

of retreat in the revolutionary movement. So for one year

—then for a few months he is forgotten ; then he hears a

mob in the streets, and flies.

With such a man as figurehead it is not difl&cult to judge the

obvious development of the autumn and winter which produced

the first great Parliament of the Revolution. Opinion was

invited : the pamphlets poured in. On matters already fixed in

pubhc opinion Necker could be decisive, as, for instance, that

the Commons in the approaching Assembly should be as

numerous as the clergy and the nobles combined—for this was

the universal rule in provincial parliaments ; but when (two

days after Christmas) this point (which had afforded food for

violent writing but was in reality certain to be conceded)

—

when, I say, this point was fixed by King and Queen and

Council, Necker so drafted the decision as to make it appear all

his own to the populace : while at Court the angry higher nobihty

said it was all the Queen's. A far more decisive matter—and

one that escaped the partisans—was whether the Nobles, Clergy,

and Commons should sit and vote together, as the necessity for

a Popular Will—for one voice—demanded, or should play the

antique fool and, in a crisis so actual and vivid, solemnly vote

separately, checking each other's decisions, nulHfying the public

mandate—all for the sake of custom. Here Necker could have

decided and changed history : but there was not an opinion

sufficiently unanimous to guide him in his nullity. He left that

essential piece of procedure to be settled by the Estates them-
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selves when they should have met ; he thus (as wdll be seen)

made of the first and most necessary act of the States-General,

the insistence of the Commons that all should vote together,

an illegal thing—and so coloured all their succeeding action ^^dth

the colour of rebellion. One thing Necker had done of his

own judgment, and it was idiotic. He had summoned the

Notables again for a month in the autumn—he was soon glad

to be rid of that folly : the decree I have mentioned followed,

and in February 1789—legally before the end of January—the

elections to the States-General began.

No such complete representation of a great nation has been

attempted since that day ; no such experiment could be

attempted save wdth political energy at white heat and under

the urgent necessity of a secular charge. The confused noise

which filled the rising spring of '89 was, for once, the voice of

ALL : thousands upon thousands of Httle primary assembhes, of

advisory letters, of plaints, of legal suggestions, of strict orders

and mandates to the elected (without which no pohtical freedom

can exist), of corporate actions by guilds, by townships, by

chapters, by every form of pohtical personahty, filled and

augmented the hfe of France. So vast was the thing that to

this day, amid the libraries of monographs that seem to exhaust

the Revolution, all have shrunk from the dehneation of this

rising ocean of men. There is no final work upon the elections

of '89. No one has dared.

April passed. The deputies began to stream into Paris.

Paris, in the last days of that month and the first of the next,

began to overflow into the royal town at its gates. Sunday,

the 3rd of May, saw one long procession of every kind and fortune

pouring, in spite of the drenching weather, from the capital up

into the hills of Versailles. Upon the morrow the opening

rehgious ceremony of the Session was to be held.

At about six o'clock of the morning of Monday, the 4th of

May, it was still raining—not violently, but still raining ; the

dawn struggled in wet clouds over the woods and the plain of

Paris beyond, and tlie pavements of Versailles were shining flat

under the new day, with large puddles in their worn places. As

the light broadened the rain ceased. The uniform and dull low

sky began to break and gather : the innumerable crowd moved.
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Some thousands were sodden after a night spent out of doors

;

many thousands more, moving from their packed rooms, where

a bed was a guinea and the mere shelter of a roof a well-let

thing, began to crowd the pavements, the roofs, the cornices
;

as for the windows, every window had its bouquet of heads at

high price, well-dressed heads and eager. The morning rose

and grew warm.

The palace of Versailles looks east and north down towards

the woods that hide Paris ; it looks down three broad, divergent

avenues, spreading Hke the fingers of a hand, and starting (as

from the palm of such a hand) from a wide space called the

" Place d'Armes," which forms a huger outer court, as it were,

to the huge Court of the Kings. To the right and to the left

of this main square and its avenues, as you look from the

palace, lie the two halves of the town : the northern, to the left,

has for its principal church Notre Dame ; the southern, to the

right, has for its principal church St. Louis, which is now the

Cathedral ; each building is by situation and plan the centre

of its quarter. The way from Notre Dame to St. Louis is up

the Rue Dauphine, across the great Place d'Armes, and then

down the Rue Saborg—all in a straight line not half a mile long,

with the great Place taking up more than the middle third.

From the one church to the other was the processional way of

Versailles ; it was chosen for that day. From seven onv/ards

the Parliament had been gathering in Notre Dame ; not till ten

did the royal carriages arrive, all plumed and gilded, S'^^oing low

and ridiculous : the King and his household, the Queen and

hers ; the Princes of the Blood—but as for Orleans he was

already with the lords in the church, disdaining his rank and

making a show of humility. They all set out in procession for

St. Louis, the clergy of Versailles in a small surpliced body

leading, the dark Commons next, the embroidered and feathered

NobiHty, the Priests, the Household, the music, the Bishop

;

then the Blessed Sacrament in the Archbishop of Paris' hands,

with Monsieur and his brother and two more of the Blood at

the corners of the canopy ; last of all the Queen and her ladies

—all in the order I have named ; two thousand and more four-

front, the length of a brigade—and every one of them (save the

Archbishop who held the Monstrance) with a blessed candlie in

his or her hand. By the time the head of the line was at St.
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Louis, the tail had hardly left Notre Dame,i and as each detach-

ment took the line, young Dreux Breze, Master of Ceremonies,

on foot since seven, ordered them.

The mjriads of people saw them go by. The sun was

shining at last : all could be seen, yet the cheers were pointed

and full of meaning ; the silence also was full of meaning.

They cheered the Commons as those six hundred went by, in

black wdthout swords—all in black save for a Breton amongst
them. Some curiously picked out Mirabeau ; they were silent

at the lords' blaze of colour, haK cheering only Orleans, his face

such a picture ! the sacred candle flickering in his hands ; they

did not (as would a modern crowd) all uncover to the Blessed

Sacrament ; they cheered the King. Then, as the Queen passed,

there passed with her a belt of silence. As she went slowly

with her ladies along that way silence went with her ; cheering

w^ent before and after. At one place only was that silence

broken, where a group of rough women suddenly shouted out

as she passed insulting vivats for Orleans : it may be that she

stumbled when she heard them.

From the advanced colonnade of the great stables (where the

sappers are lodged to-day) upon the roof of the colonnade,

there was a truckle-bed and many cushions laid, and on it was
lying the broken body of her son, the Dauphin, who would not

inherit all these things : he was very visibly dying. His

miserable little frame, all bent and careless, lay there at its

poor ease. His Hstless and veiled eyes watched the procession

go by. It is said that his mother, in that half-mile of ordeal,

glanced up to where he lay, and smiled.

The sun still shone upon the double row of soldiers—the blue

of the Gardes Frangaises upon this side, the red of the S^viss upon
that ; the crowd was in gaiety—the wet were now dry ; the

last of the hne were now gone and the doors of St. Louis had
closed on them. It had been a great show, and all the place

and its pleasures were open to the people. Next day the Session

was opened in that same hall Avhich had been raised two years

before for the Notables.

A member of the Commons, sitting in the back row of his

^ Carlyle, of course, puts one church for the other and makes the procession

walk wrong -way about. The Cambridge history, however, is accurate in this

detail.
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order, would have seen before him, rank upon rank, the dense

mass of black uniform menace which his six hundred presented,

haK-fiUing the floor of the great oblong hall ; to left of him,

against a row of columns, the clergy of every rank ; to the right,

against the opposite row" of columns, the blaze of the Nobles

—

among them Orleans, his face insolently set towards the Throne.

Far above and beyond them all, at the end of the hall, like an
altar raised upon its steps, was the last splendour of the Throne.

The golden threads of the hlies shone upon the vast canopy of

purple velvet that over-shadowed it. Seated upon it, alone

above his kingdom, the last of the kings possessed a great

majesty, in which the known hesitation of his gait, the known
lethargic character of his person, were swallowed up in awe :

an enormous diamond gleamed in the feather of his hat. Below

and around him were grouped the Princes of the Blood and the

great officers of State, and in front of the group in a long Hne

sat the Ministry. Necker among these—the only one dressed as

the Commons w^ere dressed—appealed to the Commons ; while at

the foot of the throne, in purple and silver white, a Kttle diamond
circlet and a heron's feather in her hair, stood the Queen.

This the Commons could see, under the light that fell from

high windows near the roof ; it fell over two thousand of the

public—guests chosen rather than a true pubhc ; they filled the

galleries above, they swarmed in the dark aisles beneath, un-

divided from the three orders—a familiarity shocking to our

historians who, craning their necks, have watched as a privilege

and wdth respect the fag-end of the House of Commons or the

County Council from a pen.

To the command of Dreux Breze all that great hall rose :

the King rose also, read his short speech in a firm voice, and put

on his hat to sit down. The Nobles covered themselves at the

King's gesture : among the Commons there was confusion

—

they did not know the etiquette, or rather some did, some did

not. The incident was insignificant and comic : a graver thing

followed it. Barentin rose, the Keeper of the Seals ; he spoke

for an hour. Had he spoken for three minutes and spoken but

one sentence it would have been all he had to do, for he was

there to tell them that it was left to the Three Orders to sit separately

or together as they might choose. All the Revolution was latent in

that command.
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The Nobles would vote to sit separate

; possibly the clergy :

the " National Assembly "—as all thought of it, as all called it

—

would be turned into a " Lords and Commons "—an absurd, com-

pHcated and do-nothing machine with privileges and customs,

quaintnesses and long accommodations between this house and

that ; it would lose touch with the general ; the sap of national

Hfe would be cut off from it ; it would not be able to create ; it

would be the jest of that w^hich really governed. As in England

to-day our various elected bodies are the jests of the pluto-

cracy, so in 1789 the " National Assembly," tripartite, played

upon by vanity and ignorance, would have become the jest of the

CroT^Ti. But in France an institution, once unreal, disappears,

and before July the Assembly was, according to this plan, to

disappear. It was dehberately conceived as a means of nulli-

ijing and destroying the Parliament.

Necker spoke next. He spoke for three hours, and was

listened to throughout, for he dealt with finance. His speech

was full of Hes—but his name had not yet lost the titular place

of idolatry. When he had ended his Genevese falsehoods, the

ceremony was over and all were free to dine. But with

Barentin's words the Revolution had begun.

All May Gaul worked and seethed. The instinct of numbers

aimed straight for the objective upon which all turned, and the

Commons demanded the accession to one corporate AssembK''

of the Nobles and Clergy. They negotiated with the privileged

houses ; they affirmed the principle of combined voting : Necker

sent for soldiers. By the end of the month the last attempt at

some voluntary arrangement had failed. Meanwhile the King,

by some lethargy or through the intrigue of some cabal, had

not yet formally received a deputation of the Commons.

What did the Queen make of that May ? The days seemed

to her first an ugly rumour throughout Versailles, buzzing

round the palace—soon an uproar. She stood with the few that

actively maintained privilege against the Commons ; but, a

trifle wiser than they, she conveyed their counsels in a mode-

rated form to the King. It was not enough : the troops still

came into Paris—Gaul still rose higher and higher ; and through

the tumult something much more to her, more intimate, in-

finitely more acute and true, ran and held her as a physical

pain will pin the mind and hold it during the playing of some
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loud and meaningless music : it was the dying of her little son

—

he lay at Meudon dying.

The end of the French Monarchy was mirrored in the fate

of the last bodily forms that were to contain its Idea. The
Bourbon heirs, one after another, died before succession.

Louis XV., a great-grandson, liimseK delicate from birth, was
succeeded by a grandson again, a boy painfully saved by the

doctors—a man throughout life partially infirm. The Hne had
come at last to this child, the Dauphin, whose advent had been

the opportunity for such strong joy throughout the country and
in whom the New Age was to find its first King. All the phases

of doom had sho\Yn themselves : first, the high promise, then

the vague doubts, the mysteries of a general disease ; lastly, the

despairs. For a month, ever since the opening of the States-

General, which he had languidly witnessed, it had been but a

question of the day on which the boy would die. That day
had come.

It was the 3rd of June at Meudon. The King and the Queen
had come in answer to sudden and graver news of their child

;

they reached the place in the early afternoon—and they were

implored to return. The boy was mthin, at his agony. The
King sank into a chair and cried that his son was dead, and
the poor lad's mother, suddenly broken in the midst of so many
and such great public alarms, of her government, her resistance

and her perils, suddenly knelt down and cried wildly, rocking

her head in her hands, burying her face on Louis' knees : she

called out to God. They were left thus together, and at one the

next morning the Dauphin was dead.

It w^as as though two majesties or angels challenged each

other in those days : the majesty which reigns inwardly and
which everywhere makes of a son's death the supreme agony of

the v/orld, though sons die hourly ; the majesty which reigns

outwardly and which commands, once in a thousand years, the

passing of societies and kingdoms. For while this death was
doing at Meudon, in the Commonwealth the last decisions also

were at hand. Two days after the sad procession of ranks and
delegates had done honour to the dead child, the Commons
summoned for the last time the Clergy and the Lords to join

them and form one body to mirror the nation. It was but three

days after the little body had been taken to lie at St. Denis
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among the kings that the next step was taken. The Revolu-

tion broke ^^^th law—it now first began to be the Revolution

and to do. The Commons declared themselves to be no longer

the " Commons," but—with all of the privileged orders who

would join them—they declared themselves to be the " National

Assembly "
: those who would not join them were no part of

the body which was to remake the world : their legahty was not

to avail them : the Commons had " made act of sovereignty,"

and the strain between two centres of authority, the Crown and

the Representatives, had begun.

It was this that the Queen must watch and parry and try

to understand, now, when the first part of her flesh had gone

do^Ti into the grave, and her brain, shaken "with despairs, must

attempt to control and to comprehend the wave ; and her eyes,

weary of weeping, to read orders, to note faces, and her voice,

with which she could no longer call her son, to command. She

was in the centre of the resistance for a month, and it failed.

For a few days, in spite of the call for troops which had been

heard—and the troops were coming—for a few days more, speech

was still formidable, and every phase of the debate ringing

through the great shed of the Menus was a further affirmation

of the new and violent sovereignty of those usurpers, the

Assembly. In twenty-four hours a decision was taken by the

Crown.

To the assumption of sovereignty by the Commons the Court

replied. There was to be a Royal Session on the Monday follow-

ing, the King present, and all the division between the orders

settled by his final voice—as to the Commons declaration it was

ignored.

And meanwhile Speech was silenced. Barentin, Keeper of

the Seals, had seen to that. He wrote to the King that it was

imperative the Commons should be silenced until the Royal

Session was held. He TVTote: " Coupez Court." Have done

mth the business 1 A simple way to silence the Commons was

found.

It was upon Friday the 19th of June that Barentin had

written his letter to the King. Upon the Saturday morning,

the 20th, the weather having turned to rain and the streets

being deserted, the first stray members of the Commons came

up to the door of the Menus to resume their debates. No notice
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had reached them, nor even their elected Speaker, Bailly, the

worthy astronomer. They came with umbrellas dripping above

them, the mud splashing their black stockings and black knee-

breeches, the rain driving in upon their black Court coats.

They tried the door ; it was locked, and a sentry came forward.

They saw, streaked under the rain, a little scrap of writing

nailed to the door. The Hall was " closed by royal order," and,

^\ithin, the sound of hammering marked the carpenters at work

preparing for Monday's ceremonial. They wondered : others

came ; the group grew until at last many hundreds of the

Commons stood there without, upon the pavement of the wide-

planted avenue. Mirabeau was there and Robespierre was there,

Sieyes, Bailly—all the Commons. Up at the end of the way
the King's great palace lay silent and, as it were, empty under

the rain. No one crossed its vast open courtyard; its shut

streaming windows stared dully at the town. The Commons
moved away in a herd, leaving the sentry and his comrade to pace

and be drenched, and the Httle scrap of writing to be washed and
blurred on the locked door. As they moved off the noise of

hammering within grew fainter till they heard it no more.

That very middle-class sight, a great mob of umbrellas

wandering in the streets, was full of will : wandering from one

place to another they landed at last in a tennis court which

was free, just where a narrow side-street of the southern town
makes an elbow. Into that shelter they poured : and over

against them, watching all they did from above, from his home
just across the lane, was Barentin, Keeper of the Seals. He
saw the umbrellas folded at the door, the hundreds pressing in,

damply ; he saw through the lights of the Court their damp
foot-prints on the concrete of the hall—a table brought : Bailly,

the president, standing upon it above the throng and reading

out the oath that they " would not disperse till they had given the

nation a constitution "—then he saw the press of men signing that

declaration one by one.

He heard the mob gathering outside and filling the street.

Among them at least one witness has left a record of what
could be heard through the open doors—how Mirabeau re-

luctantly signed, pleading popular pressure ; how one man only

refused to sign, thinking it, what it was, rebellion. He was
Martin, of Auch.
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It was the summer solstice, a date unlucky to the Bourbons.

The King heard all these things—but there was nothing to

be done. Sunday passed, and Monday—the Royal Session was

postponed. It was not till Tuesday morning, the 23rd, at ten

that the procession formed and that Louis prepared to attend

it. It was still raining.

All the pomp that could be gathered had been gathered for

that occasion, though the very skies were against it. Four
thousand men stood to arms hning that less than half a mile

from the palace to the Menus. Hidden in the woods beyond,

camped up on Satory and dispersed in the suburbs around, six

regiments more were ready. A vast crowd, wholly silent,

watched the Court go by. The Queen unbroken (but carrying

such recent agony !), Artois vivacious and trim, the Ministers

hurried, Louis somewhat bent, fat, suffering.

A man w^io saw that sight has written that he thought to

see some great funeral go by : he was right. Of the two

miUion dead which the Revolution demanded from Moscow to

the Tagus, the first was passing in the splendid coach of the

kings—I mean. Unquestioned Security. That fixity of poHti-

cal creed and that certitude in social structure, which hitherto

no wars had shaken in Europe for century upon century of

Christian order, had perished. Men cannot five or breathe

without pohtical security, yet for now more than a hundred

years Europe has in vain awaited its return.

The King had reached his throne in the great shed of the

Menus ; the Queen was beside him ; the Orders, the Nobles and

the Clergy stood ranked on either side ; then after some delay

the Commons were permitted to enter by a mean side-door and

to fill the dark end of the place with their dark numbers. . . .

Where was Necker ? The Symbol of the New Age was not

there ; the fatuous Genevese had stayed at home. He had

presided at the Council which had drawn up the declaration the

King was about to read. He imay have suggested certain soften-

ings of phrase in it ; they may have been rejected by the Queen

or another—but it was a document the responsibility of which

he, in duty, bore ; it was for him to resign or to be present :

he hedged by his absence and let it be thought that he

protested.

With a rumble and a shuffling the twelve hundred of them
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sat down. When they were all w^ell sat down, Barentin in a

loud voice proclaimed :
" Gentlemen, the King gives you leave

to be seated !
" The King turned to the Queen upon his left

and bade her also take her throne. She courtesied with an

exaggerated grandeur and chose to stand while the whole long

speech was delivered—a royal witness to the Crown of which

she was now much more the strength and principle than any
other there.

The speech was decisive. It willed this and that in strong

imperatives—even the voice of the King, into w^hose mouth
these words were put, was firm : he wdlled very liberal and

modern things—but no divided authority—above all, no divided

authority ! The new and rival sovereign, the Usurper, must

resign. The Commons were but the Commons. Of their recent

claim no word, but, upon the contrary, an assertion that the

States-General might not, even were they to vote in common,
determine their own procedure.

As he read, here and there a man would applaud—even from

among the Commons.
" Remember, gentlemen, that none of your plans, none of

your schemes can become Law without my express approval.

It is / that have, till now, given my subjects all their happi-

ness. . .
." And the speech closed with : "I command you,

therefore, gentlemen, to disperse at once. To-morrow you shall

come each into the Hall assigned to his order."

When he had read these words the King sat do^vn : the

speech was ended. There was but a moment between his

ending and his rising again to go. The Queen, very dignified,

rose with him. Together, and followed by their train, they left

the hall. It was just noon.

The Nobles rose in their turn and left the building : the

Bishops preceded them, but of the lower clergy many—^half

perhaps—fingered. The body of the Commons refused to move.

They sat massed, in silence, at the far end of the great

gaudy shed. Over against them, at the further end, the work-

men had begun to take down the scenery of that royal play ;

the curtains were being lowered, the carpets roUed up, and there

was hammering again. Across the empty benches of the Nobles

and the Hierarchy, in the empty middle of the hall, every

exclamation, however subdued, of the bewildered but deter-
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mined Commons echoed : but the backgromid of that interval

was astonishment and silence.

This curious and dire silence, a silence of revolt, lasted

perhaps half-an-hour, when there entered into it the Master of

the Ceremonies, young Dreux Breze.

He was little more than a boy, just married, of a refined

and rather whitened sort, tall, covered with cloth of gold. He
was not ashamed to stud his hands with diamonds, like an

Oriental or a woman ; he shone ^vith Hght against the dark

mass of the Commons, and he alone wore a sword. He bore no

signed or sacred letter, and his mere office was not awful.^ He
advanced, and in that slightly irritable but well-bred drawl

of his he muttered something as though ashamed. They

cried, " Speak up !
" He spoke louder. " They had heard the

Islng's orders. ..." He repeated the phrase. Various cries

and exclamations arose. Then Mirabeau, standing forward, said

—What did he say ? It is uncertain, and will always be

debated, but it was something hke this :
" We are here by

the will of the people, and only death can dismiss us." Dreux

Breze walked out with due ceremony, backwards.

Well, then, why was Death not brought in to sweep the

Commons ? Here were soldiers all around—foreigners, Germans,

and Swiss—in number a full division : why was no shot fired ?

Because, although apparently no force lay opposed to them save

the mere will of less than a thousand unarmed debaters, there

did in fact he opposed to them the potential force of Paris.

Close on a milhon souls, say two hundred thousand men, capable

of bearing arms, almost homogeneous in opinion, lay twelve miles

down the valley, as full of rumour as a hive—at the sound of a

musket they might rise and swarm. It was not a calculable

thing ; Paris might after half-an-hour of scuffle turn into a mere

scattered crowd; there might be a fierce resistance, prolonged,

bleeding authority to death unless a sufficient force contained

Paris also, as the debaters at Versailles were aheady contained.

That force was summoned.

Thirty regiments moved. All the last days of June the

great roads sounded with their marching from every neighbouring

1 It had originally been created to provide a salary for one, Pot, who was

further dignified with the title of Rhodes—names curiously English.
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garrison. The rattle of new guns one morning woke from sleep

the unkno\Mi Robespierre, who watched them from his window
passing interminably under the July dawn ; they baited their

horses in the stables of the Queen. Of nearly all the troops

so gathering one Httle portion, the half-irregular militia body

(mihtia, but permanently armed) called "the French Guards,"

was other than foreign. The " French Guards " might not indeed

be reliable ; but, as it was thought, they hardly counted. The
rest were for the most part German-speaking mercenaries, the

solid weapon of the Crown : and still they gathered.

Neck to neck with the advance of that mobilisation the

Assembly raced for power ; for every brigade appearing you

may count a new^ claim. In the first hours of their revolt, when
Dreux Breze had but just retired, they proclaimed themselves
" Inviolable "—that is, in their new sovereignty, they declared

an armed offence to that sovereignty to be treason.

The sight of Paris, heaving as for movement on the 24th of

June, Wednesday, when the news of the royal session and its

sequel came, determined the Duke of Orleans to take a Hne,

He desired to profit by the dissensions. He continually bribed

and flattered and supported, by his wealth and through his

parasites, the vast and spontaneous surge of opinion, adding

perhaps a fraction to its power. He was among the stupidest

of the Boiu'bons, for he thought in his heart he might be King.

This null and dissipated fellow led a minority of the Nobles to

the Commons and declared their adhesion to the Assembly :

that was the Thursday, the 25th—the next day the Court

itself, the King, dehberately advised the union of all the orders !

The Court had yielded— for the moment. The Court

thought it was better so : the troops were gathering, soon a

blow was to be struck, and the less friction the better while it

was preparing. . . .

So, as the first week of July went by, everything was pre-

paring : the Electoral College of Paris had met and continued

in session, forming spontaneously a local executive for the

capital ; certain of the French Guard in Paris had sworn to

obey the Assembly only, had been imprisoned . . . and re-

leased by popular force . . . and pardoned. The last troops

had come in; the Assembly was finally formed. On the day
when it named its first Committee to discuss the new Constitu-
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tion, the Queen and those about the Queen had completed

their plan, and the CrowTi was ready to re-arise and to scatter

its enemies.

There was in this crisis a miHtary simphcity as behoved it,

for it wa,s a mihtary thing. No intriguing. Necker, the symbol

of the new claims, was to go—booted out at a moment's notice,

and over the frontier as well. A man of the Queen's, a man
who had been ambassador at Vienna, a very trusted servant

of over fifty years continually \\dth the Monarchy, a man of

energy, strong stepping, loud, Breteuil was in one sharp moment

to take his place. Old Broghe, brave and renowned, was to

grasp the army—and the thing was done : the Assembly gone

to smoke : the debating over : silence and ancient right re-

stored. And as for the dependence on opinion and on a

parhamentary majority for money ! . . . why, a bold bankruptcy

and begin again.

So the Queen saw the sharp issue, now that all the regiments

were assembled. A corps of German mercenaries were in the

Park, encamped; their ofiicers were cherished in the rooms of

the Pohgnacs : they were a symbol of what was toward. Paris

might or might not rise. If it rose, there would be action ; if

not, none. In either case victory and a prize worth all the

miserable cajohng and submission to which the Court had been

compelled while the soldiers were still unready. They were

ready now. So the Queen.

On Saturday the 11th of July, at three in the afternoon,

Necker was sitting down with his wife and a certain friend to

dinner : the excellent dinner of a man worth four millions of

money—doubtfully acquired. Ten thousand men lay at arms

within an hour of Versailles ; at all the issues of Paris were

troops amounting to at least two divisions more—mainly

German cavalry : one regiment at Charente, Samade ; one

regiment at Ivry ; one, of German hussars, at the Champ de

Mars ; one, of Swiss infantry, with a battery, at the Etoile

(where is now the Arc de Triomphe). Two more, German,

south of the river ; a whole camp at the northern gate—and

many others. No food could enter the city save by leave of

that circle of arms. ... To Necker, so sitting there at table, was

brought a note from the Kang ; he opened it : it told him he

was ordered out of office and ordered out of the kingdom too.
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He finished his dinner, and then took horse and coach and

drove away along the Brussels road.

There followed three days which very much resembled, to

the Queen and the General Staff of the Resistance, those days

during which a general action is proceeding at the front and

a stream of accounts, true and false, exaggerated, distorted,

coming pell-mell and in the wrong order, confuse rather than

inform the anxious ears at headquarters far in the rear. Men
tore galloping to and fro continually up and down the twelve

miles of road between the palace and the gates of Paris. " Paris

had risen." " No, only an unarmed mob parading the streets."

" Yes, there had been a collision with Lambesc's cavalry." . . .

On Sunday, late, a cloud of dust was Lambesc's orderly coming

to Versailles with news : there had been no bloodshed. Monday
more rumours : "They are forging weapons." . . . "They can-

not move : . . . they lack ammunition." ..." They have

formed patrols : , . . the streets are patrolled." Then, at night,

fhes were reflected on the cloudy sky down the valley—the

populace were burning the Octroi Barriers.

It was determined by the chiefs of the army to force the

northern gate of Paris and so to subdue the tumult—but there

was neither fear nor haste : the tumult was a mere civilian

tumult : the thousands roaring in Paris had no arms—and then

what about organisation ? How can a mob organise ? Tuesday
came, the 14th of July, a memorable day, and in the forenoon

news or rumours reached Versailles that a stock of arms had
been sacked. It was the arsenal—no, this time came details ; it

was the Invahdes that had been sacked—twenty thousand

muskets. More news : powder had been found and seized by
the mob ; in the great square before the Town Hall a jolly

priest, sitting astride of a barrel, was seeing to the serving out

of powder and of ball—one almost heard the firing. " The
Bastille has most of the ammunition in Paris. No mob can

take that ! the pieces have been trained on the street a whole

fortnight since." " The Bastille has checked the mob." " No,
they have sacked that also, with all its ammunition." " They
have captured artillery." " Nonsense ! a mob cannot capture

guns !
" Then again, more definite and certain, longer accounts,

eye-witnesses, as the afternoon drew on to evening. One : "It
has fallen." Another : "I saw the governor killed ... a
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thousand men in the crowd were hit, but the crowd kept on. . . .

How many dead ? A hundred, at least a hundred." " They

have cannon on Montmartre—the northern gate cannot be

forced." Berthier wrote to the King alone :
" To-night the

troops will master the streets." And meanwhile, like a chorus

of human voices to all this roar of powder, the Assembly was

pouring out decisions and acting the moral sovereign manfully

in the face of material arms—sitting " permanently." Even

at midnight, when nearly all was known and the popular

victory assured, Bailly the Speaker was still sitting there pre-

siding after a sitting of seventy-two hours over the drowsy

Commons. And they had voted ! They had voted regrets for

Necker ; they had voted the responsibihty of all advisers of the

King for these calamities : they had voted bankruptcy " in-

famous." So many moral broadsides fired at the Queen.

The morning of the 15th dawned ; the firing had ceased, the

smoke had rolled away, and with the new day the issue of the

action lay plain. Paris had conquered.

The King alone with his brother, unarmed, unguarded,

walked to the Parhament House and announced the with-

drawal of the mercenaries ; the Queen—bitterness of irony !

—

had to stand smihng, with her children, at the central balcony

of the palace above the courtyard and to receive the ardent

homage of the people for the failure of her great design—in

a few months, in October, she was to stand on that balcony

again.

All that day and the next the King sat anxiously with his

Council debating only one thing—Marie Antoinette's purpose

that he should fly. She urged it with vehemence : her jew^els

were packed and ready—they would fly to Metz and conquer

in a civil war. But the majority outweighed her, notably old

Broglie, who feared the issue of German mercenaries against

French troops—and the King remained. She with angry tears

gave way : it was decided that the King should, upon the

contrary, seek Paris on the morrow, accept and legalise the

acts of the city, its new popular armed force, its new elected

Mayoralty—La Fayette the chosen head of the one, Bailly

occupying the other.

The royal plan had failed : let the King accept the new

conditions and meet Paris half-way. Such were the decisions,





I

AUTOGRAPH NOTE OF LOUIS XVI, RECALLING NECKER, ON THE 16TH OF
JULY, AFTER THE FALL OF THE BASTILLE



THE BASTILLE 213

and Louis wrote to Necker recalling him—the abortive Ministry

of the Resistance was ended.

But that night, in the dead darkness, Artois fled from the

coming terror ; old Vermond also, the friend and tutor ; Enghien,

Conde, many another ; and the Queen, with passionate love,

compelled one who was now once more her friend to fly : the

Madame de Polignac. She fled and was saved, bearing with

her two ill-spelt, blotted lines in Marie Antoinette's untrained

and hurried hand :
" Good-bye, dearest of my friends ; it is a

dreadful and a necessary word. Good-bye !

"

Li this way did the Assembly enter into its sovereignty, and
in this way did Marie Antoinette first meet—though she never

knew or grasped it—the temper of the French people, who,

perhaps alone in Europe, can organise from below.

That creative summer of '89, in which the Assembly now
victorious began its giant business, was in the Queen's eyes

nothing but a respite for the Throne, or a halt in a retreat

between one sharp action lost and the next to be ventured

later, when new troops should be at hand and a new occasion

serve. That these speech-makers hard by should declare a new
creed of Rights, should—in words—abohsh Feudal Dues, should

debate the exact limits of the King's power—all that was wind.

Even the anarchy coincident with that vast transition, power-

fully as it affected her spirit (and her letters show it) with horror,

affected it still more with hatred and with a determination so

to hold or tame this mid beast, her husband's people, that her

son should have his right at last, and that she herself might

be free from a ceaseless humiliation.

They were killing men everywhere : they had kiUed the

offensive and corrupt old Foulon in the streets of Paris—he and
his powerful loathsome son-in-law, Berthier : square-jawed, an
oppressor grievous to God, Berthier who, so lately, in those

abortive three days of the Resistance, had sat at the King's

elbow promising that Paris should be held ; Berthier had been

clubbed to death and shot down as he swung a musket in defence

of his big body. In the provinces everywhere the country

houses burned.

The Queen waited. She wrote to her brother, to her dear

friend Madame de Polignac ; she chose (in the absence of that
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friend) a new governess for the Children of France, the worthy

widow of Tourzel, a duchess for the occasion. She waited and

did nothing. All September was a wrangling over the King's

Yeto—his right to refuse a law : she may have known vaguely

that to her the nickname of " Veto " was thereby attached :

she did not heed it. In the last days of the month a vigorous

attempt to persuade the Eang to fly was once more made and

once more failed. By October new troops would have come

—their numbers were to prove insufficient for attack but

fatally sufficient for enthusiasm, and that enthusiasm of loyal

courtiers (breaking out almost within earshot of a Paris fretting

at every delay, hungry, mystified) provoked the next disaster.



CHAPTER XII

OCTOBER

September 23, 1789, to Maundy Thursday, April 1, 1790

ON the 23rd of September the Regiment of Flanders

marched into Versailles.

To seize all that follows two things must be clearly

fixed : first, that the Queen was now separate from all the hfe

around her ; secondly, that the accidents of the next fortnight

determined all that remained of her hfe.

The Revolution, now organised, possessed of regular autho-

rities and of a clear theory, was in action, moving mth the

rapidity of some French campaign towards clean victory, or,

upon an error or a check, defeat—a defeat absolute, as are ever

the failures of high adventure.

The Queen has been called the chief opponent of that

Revolutionary idea and of those new Revolutionary authorities :

it is an error so to regard her ; she did not meet their advance
in so comprehensive a fashion. She saw nothing but a mean-
ingless storm whirhng about her ; she cared for nothing in the

great issue but the preservation during the tempest, and the

full restoration at the end of it, of all that was to have been her

little son's ; she feared as her only enemy a violent and beastly

thing, the mob, in whose activity she recognised all that had so

long be^\dldered her in the French people ; but while she feared

it she also despised it as a thing less than human, incapable of

plan, able to hurt but certain at last to be tamed. The march
of Paris upon Versailles which was now at hand, with its flaming

brutahty, its anarchy of thousands and of blood, confirmed in

her for ever her wholly insufficient judgment. From those days

until she died her only appeal was to the foreigner, her only

strategy the choice of manner and of time for using an actual

or a potential invasion.

It may next be asked why the Regiment of Flanders march-

ing in led to such abrupt and to such enormous consequences ?

215
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It was accompanied by a section of guns only, and though its

ready ammunition was high for a mere change of garrison in

those days,i it was but one unit more where, three months
before, division after division had been massed round Paris and

throughout Versailles.

The answer to the question is to be found in the temper of

those who watched that entry. It took place in the afternoon

with imposing parade ; the grenadiers of Flanders filed up the

Paris road between the ranks of the Body-Guard—a new regi-

ment of the Guard which was still stranger and somewhat hostile

to the temper of the crowd. Again, Flanders was a quasi-

foreign regiment, comparable to those which the Crown had
drafted in before the rising of Paris destroyed the plan of a

civil war and had since, on a deUberate pledge, withdrawn.

Again the reinforcement coincided with that long verbal struggle

upon the acceptation by Louis of the Decrees (of the Rights of

Man and the abolition of Feudal Dues)—a verbal struggle

apparently futile, but in essence symbohc of the Veto of the

Crown. To this it must be added that Paris, in which, in spite

of harvest, a partial famine reigned, was again roused for ad-

venture ; that now for weeks the opposition of the King to

the Decrees of the Assembly had exasperated the leaders of

opinion—those innumerable \vTiters and those orators who could

now voice, inflame, and even guide an insurrection ; finally, it

must be remembered that there remained but one sohd and

highly disciplined body intact throughout the insurrections of

that summer, the desertions and the siding of the troops mth
the populace—this was the Army of the East that lay along the

frontier under the command of Bouille. It was of no great

size—some 25,000 mem—but it was largely foreign (Swiss and
German) in composition, was excellently led, well drilled, already

political in the united spirit of its command. Thither it was

feared and hoped the King would fly : a regiment or two to

flank his evasion and to escort it would be sufficient : this was

the meaning of the Regiment of Flanders.

All this, however, would not alone have provoked an uprising :

the departure of the King actually attempted might have done so,

' They were eleven hundred strong, with about half-a-dozen reserve

cartridges a man and the pouches full ; also one waggon of grape for the guns

attached to the regiment.



OCTOBER 217

but we now know, and most then believed, that though the Queen
urged flight, Louis would not consider it. The true cause of the

catastrophe ; the disturbance, w^hich ruined the unstable equiU-

brium of pohtical forces that October, was a manifest exaltation

or crisis of emotion observable in the officers of the newly-

arrived regiment, still stronger in the Guards, pervading the

^\ilole Court, and nowhere centred more fiercely than in the

heart of the Queen. It was as though the tramp of that one

column of relief, added to so much restrained and impatient

emotion, coming after the silent angers of that long summer,
coinciding with a critical intensity of indignation and of loyalty

within the palace, was just the final sound that broke down
prudence. All the commissioned, many of the rank, betrayed

the new glow of loyalty in chance phrases and in jests ; chance

swords were drawn and show^n, chance menaces or chance

snatches of loyal songs in taverns led on to the act which clothed

all this rising spirit with form, and stood out as a definite

challenge to Paris and to the Assembly.

It was customary (and still is) for the ofiicers resident in a

French garrison to entertain the officers of a newly-come regi-

ment. The Guards had never done so yet. They were all of

the gentry, the general custom of the army affected them little,

for in all ranks, the gentlemen of the Guard were in theory,

to some extent in reahty, equal in blood. Nevertheless their

officers chose, for the purposes of a political demonstration,

the pretext of a custom hitherto thought unworthy of their

corps. The Guard had fixed upon Thursday, the 1st of October,

to show this civihty to Flanders. In the atmosphere of these

days the occasion could not but become a very different matter

from such a dinner as the mess of even the premier corps—so

acting for the first time—could offer to a provincial body of

the fine.

In the expenses determined,^ and the place chosen, it was
evident that all the Court was moving : the great theatre of

the palace, unused for so long and reserved for the greatest

and most official ceremonies, w^as made ready, lavishly ; the

^ The dinner alone, apart from wine, ices, lights, &c., was, even in the

prices of that day, over £1 a head—say nowadays £2. Yet the individual hosts

were asked for but five shillings each : the difference must have been paid I

And the wine !
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tables were set upon its stages, the lights, the decorations were

the King's ; and when the officers of Flanders, all, perhaps

(save their Colonel), unready for so much splendour, found

themselves in the Salle d'Hercule—the guests of the palace

rather than of the Guards—it was apparent that some large

affair w^as before them : they were led to the theatre and the

banquet began.

It was just three o'clock : down in the town the Assembly

was voting the last clauses of the Constitution. In the court-

yards of the palace the private soldiers of Flanders had gathered,

buzzing at the gates—later, and for a purpose, some few were

admitted, but that was not until some hours had passed : they

pressed curiously, now and then making way for some belated

member of the band, which, with that of the Guards, was to

play at the banquet.

The tables were set in a horse-shoe, and two hundred and
ten places were laid : more than the two messes were con-

cerned ! Eighty seats were for the Guards—^for all that could

be found connected with the Guards—and the Guards were there

in full ; double their usual number were in Versailles : there

were others, strange guests and chosen volunteers. There were

others, men whose presence proved a certain plan, officers of the

local national militia, the new armed force of the Revolution,

but officers picked carefully for their weakness or their secret

disapproval of the national movement. So they sat down and

began to eat and drink ; there were provided two bottles a man.^

Outside the great empty theatre the autumn evening closed
;

within, by the thousand hghts of it, the ladies of the Court,

coming, as the banquet rose higher, into the boxes to applaud,

saw one by one the white cockades of the Guards transferred to

their guests. The national colours were regulation for Flanders
;

they were the essential mark of the new national Mihtia—yet,

first one guest then another, eagerly or reluctantly, weakly or

defiantly, took on the white cockade of the old Monarchy which

the Guards still legallj?^ wore. The women folded paper

cockades and threw them doAvn ... at last all seated there

were under the emblem ; some say that black cockades for the

Queen were also showTi. They drank to the King, the Queen, the

Heir ; the noise of laughter and of enthusiasm grew, the toasts

1 210 men, 400 bottles.
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and the cheers were exchanged from the boxes to the stage
;

the floor of the theatre filled with new-comers—speech and the

exhilaration of companionship gained on them and rose. Some
there in wine felt now again, hke a memory in the blood, the

old and passionate French love of the kings. Some, who had

come to Versailles secretly determined for the Crown, now at

last gave full rein and let the soul gallop to its end. All were

on fire with that Gallic ardour for adventure against great odds,

and in all that GaUic passion for comradeship was aflame.

Some few of the rank and file were admitted . . . the heavy

men of Flanders . . . they also drank. The Queen (the meat
being now gone, the fruits served) was seen, whether come by
reluctance or willing, in her box. . . . They cried her name and

swords were drawn. They clamoured for her to come down
from where she sat there radiant, hearing at last the voices

and the mood upon which (so little did she understand of war)

she imagined and had imagined her victory to depend.

She came down and passed slowiy before them and their

delirium, smiUng highly, holding in her arms her little son ; and

the King, less certain of the issue, heavy, splashed mth the

mud of his hunting, went with her as she proceeded. They

passed. The height of their fever was upon these soldiers ; one

leant over to the band and suggested, " Pleasant it is to he . .
."

The band consulted ; they were not sure of the tune. " Well,

then, play ' Richard ! my King .^
'
" That everybody knew,

any one could sing it ; it was a tune of the day—and with the

music madness took them. They poured out into the cold

night air of the marble court, singing, cheering, all armed

—

defiant of the new world. The whole life of the palace and its

thousands, invigorated, mixed with music and re-heightened

the strain. Sundry bugles were blown as though for a charge.

The noise of that clamour rang through the town, the populace

wdthout the gate was gathering, the Militia armed; and the

crowd thus alarmed in the far night could see, beyond the palace

railings under the brilliant windows of the front, a herd of men
still cheering madly, the gleam of swords raised, and one dark

figure chmbing to the King's window to seize and kiss his

hand ; and against the lights within, the shadows of the family

approving.

The colonel of the Versailles Mihtia went to the palace and
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returned : the crowd dispersed, the cheering of the revellers

died away. Next day was sober
;

yet even all next day the

exaltation, though now sober, grew. The national uniform of

the MiUtia was insulted and challenged in Versailles, turned out

of the palace. The Queen, ineffably ignorant, gave colours to

a deputation of that Militia, and begged them, with a smile, to

believe that yesterday had pleased her greatly—she had seen

certain of their officers at the feast—and so httle was enough

to deceive her ! There was another milder meeting (for the

men), a mere exchange of glasses, and all Saturday, the 3rd of

October, the armament of the Crown, such as it was—some

thousands—stood ready and did not forget the valour and the

ardent loyalty which their chiefs had lit mth such memorable

cheers and songs.

But another noise and another life began beyond that fringe

of woods which eastward veiled Paris. The milHon of that place

were in a hum : messages came from them and to them. Marat

had explored the new force in Versailles, the Presses in Paris

were raining pamphlets—something confused and enormous, a

vision of their national King abandoning them, a nightmare of

treason ; all this mixed ^\dth hunger oppressed the mind of the

million. I say "mixed with hunger," for though there was

by this time plenty of grain there was little flour, and in the

lack of bread violent angers had risen : some thought the

Assembly (their tahsman), the very nation itself, to be again in

peril from the soldiers. So all Sunday, October 4, the hive

of Paris droned in its narrow streets and gathered ; upon
Monday, for the second time that year, it swarmed.

• •••••••
To the west and to the south of Paris there runs a ring of

clean high land against the sky, and it is clothed with forest

;

one part of it, still charming and in places abandoned, is

called the Forest of Meudon, and many who read this have

walked through it and have seen at the end of some one of its

long rides the great city below.

In the morning of Monday, the 5th of October 1789, the

far corner of these woods near Chatillon rang with shots, and
down one alley or another would come from time to time the

soft and heavy beat of horses at a canter, as grooms and
servants moved with the guns. The King was shooting. A
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south-west wind blew through the trees with no great violence
;

some rain had fallen and more threatened from the shredded,

low, grey clouds above. Of all the company in those alleys and

between those high trees, on which the leaves, though withering,

still hung, the King alone was undisturbed. His pleasure in

horsemanship and his seven miles' ride from the palace, his

delight in the morning air, and his keen attention to the sole

occupation that called out his lethargic energy, forbade him to

consider other things ; but all his suite were wondering, each

in his degree, what might be happening in the plain below them,

or in Paris, or in the town of Versailles which they had left

—

for it was kno^vn that Paris was moving.

All morning long they shot in those woods until, when it

was already perhaps past noon and rain had again begun to fall,

a sound of different riding came furiously up the main alley which

follows the ridge and springs from the high road. It was the

riding of a man who rides on a fresh horse and changes post, and

is a courier. His name was Cubieres, and he was a gentleman

of the Court flj^ng with news, straight in the long French

stirrup, with a set face, and his mount belly to ground. He
took one turning, then another, came thundering up to the King

and drew rein.

The King, as this messenger reached him, was noting his bag

in a Httle book. The message of Cubieres was that Paris had

marched upon Versailles, that the great avenue road was black

with tattered women and with men, seething and turning, and

demanding food and blood. He brought no rumours, and he

could tell the King nothing of the Queen. The King mounted.

All mounted and rode at speed. They turned their mounts
westerly again, and rode at speed toward Versailles. And as

they rode two feelings dully contended in the mind of Louis :

the first was anxiety for his wife ; the second annoyance at the

sudden interruption of his business ; and later, as the bulk of

the palace appeared far off through the trees, he was filled

with that irritant wonder as to what he should do, what his

action should be : the trouble of decision which cursed him when-

ever he and action came face to face. The wind had fallen, and
now the rain poured steadily and drenched them all.

Consider that grey morning in the town also—I mean in the
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town of Versailles—and how under that same covered sky and

those same low shreds of flying cloud the empty streets of

Versailles were arming.

Upon the broad deserted avenue before the gates of the

National Assembly there were no passers-by ; the drip from the

brown leaves of the trees, the patter from the eaves of the

stately houses, and the gurghng of water in the gutters en-

forced the silence. Now and then an official or a member in

black knee-breeches and thin buckled shoes, dehcately stepping

from stone to stone, would hurriedly cross over the paving,

cloaked and covered by an ample umbrella, as was the habit of

those heroes when it rained ; but for the rest the streets were

empty, the setts shining with wet under the imperfect autumn
hght. Far off, beside the raihng and before the %\Tought iron

gates of the palace, the troops were beginning to form, for it

was already known that the bridge of Sevres had been left

unguarded and that the mob was pouring up the Paris road.

The troops came marcliing from one barrack and another in the

various quarters of the town, converging upon this central

place, and some, the Swiss, were issuing from the outlets of

the palace itseK, and some, the Mounted Guard, were filing out

of the liaK-moon of the royal stables, where now the Sappers

and the 22nd of Artillery may be found. They formed and
formed under the weather. The Body-Guard upon their great

horses, deeply mantled and groomed as for parade, hned all

the front ; behind them the Swiss on foot filled the square

of the courtyard ; Ragged Flanders, the Ragged Regiment of

Flanders, famous in song for its rags as for its amours and

its drums,1 stood by companies before them all in the wide

public place, where all the roads of Versailles converge and
make an approach to the Court and form an open centre for

the royal city.

The formation was accompKshed, food was served, arms

piled. They stood there in rank alone, with no civihans to

watch or mock them under the rain, and behind them the great

house they were guarding stood empty of Monarchy. And before

them the \\dde avenue from Paris, the Avenue which was the

artery of opinion, of energy, and all the national being at that

moment, stood empty also, and it rained and rained. The
^ •* Y'avait un grenadier," &c.
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great body of troops, red, yellow and blue in bands, were the

only tenants of the scene.

Within the Assembly a debate not over-full of purpose had
alternately dragged and raged : it had been kno^vn almost from

the opening of the sitting that Paris would move. Those pre-

monitions which have led the less scholarly or the more fanatical

of historians to see in the Revolution a perpetual pre-arrange-

ment and cabal, those warning things in the air which you find

at every stage of the great turmoil (rumours flew before the

King all the way to Varennes, and the victory upon the right

wing at Wattignies was known in Paris an hour before the final

charge), those inexplicable tilings had come, and immediately

upon their heels had come direct news from one messenger after

another : how the wine merchants' shops had been sacked, how
the bridge of Sevres was passed, how the rabble were now but

five miles off and breasting the hill. That futihty, which the

Revolutionary Assemblies suffered less perhaps than other

ParHaments, but which is inherent in all discussion, con-

demned tliis engine of the new Democracy to discuss on such

a day nothing of greater moment than the order of that day,

and the order of that day was the King's letter : for the

King had written that he would " accede " to the Decrees (of

Rights of Man and to the extinction of the Feudal Dues) but

that he would not "sanction" them. And on the verbal dis-

cussion between the word " accede " and the word " sanction "

legal tomfoolery was fated to batten, while up in the woods

of Meudon the Eang who had written that letter was still shoot-

ing peacefully and innocent of guile, and while so many thousands,

desperately hungry, were marching up the road, having black

Maillard—as who should say murder—for their Captain, and
dragging behind them a section of their guns.

From such futihty and from such tomfoolery the debate was
just saved by the strength of personahty alone. Mounier, in

the Speaker's chair, lent energy to them all, though of a despair-

ing kind; and when some one had said to him, "All Paris is

marching upon us," and had foreseen the invasion of the palace

and perhaps the ruin of the Crown, he had answered, according

to one version, " The better for the Republic," according to

another version, " The sooner shall we have the Republic here."
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At the back of the great oblong colonnaded hall, trim

Robespierre, fresh from " The Sign of the Fox" and from his farmer

companions, was, in that vibrating and carrying httle voice of

his, lajring down decisions. There should be no compromise ;

if they compromised now, the Revolution was lost. But he was

careful to be strictly in order—he was always careful of that

—

and the tiling on which he advised " no compromise " was not

the mob, but the letter of the King.

A larger man touched nearer to the life, though it was but

an interjection ; for Mirabeau, ever vividly grasping facts and

things, had hinted at the Queen : that mob was marching on

the Queen. He had said that he would sign if, in whatever

might follow, " The King alone should be held inviolate." And
there is one witness who affirms that he added in a whisper,

which those on the benches about him clearly heard, that he

meant specifically to exclude from amnesty and from protection

the woman against whom so many and such varied hatreds had

now converged, and who stood to a million men for innumerable

varied reasons a legendary enemy, but one in her flesh and

blood to be hated—the negation of all the hope of the moment

and of French honour and of the national will.

This woman, upon whom already lay the weight of so much

discontent and terror, sat that morning for the last time in

Trianon, where the rain was beating against Gabriel's graceful,

tall windows and streaming dowTi the panes. Some ill-ease

compelled her, though the place was protected, remote and

silent, and though the weather was so drear, to wander in

her gardens and to cross the paths between the showers. In

the early afternoon she was in the Grotto, and it was there

that the news came to her, for a messenger found her also as

that other one had found her husband. He bade her come

at once to the palace, and told her that the mob had filled the

town.

She came ; it was still the middle afternoon, and such light

as the day afforded was stiU full, when she saw from the

windows of the ante-chamber, looking over the full length of

the courtyard, beyond the line of soldiers, that eddying volume

of the populace and heard the noise of their mingled cries. It

was the first time in lier life that she had seen the people
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menacing. She listened to the distant roaring for a long time

in silence, with her women about her, until the noise of horse-

hoofs clattered upon the flags below, and she knew that Louis

had returned. He came, booted and splashed, up the great

stairs ; there members of his IVIinistry and his advisers were

ready. Marie Antoinette entered with them into the Council

Room, and as the door was shut behind her there was shut out,

though barely for an hour, the instant noise of that peril.

Tliis is the way in which Paris came to Versailles and began

its usurpation of the Crown.

There is a tall window in Versailles in the corner of the

Council Room whence one can see the Courts opening outwards

before the palace and so beyond to the wide Place d'Armes.

Through that ^^dndow, streaming with rain under the declining

light of the pouring October day, could be seen the tumult.

All the wide enclosure before the palace was guarded and

bare. Over its wet stones came and went only hurried

messengers—orderlies from the armed forces or servants from

the Court. Holding the long 300 yards of gilded railing was the

double rank of the Guards, mounted, swords drawn ; next, the

Dragoons, a clear and detached hne of cavalry ; in front of

these, in triple rank, the Regiment of Flanders.

Three armed bodies thus guarded the sweep of the raihngs

and the approach to the palace in parallel order, and beyond

them, right into the depths of the landscape, stretched a vast and

confused mob filHng up the three great avenues and crowd-

ing half the Place d'Armes ; in that mob many of the armed

Mihtia of Versailles, met at first in formation but now mingled

wdth the populace, could be distinguished. At such a distance

no distinct voices could be heard, but a roaring sound or murmur
like the noise of a beach rose from the multitude and out-

weighed the furious patter of the rain on the glass : at rare

intervals a shot was fired, wantonly, but no news of bloodshed

came. From time to time a patrol of the Guard could be seen,

towering on chargers high above the populace, forcing its way
through ; swords also sometimes striking could be distinguished.

This uncertain and menacing sight, blurred in the rain, was all

that the Queen could distinguish.

Within the King's room was a deputation of women, and

15



226 MARIE ANTOINETTE
Mounier, the President of the Assembty, had been received

;

council upon council was held, that the Queen at least should

retire to some neighbouring to\\Ti, that the King should fly

—

but nothing was determined, and to that reiterated policy of

flight so often suggested since July, now so pressing, the

King murmured as he paced back and forth, " A King in

flight ! . .
." It is said that the horses were ordered ; but with

every moment the plan became more difficult. Darkness fell

upon a sky still stormy ; the troops still held their hnes, but the

noises seemed nearer and more menacing. It was imagined

better to withdraw the Guard at least, as the pressure upon

them increased.

That order may be criticised, but it may also be defended.

La Fayette was marching on Versailles from Paris with a con-

siderable force of partly trained Mihtia. The Guards, round

whom the legend of the supper had grown, and whose white

cockades were an insult to the national colours, exasperated the

populace beyond bearing, and were, it was thought, the main

cause of the pressure to which the troops were subjected.

Wisely or foolishly, the Guard was withdrawn; the line regi-

ments alone were left to contain the mob.

It was eight o'clock, and for two hours further a futile de-

hberation proceeded in the royal rooms. In those hours first

one messenger then another convinced the Eang of a thing

inconceivable in those days—personal danger to himself and

especially to the Queen. At ten o'clock he signed the Decrees,

the refusal of which were thought to be the pohtical cause of

the tumult. At midnight could be heard at last the regular

marching of drilled men : La Fayette had arrived with 20,000

from Paris—not soldiers, if you will, men of but three months'

training, but in uniform, capable of formation and well armed

—

the Mihtia of Paris.

So profound was the mental distance between the surround-

ings of the Eang and the leaders of the reform that not a few

at Court feared this relieving force, thinking that such a man
as La Fayette might be tempted to capture the Monarchy with

it and to betray it to the mob ! They understood him little.

He showed that night some statesmanship, great activity, and

an admirable devotion to duty : it was his judgment that failed.

He judged falsely of what the crowd were capable • he under-
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estimated his countrymen, and he judged falsely of what his

Mihtia could do ; he over-estimated uniform and an imperfect

diill. He urged that the regular troops, the pressure upon
whom after all these hours was now almost intolerable, should

be withdrawn ; he further urged that he should be permitted

with his Militia and with some few of the Guard to police the

open spaces and to protect the palace.

His advice—the advice of the only man with a large armed
force behind him—was accepted. By two o'clock there was
silence and, as it was thought, security. Men slept as they

could in such shelter as they might find or in the open. Far

off there was the glare of a fire, where, in the midst of the crowd,

a wounded horse had been killed and was roasting for food.

The hubbub within the palace had died down ; nothing was heard

but the rhythmic clank of a sentry, or, as the hours passed, the

challenge of a rehef. The Queen also slept.

What followed has been told a thousand times. Her great

bedroom looked east and south ; it was the chief room in her

wing, which, just beyond the central Court, corresponded to

the King's upon the northern side. From that room to the

Council Chamber and to the King's private apartments there were

three ways : the way by the main gallery of mirrors which her

household took upon Sunday mornings and on all sorts of grand

occasions to join the King for High Mass ; a second shorter

way through Httle rooms at the back, which were her own
private cabinets ; and, thirdly, a secret passage worked now
in the thickness of a wall, now in the space between two floors,

and leading directly from the King's room to her own.

All that afternoon and evening the new strength of her

character had conspicuously appeared. Her friends, her enemies

remarked it equally. There was something almost serene in her

during these first experiences of peril ; but they were to grow

far more severe. Her children she had sent into the King's

wing. She was assured cf peace at least until morning, and

she slept .1

Further along than the tall chapel whose roof so dominates

Versailles, towards what is now the Hmit of the Hotel of the

Reservoirs, in the Court which is called that of the Opera House,

^ Fersen was in the palace that night. It has been affirmed that he was

with her. The story is certainly false.



228 MARIE ANTOINETTE
one of the great iron gates which gave entry into the palace

grounds stood open on that gusty night of rain. A single

sentinel, chosen from the Mihtia, stood before it. By this gate

not a few of the crowd found their way into the palace gardens,

and, coming to the southern mng, vaguely knew, though the

interior of the place was doubtful to them, that they stood

beneath the windows of the Queen.

Marie Antoinette had slept perhaps three hours when she

awoke to hear cries and curses against her name, and staring in

the bewildered moment which succeeds the oblivion of sleep she

saw that it was dawTi. Then next she heard somewhere, con-

fused, far off, in the centre of the building, a noise of thousands and

their cries. Her maid threw a petticoat upon her and a mantle,

and delayed her a perilous moment that she might have stock-

ings on as she fled. She made for the private rooms that would

take her to the King's wing, when, as the noise of the invading

mob grew louder and their leaders (missing her door) poured

on clamouring to find and to kill her, one of her Guards half-

opened the door of her room and cried, " Save the Queen !

"

The butt of a musket felled him : the Queen was already saved.

The violence of those who thus poured past her door found

no victim. She had run through her httle hbrary and boudoir,

knocked at the door of the (Eil de Boeuf and had it hurriedly

opened to her ; she had knocked and knocked and some one

had opened the door fearfully and shut it again w^hen she had

passed through. She saw the (Eil de Boeuf barricaded. A
handful of the Guard went desperately pihng up chairs, sofas

and foot-stools against the outer doors, w^hile she shpped through

to the King's room. He meanwhile, as the assault on the

palace had awakened him also, had run along the secret passage

to her room, and, seeing it empty, had come back to find her

in his own.

The eruption of the mob had been as rapid as the bursting

of a storm. The immediate forming of the La Fayette's Mihtia

Guard and its victory proved almost as rapid. The first shot

had been fired at six, probably by one of the Guards at the

central door : within an hour the Militia had cleared the rabble

out, even the tenacious pillagers were dislodged, and the popu-

lace stood, thrust outside the doors and massed in the narrow

marble Court beneath the King's windows, in part discomfited
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but much more angry, and mth a poKcy gradually shaping in the

common mouth : a policy expressed in cries that " they would

see the King," that " the King was their King," that " they must

bring back the King to Paris."

The morning had broken clear and fine and quite calm after

the rain of yesterday and the mnd of the night ; its hght

increased ^vith the advancing hours : the energy of the mob
remained—and in the midst of it a long-bearded man, half mad,

an artist's model, was hacking off the heads of the two Guards

who had been killed when the palace was rushed.

The Queen looked down upon the flood of the people from

the windows of her husband's room. Her sister-in-law was at

her shoulder, her httle daughter close to her left side, and in

front of her, standing upon a chair, the Dauphin was playing

^dth his sister's hair and complaining that he was hungry : and

all the while the mob shouted for the King.

The King showed himself. They would see the Queen too :

and La Fayette^ still their adviser and still trusted in a be-

wildered way as a sort of saviour, told her it was imperative

that she should come. She went, therefore, to the great central

room of all that house, the room which had been the state

bedroom of Louis XIV., and stepped out upon the balcony of

its central window, holding her children by the hand. The mob
roared that they would have no children there. She waved

them back into the room, and stood for some moments survey-

ing the anger of the unhappy thousands packed beneath, with

the new and serene day rising in the eastern heaven behind

them. Her hands were on the rail of the balcony. She hardly

moved. There were weapons raised in the tumbhng crowd : one

man aimed at her and then lowered his musket. La Fayette

came forward, took her right hand, knelt and kissed it, and

the Httle scene was over.

How could she have known until that moment that there

were such things ?

It was certain more and more as the day grew to noon that

the Court must obey and that the populace had moraUy con-

quered. In a httle inner room the Eong and Queen sat together,

and together they decided (or, the King deciding, she could not

but decide in the same necessity) that they would return to

Paris. She turned to her husband and said : " Promise me at
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least this : that when next such an occasion shall come, you

^¥ill fly while yet there is time." Louis, to whom the idea of

flight was hateful, let his eyes fill with tears, but did not answer.

Louis' decision to return was a wise decision. The popular

demand was not to constrain but to possess their King. It was

not until later that the changing mood of Paris and its success

seemed to make of that moment of October the beginning of the

King's captivity ; with some little difference in persons and

in wills, this yielding to what aU the national sentiment de-

manded might even yet have made of the CrowTi once more an

active national emblem and of the person of the King a leader.

It was haK-past one when the carriages with difficulty came

to the palace. It was two before the march to Paris began.

The road from Versailles to Paris falls and falls do"\vn a long

easy valley which the woods still clothe on either side of the

very broad and royal highway : the woods rose in that autumn

afternoon dense and unbroken for many miles. Two things

contrasted powerfully one against the other : the howHng tur-

bulence of the crowd, the stillness of nature all around. It

was as though some sort of astonishment had struck the trees

and the pure sky, or as though these were spectators stand-

ing apart and watching what tempests can arise in the mind

of man.

The season was late ; the foHage was but just turning ; the

gorgeous leaves hung tremulous in that still air : none feU. The

masses of colour in the thickets of Viroflay were tapestried and

immovable ; and all this silence of the world was soft as well.

The air had about it that tender, haK-ironical caress which it

possesses on perfect autumn days in the Parisis, and the sky

was of that misty but contented blue which they know very

well who have wandered in that valley upon such days.

Cleaving through such beatitude, a long line of shrieking and of

clamouring, of laughter and of curses, of the shrill complaints

of women, of the moans of pain and of fatigue, mixed Ttdth the

sudden wanton discharge of muskets, went, for mile after mile

;

the populace were drawing back their King to Paris.

It is not seven miles from the palace to the river—not

another four to what were then the barriers of the city. They

took for these eleven miles all but seven hours. The coaches
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crawled and pushed through the swarm of the angry poor. The

Queen, her husband and her children, Monsieur, Madame EHza-

beth, the governess of the royal children—all sat together in

one great coach rumbling along in the midst of insult and of

intolerable noise. From where she sat, facing the horses near

the window, the Queen could see far off at the head of that

interminable column two pikes slanting in the air. The heads

of the Guards who had saved her were upon them.* She could

see here and there, close under those trophies, glints of yellow,

where certain of the Foot Guards were marched hke prisoners

along, with the blue of the national Militia flanking and escort-

ing them on either side ; and, mixed in the crowd, the Mounted

Guardsmen were there, prisoners also, with the Mounted Militia

holding them. Of all that followed after she could see nothing
;

but she could hear. There was the rumbling of the wheels of

the two cannon, the great sixty waggons loaded with flour, and

she could hear the cries that cursed her own name. The after-

noon wore on. The sun lay low over the palace they had left.

It was dusk by the time they reached the river ; it was dark

before they came to the barriers of the town.

There, by the same gate of entry which the first of the

Bourbons had traversed two hundred years before, the Monarchy

re-entered that capital which, for precisely a century, it had,

with a fatal lack of national instinct, abandoned. Bailly, the

Mayor, met them under torches in the darkness and presented

the keys of the city. The Royal Family must needs go on, late

as it was and they lacking food, to the Hotel de Ville, that

the crowds of the city might see them. It was not until ten

o'clock that the unhappy household, the little children broken

by such hours and so much fasting, found themselves at last

under the roof of the Tuileries.

The Tuileries were a barracks.

The huge empty line of buildings, which, had they been

thus abandoned to-day, would have been made a Sunday show,

had in that age been put to no use ; they had become in the

absence of the Court but a warren of large deserted rooms.

Furniture was wanting ; there was dust and negligence every-

where ; the discomfort, the indignity, the friction were but

increased by the hasty swarms of workmen who had been

^ Or else they were not : there are two versions.
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turned on in a few hours to fit the place for human Hving. No

more exact emblem of the divorce between the Crown and

Paris could be found than the inner ruin of that royal town-

house, nor could any deeper lesson have been conveyed—had

the last of the Bourbons but heeded it—than the reproach of

those rooms.

As for Paris—Paris beheved it had recovered the King.

The month and more that followed was filled with a series of

receptions and of plaudits. The Bar, the University, the

Treasury, last of all the Academy—all the great bodies of the

State were received in audience and joined in a general welcome.

Parliament w^as at work again before the end of the month,

first in the Archbishop's palace upon the Island, later in the

great oval manege or riding-school which lay along the north

of the palace gardens. It was there that all the drama of the

Revolution was to be played.^

That drama began to work, as the winter of 1789 advanced,

with a new, a more organised, and, as it were, a more fatal

rapidity ; and as the volume of the reform grew and its

momentum also rose, the Queen sank back further and further

into the recesses of her rehgion.

Her energy was not diminished. Those few months of silence

did but restore her power to act with speed and even with

violence in the succeeding year, but for the moment, like a sort

of foil to the speed of the current around her, she steadfastly

regarded the only things that remain to the doomed or the

destitute.

The communion of her daughter chiefly concerned her then.

To this it was that she looked forward in the coming spring,

and this (insignificant as the matter may seem to those who know

little of such minds) was the fixed interest of that winter for

the Queen.

Her letters during those months betray that momentary

^ Those curious to retrace the very sites of history may care to know
exactly where the manege stood, since in the manege, as a great phrase goes,

" La France fit reternel," The major axis of its ellipse corresponded to the

pavement to the north of the Kue de Rivoli under the Arcades, and the centre

of this axis was where the Rue Castiglione now falls into the Rue de Rivoli.

Its southern wall slightly overlapped the line of the present railing of the

Tuileries Gardens ; its northern was about in a line with the northern limit

of the property now occupied by the Continental Hotel.
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isolation. She inclined once more, after the tumults and defeats,

to a not very worthy contempt for the slow, insufficient, and

absolutely just mind of her husband. There are phrases of

violence like the sudden small flames of banked fires in those

letters of hers in that season ; but her reserve remains absolute.

She boasts that she " had seen death from near by." But " she

will keep to her plan and not meddle." " My business is to see

the King at ease." Then again, later, in Lent she sneers :
" One

at my side is prepared to take things in a modest way." She

follows with, a phrase that is reminiscent of the audacity she so

recently showed and was again so soon to show :
" / shall not

let the power of the Throne go at so cheap a rate." This letter,

which, read to-day after so many years, breathes the too jagged

vigour of the woman, has about it an awful character ; for she

^;^Tote it to a man who, even as she wrote it, was lying dead

—her brother and her mainstay, the Emperor. The desire to

return to the arena is still in her : she writes once, wistfully,

" I must get hold of the leaders." There are other letters,

passionate, womanish letters to her woman friends. To Madame
de Polignac, out in exile at Parma, letter after letter. In

these, as in all the rest, you read her interval of seclusion from

the fight. That interval was one of five months.

She in those five months, from the Day of the Dead in

November 1789 to the very early Easter of 1790, was hke an

athlete who, in the midst of some furious game, stands apart for

a moment recovering his breath and relaxing his muscles while

the struggle grows more active, separate from him, but acted

before his eyes. Soon he will re-enter the press with a renewed

vigour. And so did she when after that sad winter she combined

wdth Mirabeau, and the driving force in those two minds tried

to work in a yoke together. But for the rest, I say, rehgion

chiefly held her. Her isolation was not so much a plan (as she

pretended) as a physical and necessary thing. She was exhausted.

She had done with the body for a moment ; she was concerned

with the soul.

If one could portray graphically the accidents of that tragic

life, if a mould could be taken of her great hopes and her great

sufferings, if a cast in rehef could be made of her passion, you

would find, I think, in such a map of her existence two high

peaks of exalted suffering and vision : the death of her son

—
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so small in history, so great to her—would be the first ; and the

second would be those hours in October when she, to whom
all such things had been mere words, was for the first time in

her wealthy hfe threatened with cold air against her body, the

vulgar in her bedroom, and death ; when she first saw a weapon

levelled at her and first came in physical contact with violence,

a thing that all save the wealthy and their parasites daily know.

These were the two strong, new, and terrible days which had

bitten into her experience. These were and remained her isolated

memories. The rest, her future evils, came by a more gradual

slope : her very death was to her less enormous. Her dumb-

ness during these winter months of '89 and the working inwards

of her life was a reaction of repose after the shock of October.

By the vast mass of the Louvre there is a church dedicated

to that Saint Germanus who preached against Pelagius in

Britain, and who, as an old man, had laid his hand upon the

head of the young Saint Genevieve, the goose-girl, near Mount

Valerian and had foreseen her glory. This church has much

history. From its tower rang the call to arms which roused

the populace of Paris against the wealthy oppressors of the

Huguenot faction and maddened the poor to take their revenge

in the Massacre of St. Bartholomew. It was and is the parish

church of the palace. Here, before Lent was over (upon

Wednesday in Holy Week), the Httle girl, her daughter, knelt

at her first Communion. The Queen stood in the darkness of

the nave, dressed without ornament, her fine head serious,

her commanding eyes at once tender and secure.

I cannot write of her or hear of her mthout remembering

her thus ; and that last power of hers, a power made of abrupt

vivacity tamed at last by misfortune into dignity and strength,

here, I think, begins. Such a power was not henceforward the

permanent quahty of her soul—far from it, but it appeared

and reappeared. It was strong more than once for a moment in

the last hours before she died ; and how well one sees why

such as had perceived in her the seeds of this force of the spirit,

even when she was distraught and played the fool in youth,

now, when it had blossomed, worshipped her ! Upon this last

mood her legend is built and survives. She had a regal head.
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She stood in the nave unnoticed in her black dress with-

out ornament, and saw the Httle girl go up in white and veiled

to the altar-rails. There was no one there. Never since Con-

stantine had the Faith been lower in France ; but the Faith is

a thing for the individual mind and not for majorities.

They went back homewards. They gave alms.

Meanwhile, though this was her true Hfe for those months,

one must speak of what went on without : the rising of the

Revolutionary song and the noises at her feet. For out of this

swelhng energy and increasing peril was to grow her experi-

ment of an alliance with the virile brain of Mirabeau.

There stands, side by side with the activity of mortal Hfe, a

silent thing commonly unseen and, even if seen, despised. It

has no name, unless its name be religion : its form is the ritual

of the altar; its philosophy is despised under the title of

Theology. This thing and its influence should least of all

appear in the controversies of a high civilisation. With an

irony that every historian of whatever period must have noted

a hundred times, this thing and its influence perpetually inter-

vene^ when most society is rational and when most it is bent

upon positive things ; and now at the moment when the trans-

formation of
J
society towards such better things seemed so easy

and the way so plain, now in late '89, before any threat had come

from the King or any danger of dissolution from wdthin, this

thing, this influence, entered unnoticed by a side-door ; it was

weak and almost dumb. It and it alone halted and still halts all

the Revolutionary work, for it should have been recognised and

it was not. It demanded its place and no place was given it.

There is a divine pride about it and, as it were, a divine

necessity of vengeance. Rehgion, if it be shghted, if it be

misunderstood, wiU implacably destroy.

It was the Queen's Birthday, the Day of the Dead, November

2, 1789, one of those fatal and recurrent dates to which her

history is pinned, which saw the sowing of that seed and the

little entry of what was to become the major and perhaps the

unending feud of our modern democracies.

The clergy of the French Church were then national to a

degree hitherto unknown in the history of the Church in any

of her provinces. The national movement swept them all. The
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Episcopacy represented, in some few of the greatest sees, the

Revolutionary enthusiasms, in the mass of bishops the resist-

ance to the Revolution which was exactly parallel to the attitude

of the lay nobihty. The parish clergy reflected with exact

fidelity the homogeneous will of the nation. It was a priest

who furnished the notes of the Revolutionary movement in the

capital of Normandy. Later it was a priest who wrote the last

(and the only Mterary) stanza of the Marseillaise. Even the

rehgious, or what was left of them (for monastic life had never

fallen to a lower state or one more dead since first St. Martin

had brought it into Gaul), met the movement in a precisely

similar fashion, suspected it in proportion to their privilege or

their wealth, welcomed it in proportion to their knowledge of

the people and their mixing with them. It was the poor

remnant of the Dominicans of Paris that received and housed

and gave its name to the headquarters of pure democracy, the

Jacobins.

The clergy, then, were but the nation. The long campaign

against the Faith, which had so long been the business of the

Huguenot, the Deist, the Atheist, and the Jew, had indeed

brought the Faith very near to death, and, as has so often been

insisted in the course of these pages, it is difficult for a modern

man to conceive how tiny was the Httle flickering flame of

Cathohcism in the generation before the Revolution, for he is

used to it to-day as a great combative advancing thing against

which every effort of its enemies' energies must be actively and

constantly used. The clergy as a body of men were national

and wilHng to aid the nation ; the Faith, which should have been

their pecuhar business, had almost gone—therefore it was that

to put to national uses what seemed the grossly exaggerated

endowments of religion seemed a national pohcy in that

embarrassed time. Therefore it was that the endowments so

attacked could ill defend themselves, for the philosophy of their

defence, which lay in their religion, was forgotten. Obviously

necessary and patriotic as the policy seemed, it awoke that

influence of which I speak, which does not reside in men and

which is greater than men, which only acts through men, but is

not of them ; and Religion—seemingly all but dead—rose at

once when it felt upon it the gesture of the civil poAver.

It was, I have said, the 2nd of November, the Queen's
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Birthday, the Day of the Dead, that the vote was taken upon

the confiscation of rehgious endowments. The Ught was faihng

as that vote began. The candelabra of the great riding-school

were lit, and it was full darkness before the vote was ended,

for five-sixths of all possible votes were cast and nearly one

thousand men voted each to the call of his name upon a roll.

When the figures were read, a majority of 222 had decided the

thing, and, in deciding it, had determined the dual fortunes of

Europe thenceforward to our own time. The Revolution, a

thing inconceivable apart from the French inheritance of Catholic

Dogma, had raised an issue against the Catholic Church. For

three weeks had the matter been debated ; the days of October

had launched it, and while yet the Parliament was in Versailles

a bishop— one later to be famous under his own name of

Talle3rrand—had moved in favour of that Act.

It was a simple plan, and to see how immediate and necessary

it seemed we have but to read the figures of the clerical funds

and of their iniquitous distribution
;

yet it failed altogether and

had for its effect only one effect much larger than any one

dreamt—the creation of enmity in the only Thing that could

endure, indefinitely opposed to the Revolution, mobile, vigorous,

and with a hfe as long or longer than its own.

The figures were these : In a nation of 25 millions now raising,

by a grinding and most unpopular taxation, less than 18,000,000

in the year, and of that paying quite one-half as interest upon a

hopeless and increasing debt, was present a body of men, 40,000

in number, whose revenues had always been considered as the

retribution of a particular function now universally disregarded
;

and these revenues would almost sufice to pay the amount which

would save the nationfrom bankruptcy. The property from which

these revenues were derived was sufficient to cancel the debt and

to set the nation free upon a new course of readjusted taxation,

an increased and unencumbered activity and, as it seemed to all

at that moment, to save the State. Tallejrrand himself in his

clear and chiselled speech put the matter with the precision of

a soldier. The reform would wipe out all encumbrances, permit

the destruction of the old and hateful taxes, notably the salt

tax, suppress the purchase of public offices, and meanwhile

permit the nation in its new course to pay without grievous

burden regular salaries to the clergy as civil servants according
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to their rank, which salaries would aboHsh the gross inequaHties

which had arisen in the economic development of fifteen

centuries. No ordained priest would have less than what was

in those days regarded as a sufficient maintenance. The

monstrous revenues of certain sees, which were of no service to

Rehgion or to the State, would disappear.

The plan was simple, it seemed most rational, and, as I have

said, it was voted—from it was to proceed directly wdthin two

months the creation of those Government notes upon the security

of Church lands, whose very name is for us to-day a summary of

the disaster—the Assignats : the Assignats, which have become a

cant term for worthless paper. Before Christmas that ominous

word was to appear. Before spring the false step of dissolving the

moribund rehgious orders was to be taken. Before summer the

plan to estabHsh a national Church controlled by the State was

to be formulated ; within a year that simple plan of disendow-

ment had bred schism and the fixed resistance of the King,

later it engendered Vendee, Normandy, all the Civil Wars,

and—T\dth a rending that has all but destroyed Europe—

a

separation between the two chief appetites native to man-

kind, the hunger for justice in the State, and that other

hunger for God, who is the end of the soul. The wound is

not yet healed.

Such was the principal act passing during those months of

the ^vinter and spring under the eyes of the Queen in her retire-

ment and silence ; accompanying that act was much more.

The first of the plots had broken out, the first of those recurrent

and similar plots for saving the person of the Eang ; the first

of the victims, Favras, had been hanged ; the first hint, there-

fore, of a distinction between the King as head of the nation

and the King as a person to be preserved had appeared. It

was to grow until it threw into the whirlpool of the Revolution

the flight to Varennes.

Just before the end of February, the force upon wliich Marie

Antoinette now most rehed—her brother Joseph—died. Leopold,

a character of no such readiness or maturity, succeeded him^

and the Queen, reading his letter upon the 27th, knew that she

had come to that turn of human life after which, even for the

most blest, everything is loss without replacement, until we
stand alone at the tomb. Even for the most blest : for her
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the turn had come just as she and all of hers must sail into the

darkness of a great storm.

I have said that it was on the last day of March, Spy
Wednesday, that she had stood obscure in her plain black, blotted

against the darkness of the nave and watching the Communion
of her child. Upon the next day, Holy Thursday of 1790, was
pubhshed, by order of the Revolutionary ParHament, that

official paper called " The Red Book," which suddenly heralded

to all the public all that her Court had been, which gave body
and form to all those hitherto vague rumours and legends of

extravagance and folly which had been the chief weapons of

her enemies. It was as though a malarial, impalpable influence

weakening her had suddenly distilled into a palpable and de-

finite material poison. It was as though some weapon of mist,

which though formidable was undecided, had become suddenly

a weapon of steel. The pubhcation of that hst of pensions,

of doles, of bribes effected in her fortunes a change Hke the

change in the life of some man whose reputation has hitherto

suffered from hints and innuendoes, and who suddenly finds

himself with the whole thing pubhshed in the papers upon the

witness and record of a Court of Law.

Let a modern reader imagine what that pubhcation was by
so stretching his fancy as to conceive the dehvery to general

knowledge in this country of what is done in payment and
receipt by our big money-changers, our newspapers, our poH-

ticians, and let him imagine (by another stretch of fancy) a

pubhc opinion in this country already alive to the existence of

that corruption and already angry against it : then he will see

what a date in the chances of the Queen's life was this Holy
Thursday !

The business now before herself and such as were statesmen

around her was no longer to make triumphant, but rather to

save the Monarchy.



CHAPTER XIII

MIRABEAU

From April 1, 1790, to midnight of the 20th June 1791

THERE existed in France at that moment one force which,

in alliance with the Government, could have preserved

the continuity of institutions, among other institutions of

the Throne. That force resided in the personahty of Mirabeau.

Had he survived and so succeeded—for his failure was only

possible with death—the French nation might indeed have pre-

served all its forms and would then have lost its principle and

power. It might have been transformed into something of

lower vigour than itself, it might have grown to forget action,

and the nineteenth century, which was to see our civilisation

ploughed by the armies and sowed by the ideas of Napoleon

—

so that it became a century enormous with French energy and

has left us to-day under a necessity still to persevere—might

have been a time of easy reaction : an Europe mthout Germany,

without Italy : an Europe having in its midst the vast lethargic

body of the French Monarchy and dominated wholly by the

mercantile activity of England.

This, I say, might, or rather would, have been the fate of

the Revolution, and therefore of the world, with what further

consequences we cannot tell, had Mirabeau, once in alliance with

the Court, survived ; for wherever in history the continuity of

form has been preferred to a spirit of renascence, such lethargy

and such dechne have succeeded. But though an effect of this

kind would have resulted for Christendom in general, for the

Queen and for her family the success of Mrabeau would have

been salvation. The air and the tradition of the palace would

have survived ; she would have grown old beside her husband

in a State lessened but preserving many of the externals of

power ; her later years wise, resigned, and probably magnificent.

As it was, the alliance between Mirabeau and the Court was

240
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made—but before the first year of its effect had run, Mirabeau

was dead : he dead, the slope of change led Marie Antoinette,

with rapid and direct insistence, to flight, to imprisonment, and

to the scaffold.

It is but very rarely that so much can be laid to the action

of one brain in history. Wliat were the characters in Mirabeau's

position that made it true of him in this spring of 1790 ? They
were these : that he had through certain qualities in him
become accepted as the organ of a popular movement ; that,

by other quahties more profoundly rooted in him, he was deter-

mined upon order; and, finally, that an early maturity of

judgment—already hardened before his fortieth year—strong

passions often satisfied and their resulting fruit of deadness,

much bitter humihation, the dreadful anneahng of poverty

working upon known and vast capacity, had rendered him quite

careless of those imaginary future things the vision of which

alone can support men in the work of creation. He was now a

man walking backwards, observing things known, judging men,

testing their actions and motives as one would test natural and
invariable forces, using the whole either to achieve some end

which had already been achieved elsewhere—which was in

existence somewhere and had reahty—or to preserve things

still standing around him, things whose nature he knew. He
would have preserved all and he would have degraded his land.

This most national of Frenchmen would have closed to France

her avenue of growth. He was " practical "
: and the chief

quahty of his people, which is the power most suddenly to evoke

a corporate will, he did not comprehend. It was a mystery,

and therefore he ignored it. Of things hidden he could divine

nothing at all. The Faith, for example, being then driven

underground, he utterly despised.

His command of spoken speech, sonorous, incisive, re-

veahng, dominating by turns ; his rapid concentration of phrase,

his arrangement and possession (through others) of innumerable

details, were points that made him the chief of a Parliament :

his courage and advancing presence—for he was a sort of lion

—

pecuharly suited him to the Gauls, and his love of men, which

was enormous, forbade the growth of those feminine enmities

which are the only perils of our vulgar pohticians to-day, and
which sprouted from debate even in the high temper of the

16
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Revolution, as they must sprout wherever talking and not

fighting is the game.

His travel, his wide reading, his communication throughout

Europe and in the greatest houses with numerous close, varied

and admiring friends, gave him that poise and that contempt

for vision which made his leadership, when once he led, secure.

With all this went the passion to administrate, to do, which

months of speeches and of opposition to the executive had but

swollen. In April his opportunity came.

It was the Queen who made this capital move.

For many months indeed he would have come in secret to

the aid of the Court. From the very meeting of the States-

General the year before, Mirabeau had known that his place

was with Government rather than in the tribune. His past of

passion forbade him executive power. Necker, with quite

another past—a nasty financial past—had dared to insult him

in the early days of the Parhament. All the summer he had

begged La Marck, his friend, to speak for him to the Queen, to

the Throne. La Marck, who was very close to the Queen and

was a companion since Trianon, had spoken, but Mirabeau was

still a voice only, and, to women, an unpleasant one. In

October he had directly attacked the Queen—she held him

responsible for the two dreadful days and the insults of the

drag back to Paris. The decrees in November which preserved

the Assembly from decay by forbidding its members to accept

office had closed the Ministry to him : in December he had

tried to work a secret executive power through Monsieur, and

Marie Antoinette's distrust of Monsieur had again foiled him.

La Marck had given up hope of helping his friend, the decrees

and the debates of the Assembly shook the Throne with in-

creasing violence, the King was counselless, when, after some

long debate within herself, of which, in the nature of the thing,

we can have no hint or record, the Queen, in the days when

the preparation for her child's sacrament was her chief affair,

and a fortnight or so before that communion, determined to

unite the brain of Mirabeau to the Crown.

She easily persuaded Louis. Before or after that persuasion

she spoke to Mercy, and Mercy wrote to that ancestral Belgic

land whither La Marck, certain that nothing could be done in

Paris, and desiring to check the effects of the revolt in the
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Austrian Netherlands upon his estates, had betaken him three

months before. La Marck at once returned ; he crossed the

frontier, and in his private house, up along the Faubourg St.

Honore, Mirabeau and Mercy met upon an April evening. All

was most secretly done, so that none, not the populace, nor the

Parliament, nor the courtiers—nor even Necker—should know.

These two very separate abihties, Mercy and Mirabeau, recog-

nised each other : for some days yet the latter, and the greater,

the storm-tossed one, doubted ; he still spoke of " an embassy "

for his reward—he stooped to beg favour again of La Fayette.

At last he was convinced of the Court's sincerity, and on the

10th of May he wrote for the King—that is, for the Govern-

ment (there was no other)—that first admirable Letter of Advice,

which remains the chief monument of his genius. In one year

he had proceeded from being an Evil Reputation to be a

Speechifier, from a Speechifier to a something inspiring dread :

now he was secretly in power ; in half power ; his was one of

the hands on the tiller. To himself that year had been but a

year of debt and makeshift ; his principal relief at this vast

change was a rehef of the purse.

Mirabeau wanted money. He was a gentleman and his

honour wanted it. In his appetite for it he did aU a gentleman

would do, sacrificing that self-respect which men not gentlemen

would not part with to save their Hves. He approached enemies

and friends indifferently. La Fayette, whose miHtia power

offended him and whose nulHty drove him wild, La Fayette whom
he had attacked and pubHcly jeered at, he quietly tapped for

£2000 and railed when that cautious Saviour of Two Worlds

sent less than haK the sum. He had the gentleman's morbid

shame of old debts and the gentleman's carelessness in con-

tracting new. He w^as of the sort that kill themselves rather

than finally default, and yet who take the road that makes

defaulting sure. To such a man, now rising on the Revolu-

tionary wave, entertaining, ordering secretarial work on every

side, playing the part of a pubhc god, the offer of the Court

was new life. Yet here again some apology must be offered to

the modern reader for the pettiness of the sum which sufficed

in those daj^s to purchase so much power upon such an occasion.

For the salvation of the Monarchy Mirabeau was to receive,

upon the payment of his debts, not half the income we give to
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a politician who has cUmbed on to the Front Bench : when he

had accomphshed his task he was to receive, upon retirement,

a sum that would just purchase such a pension as we accord

for life to a nephew or a son-in-law fatigued by two years of

the Board of Tra^de. He accepted the terms : but for him and

for those like him a wage, however shameful or secret, is but an

opportunity for intense and individual action. He was the

more himself and the less a servant when he had wages to

spend. He designed his campaign at once : to see the Queen

upon whose energy alone he rehed and in whom—though he

had never kissed her hand or spoken to her face to face—he

divined a corresponding courage ; and next, through her, while

maintaining his demagogic power, to crush the growth of anarchy

by the welding of an army ; and at last to restore the Monarchy

by a civil war. For order was, he imagined, the chief affair,

and anarchy was all that great brain could discover in the early

ferment of the time.

He was a man very capable of being a lover : he was an

artist who ardently desired an instrument : he trusted his

capacity with women, and he far over-priced the power in

action though not the vigour of the Queen. She upon her side

dreaded the meeting and delayed it, though Mercy himself and

the new Archbishop of Toulouse, now her confessor, urged it.

Upon the 4th of June the Court had left Paris for St. Cloud

to spend, within an hour of the capital and within sight of it,

the months of summer. That memorable anniversary of her

son's death isolated and saddened the woman upon whom was

thus throwTi a responsibihty too great for her judgment. All

the month she hesitated, while the notes from Mirabeau in his

new capacity as Counsellor of the Court, coming in continually

more insistent, more authoritative, and more wide, made the

meeting a necessity. At last, upon the 29th, she decided. A
room was chosen, "such that none could know;" he was to

come upon Friday, July 3, to the httle back-door of the garden

towards the park : there was a further delay—he was put off

to the morrow. He slept at his sister's house at Auteuil, and

early on the Saturday morning, taking his sister's son with him

for sole companion, disguised, he drove to the httle garden-door.

Everything was silent about him in the summer morning as he

drove from Auteuil to St. Cloud, that nephew of his riding as
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his postillion, and no one by. A certain suspicion weighed upon
him. He remembered the delays, the secrecy ; he remembered
that no friend loved him as much as each loved or hated the

Crown. Before he put his hand to the latch he gave the boy

a note and said :
" If I am not returned within three-quarters

of an hour, give this to the Captain of the Militia," and, having

said this, he went alone into the garden.

In France and throughout his world the event of those days

was the Federation. In ten days all the delegates would meet

upon the Champ de Mars for the anniversary of the Bastille :

the change in men was to be confirmed in a vast meeting of

friendship : the King was to swear and a world quite renew^ed

was to arise. Even in London the blaze of the triumph had
struck the street, and the common shows were preparing pictures

and models of the feast. Upon this all Europe was turned as

the delegates came swarming daily into the simmering July of

Paris and as the altar rose upon the great open field by the

river. For him, and now for history also, a greater, what
might, had Mirabeau lived, have been a more enduring scene,

was the secret morning meeting so prepared.

The Queen awaited him in a room apart, the King at her

side. She awaited with some hesitation the fierce step and the

bold eye, the strong pitted face of " the Monster," but her rank

and a long apprenticeship to reception had taught her to receive.

He came in and saw this woman whom he had so much desired

to see, he spoke with her for half-an-hour, and as he left her he

kissed her hand. Two things remained with him : the modera-

tion, the over-moderation of the King, but in her a sort of

regal determination which was half an illusion of his o-\vn, but

which most powerfully filled his spirit and which left him
enfeoffed to the cause he had so long chosen to serve. He came
out to his nephew, where the carriage waited, radiant, all his

energy renewed. He had perhaps a clear conception of the

Queen in action supporting him, determining the King, eagerly

accepting his wisdom and his plans. In that he gave her far

too great a place ; but great men impute greatness, and Mirabeau
was too great for women.

The show of the Federation passed, gloriously ; the hfe of

the nation rose to passion and broke bounds. In the matter of

the army, by which alone Authority could five, Mirabeau saw
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its strength dissolved. The melting of society had destroyed

that discipline, the hardest, the most necessary and the least

explicable bond among men : the frontier mutinied for arrears

of pay, and with the first days of August it was evident that

neither for defence nor for the re-establishment of law would

the army be available. The army, that one solid weapon of the

Monarchy, was now cracked all down the blade. The Army of

the East, long, as I have said, the chief resource of the executive,

was affected hke the rest of the service. There Bouille, a trained

and careful man, wealthy, noble, of course, Whiggish in poHtics,

and of middle age, held the command and saw from one day

to another in all the garrisons of his command the method of

soldiers failing. One mutiny followed another ; regimental

chests were seized for arrears of pay ; the non-commissioned

officers were no longer with the cadre in spirit ; officers of

the lower grades had been insulted, of the higher reluctantly

and more reluctantly obeyed.

It was at this moment that Mirabeau saw fit to give that

grave advice for which posterity has judged him so hardly and

which 5^et betrays the decision of his soul. He determined upon

civil war.

Many things might have saved him and the nation from such

a policy : notably La Fayette, a plaster head of the Mihtia

might have been made a reserve force behind the faihng regulars

;

and it has been pretended that La Fayette and Mirabeau were

now quite separate, and the wealthy young fellow useless to his

elder the Statesman, because La Fayette, in opposing Mirabeau's

presidency of the Assembly for the Federation, had offended the

vanity from which great orators suffer. The cause is insuffi-

cient. Mirabeau had lost all hope that La Fayette could act.

He passed him by. What as a fact did prevent the immediate

prosecution of Mrabeau's policy was the insufficiency of the

Queen, and this it was that saved the country and the memory
of her adviser from a course that would certainly have pre-

served the Throne.

Contrasted against the surroundings of her family and her

Court, even of her immediate enemies, her decision had shone :

contrasted against Mirabeau's will it was pale. She preferred,

she even attempted to foist upon him, that project of foreign

intervention which, three years later, killed her ; and his famous
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words in his Advice of August 13 seemed to her rhetoric or

worse. Its style was " extraordinary " : he was " mad."
" Four enemies are at the charge," he had written, " the taxes,

repudiation, the army, and mnter "—she could not bear the

style : but he was right. The harvest was in—it was not

sufficient ; a new and vast increase of assignats was voted

—

Mirabeau himself most urgently advising it—and on all this, at

the end of August, came Nancy.

The chief and the last foundation of force for the King were

the S^\dss regiments. Those of the Guard in the last supreme

moment of the Monarchy all but saved it. At Nancy in that

August of 1790 three regiments were quartered, two French,

one Swiss, that called " Chateau Vieux." They mutinied,

mainly for pay ; after scenes which do not concern this book,

they were broken—upon the last day of the month, with a loss

to the still disciplined troops opposing them of forty officers

and ten times that number of men. The gravity of that day
was of a kind we also know, when, in some crisis (with us such

crisis has been for generations foreign, not domestic) a much
graver thing, a much louder noise, brings to a pitch emotion

ready for violence and suddenly presents as a reahty what all

had desired or feared. Of such are the first shots of a war, the

first news of a fatal illness. The French mutineers were dis-

banded. The opinion of the moment Avould have tolerated no
course more severe : but—and this was the wedge that struck

into the heart of the time and clove men asunder—the S^viss

were made such an example of old things as the whole Revolu-

tion had come to sweep away. True, their own rich officers

were the judges of the Swiss ; what was done did not then He and
does not he to-day on the conscience of the French people ; but

when of these foreign peasants, driven by poverty to a foreign

service and maddened to mutiny by the fraudulent retaining of

their pay, one-half were made the subjects of a pubhc horror, the

country gasped. The town of Nancy, a to^vn of great beauty,

the flow^er of Lorraine, had fought with and had supported the

mutineers. It suffered the sight of half of the whole Swiss

regiment marched out for punishment, half sent to barracks

and then reserved for some obscurer fate. Of those so pubhcly

destroyed, two-thirds were for the galleys, near a tliird were

hanged on liigh gallows before all, to turn the stomachs of the
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new Citizens for a free state ; one was broken on a wheel mth
clubs, his bones crushed to satisfy the privileged in a social

order already infamous, his blood spattered on the pavement of

a town which had befriended him. It was an anomaly of hell

fallen in the midst of the new hopes and within six weeks of

that clamour of goodwill upon the Champ de Mars when all

such nightmares were to have been buried for ever.

The Assembly voted its thanks for the restoration of order :

the vote was moved by Mirabeau, Bouille commanded an army

now silent, and the thing was done. But the minority of wealthy

men that had thus dared applaud the executions at Nancy

was now cut off from fellowship with the nation, and the civil

war which Mirabeau desired was come in spirit—for the Govern-

ment, the only possible executive, the Crown, was with that

minority.

Necker, lost in public opinion, defeated in finance, thoroughly

terrified at the sound of arms, was off across the frontier for

ever to Geneva, his Bible and his money-bags. For a few

months Mirabeau's strength was to remain increasing, the one

central thing—but secretly his power of action was marred, for,

while the Court listened and heard him, it did not move. He
would have seen the Queen—she would not see him. Already

his complicity was guessed by a few—it had been denounced

frenziedly amid parliamentary jeers and laughter by one young

man, since dead : but the rumour had terrified the palace.

Mirabeau, still taking the palace's pay, still pouring in upon it

Advices which he desired to be commands—(and yet still refused

so much as a Royal audience)—grew continually upon the

Parhament.

As his power over the Assembly increased, his fret against

the hesitation of the Court increased with it ; it increased to

desperation, and that desperation was the more exasperated

because a man of his temper could not grasp—in the absence of

personal interviews—what it was that held back the Crown.

Yet to a man of another temper the explanation would have

been easy. There was a conflict, not only of mediocrity with

genius, not only of two wills—the one accustomed to an inert

command, the other avid to exercise a vigorous one—but a con-

flict also of ends to be attained ; for that which Mirabeau

desired—and which he thought the King and Queen to desire

—
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was a national thing, whereas what the King and Queen now

desired was a personal thing. He all the while was considering

the Monarchy, an institution necessary to his country : they

thought more and more daily of their individual selves : their

habits, their wounded right, their children—their rehgion.

In nothing did the friction of that new machine, the alliance

between Mirabeau and the Court, show more than in this matter

of religion. To Mirabeau, as to every vigorous spirit of that

generation, the Faith was inconceivable. How far, by an effort

of fancy, he could picture minds that held it one cannot tell,

but one may be certain that he could not but associate such

minds \^dth ineptitude. Now the business of 1790, unknown to

the men who most mixed in that business, was Religion. France

had of herself transformed herself in eighteen months. The

Roman conceptions had returned, the municipalities governed,

the whole people were moving in a stream together, equahty

had re-arisen to the surface of things ; war, if war came, would

be a national thing—the hfe in each had determined to be based

upon a general will. At this overwhelming change the ParHa-

ment had assisted ; it was their function to express its main

features in new laws, and, as to details, to thresh them out in

debate and make them fit the new scheme : among these details

was the definition of the Clergy's status. The Cathohc Church

was present—for the peasants at least—and it must thus still

be recognised, its powers must be defined, the terms of its

recognition must be formulated. These cultivated men of the

Parhament—and I include the bishops—had no conception of

Resurrection. The Church was an old thing, passive, woven

into the lower stuff of the State ; it would not again be what

a dim tradition affirmed it once to have been. Let it die down
quietly in its villages and go. As for the Institution of it, the

higher-salaried places—its use in Government—why, that was

to be Galhcan.

Just before the Federation in July the Civil Constitution

OF THE Clergy had passed the House. Just before Nancy
the King had assented, and it was law.

To the men who spoke and legislated, it was a just and

straightforward law ; to us who know a future they could not

know, it is a monstrous absurdity. Priests and bishops

*' elected "—not by enthusiasm or hj clamour or by a populace



250 MARIE ANTOINETTE
ardent, but by paper votes—as we elect our dunderheads to

Westminster ! Unity, the prime test of hfe, secured by no more
than a letter to Rome announcing election and courteously

admitting communion ! Every diocese and parish a new
creation, created mthout any consultation of Peter and his

Authority ! Yet such was the sleep of the Faith a century ago

that this incredible instrument provoked discussion only ; and

such protests as came were not protests of laughter or even of

anger, but protests of argument—with after-thoughts of money.

But the King and the Queen beheved.

Had she not suffered, this void of the century in matters of

the soul might have left Marie Antoinette indifferent. She had

been indifferent to that prig-brother of hers when he played the

philosopher at Vienna and the fool in the Netherlands. The
populace, who guard the seeds of rehgion, were unknown to her as

to the King and to the ParHament. But she had so suffered that

she had concentrated upon the Creed : her husband had always

held it simply—he was a simple man. Now, when he signed

the Civil Constitution, and she knew of that act, it was proof

that they had done with the national ferment, that their con-

cern was to get away, to return, and to reconquer ; that hence-

forward no public act of theirs, no acceptation of any Reform, had

in it or was meant to have the least validity in conscience. She

especially was quite cut off henceforward from the crown she had

worn—^it was no longer a symbol of her State for her ; and if she

had continued to wear it, as Mirabeau desired, after a reconquest

achieved through civil war, she would have worn it contentedly

over defeated subjects rather than over a nation.

All this Mirabeau saw as httle as he saw the passion of the

village priests, the anger of the women in the country-sides. The

resistance (which immediately began) he thought purely political.

Priests that would not take the oath were Partisans of the old

tyranny and breakdo^^n ; the Pope, who was preparing his definite

refusal, was a subtle Italian whom he, Mirabeau, must meet

by a Galhc brutality. To the King IVIirabeau secretly represented

the Civil Constitution and the gathering revolt against it as an

excellent lever for recruiting the provinces and raising that civil

war of the Government against anarchy which was his whole

pohcy ; but to the Assembly (and here it was most of himseK that

appeared) he spoke against the Church's refusal to accept with a
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violence that astounded, and at times provoked to rebuke, his

most extreme admirers. All his spirit during that autumn and
early winter of 1790-91 is one of diatribe and fury against the

intangible foe he himself had raised.

On the 26th of November he forced the Assembly to vote the

prosecution of priests who refused the oath ; on the 4th of January

he accused the hierarchy of their old game—" too well known in

our history "—of playing for an " ultramontane " authority ; ten

days later, on the 14th, he broke all bounds : swore that the

priests cared little if religion died (and much he cared for it !)

so that their power was saved. The priests present left the hall.

He continued with greater violence, and all the Assembly pro-

tested. On the proposition of Camus (himself next-door to a

Huguenot) it was moved and carried that Mirabeau be no longer

heard. When, a bare week after all this, a Letter of Advice

reached the King from Mirabeau headed, " On the Way to make

use of the Civil Constitution,^^ how should the King not be

bewildered ?

The King read it ; he found a stupefying series of counsels.

How could so simple a man as he understand the contradiction

between Mirabeau's public speeches and secret executive advice ?

" No time " (he read in Mirabeau's private communication to

the Crown)—" No time could be more favourable for uniting all

the malcontents, the most dangerous ones, and raising his royal

popularity to the detriment of the Assembly ; " he was to provoke

resistance secretly, to refuse executive aid : to throw the odium

of the Civil Constitution and of the priests' resistance to it

on the Assembly. What could a man of Louis' kind make of

all this ? Had Marie Antoinette been a she-Mirabeau, as

Mirabeau half-beheved her to be, she might have followed

the plan. Contrariwise, she was a Christian mother, much
too untaught and too devout by now to use religion for

pohtical intrigue. To emphasise their bewilderment, this

Husband and Wife find that their late Confessor—whom they

had indignantly rejected for his schism—had taken the oath at

the pressing of Mirabeau himself. ... It is not to be wondered

at that Mirabeau's advice hung fire.

There were other glaring contrasts between his pubhc and his

private view : there was Mirabeau's high pla3dng of the dema-

gogue role. He must roar with the Jacobins : that organisation.
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the "radical thousand" of Paris, and a hundred and fifty-

societies at its back throughout France, aheady directed the

storm from the October of '90. He mixed with it, flattered

it, became its powerful spokesman in the Assembly, was

its President by the end of November ; and while he so

marked and emphasised with his voice and will almost every

one of the succeeding steps that led towards a pure demo-

cracy, he marvelled that the Court would not accept his

secret counsel and beHeve his support of the Cro^vn to be his

true motive of action all the while. It was indeed his main

motive ; but men of his stature also require applause, and the

double part he filled was acted too brilhantly upon its public

side for his private statesmanship—to which all his intellect

and much of his heart was really devoted—to obtain full weight

at the palace. He was permanently mistrusted, and he met

that mistrust by chance phrases of contempt or insult which

he may or may not have intended to be repeated to the woman
and the office which he desired both to guide and to save.

In one thing, however, his influence still weighed : in that

one thing it would have sufficed, had he hved, to save the

Queen. I mean in the plan, still debated and still postponed,

for the abandonment of Paris by the Crown.

I have said that the main misunderstanding between the

Queen and Mirabeau lay in this, that for him a national, for her

a domestic, end was now in view. For months he had urged

a pubhc withdrawal from the capital, a pubhc appeal to the

armed forces, a wdthdrawal to some near and loyal town, a town

wdth a palace and tradesmen dependent on it—to Compiegne,

for instance, a long day's ride ^ aw-ay ; thereafter an appeal to

the provinces and, if the extremists and Paris would fight, then

a civil war and a reconquest of power. He had talked of the

Queen on horseback with her son ; he resurrected Maria Theresa

and imagined bold things. The Queen desired for her husband,

herself, and her children merely safety": but she would not leave

the King.

Once that summer the Queen and her children had driven

out from St. Cloud towards the western woods that overhang

the Seine ; the King and his gentlemen had ridden west-

ward also in the wooded plain below. Many in either retinue

^ To be accurate, a little less than fifty miles.
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had thought the moment come, but each party returned at

evening.

Returned to Paris in the autumn, the rising flood of pubho

feehng made a pubhc appeal and a pubHc withdrawal more
difficult with every succeeding month, and month after month
it was postponed.

The foreigner, of whom the French had hardly thought

during the first months of their enthusiasm, now re-arose before

them ; many were already anxious for the frontier, and already

the irritant of German menace, which was to lead at last from

Valmy to Wattignies and from Wattignies to Jena, had begun

to chafe the mihtary appetites of Paris. Were war to break

out with the spring of the next year—nay, were it only in the

air—the escape of the King from Paris would be more difficult

than ever.

It was at the close of October,^ before the Court had left

St. Cloud for Paris, that the plan for leaving Paris first took

definite shape and that Louis sent Parniers with a message to

Bouille at Metz.

Mirabeau had pointed to Bouille as the only general to

defend that march ; not because Bouille was on the frontier,

but because Bouille had got his army in hand again, was very

capable, did not intrigue. But Bouille, in Mirabeau's design,

was to come westward and to receive the King at Compiegne.

The General himseK accepted such a plan and urged it. The
King still preferred a fiight to the very frontier, Besangon for

choice, and it is impossible—when his reluctance to leave at all

is considered, his whole character, his wife's counsel, and her

previous attitude in the letters and appeals of that summer

—

to doubt that the Queen had moulded that decision. It was
not a firm choice. Bouille's son, coming at Christmas to Paris

to sound people and things, found La Fayette of very dubious

loyalty, and he doubted the aid of the Mihtia. He saw Fersen

(the young fellow took for granted that Fersen was the Queen's

lover) ; he saw him in Fersen's own house in the Faubourg
St. Honore. They discussed the rottenness of the army, the

unhkeHness of immediate foreign aid. It was decided to post-

pone the thing for three months.

1 Oct. 20, not the 23rd, a date accepted since the publication of Bouille's

Memoirs in 1833, but corrected by collation with the original two years ago.
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And meanwhile the Queen heard debated before her the

alternatives of a flight to the frontier and of a domestic rising

nearer Paris in defence of the Crown. She was by all her bent

—and was increasingly to be—in favour of foreign support ; but

Mirabeau's counsel was something to her. At the end of

February it prevailed, and La Marck came to Bouille at Metz

with the news that Mirabeau's plan should be considered.

Bouille agreed. There was to be no suggestion of flight : the

Court's choice of the frontier was to be abandoned. Compiegne

should be the goal of a short and determined march. The

soldier rejoiced, as did Mirabeau, that a final decision had been

made, that no near presence of foreign aid was expected, and

that the idea of a flight to the frontier was given up. March,

perhaps the close of it, was to see the thing done, and so wdth

the spring was to be issued the challenge to civil war : then and

then only, if necessary, might there follow a retirement upon a

fortress.

The thing was dangerous and more dangerous. Mesdames,

the King's aunts, had left their country house at great pains

for Italy : the populace had all but detained them. La Fayette,

a month later, had disarmed certain gentlemen of the palace

and had insisted that his Militia alone mount guard. It was

certain, as March crept on, that the decision must soon be taken,

and that the double power of Mirabeau over Court and Parha-

ment could alone force the exit from Paris to a well-chosen

town, and so decide the issue of a Restoration of the Monarchy

now so grievously imperilled. Mirabeau still grew in power,

still spoke in his loudest tones, still watched, and drove all his

team of political dupes and Royal clients, still remained

strongly double. Swearing to one that he had all ready for

the end of Monarchy if the King should fly ; writing continually

(and more sincerely) to another his plans in aid of such a flight

;

asking for yet more money (on the 2nd of March) ; urging

a further double-deahng with the Assembly in a secret and

verbal message to the King (on the 13th) ; betraying the

Jacobins, his Jacobins, in a private letter (on the 21st). Doing-

all this with his intrigue fully formed, and the royal family

already sheltered under the wing of that intrigue, Fate entered.

It was on the 24th of March that Mirabeau wrote his last

letter to La Marck. His friend had mining rights in the king-
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dom : the new mining laws were down for debate that week.

He promised to speak, and on the morning of the 27th he called

on La Marck upon his way to the manege; he was faint and

compelled to rest awhile upon a couch there, but he rallied and
went on to the Parliament. It was Sunday. The streets were

full of people : he was recognised, followed, and cheered.

Upon that 27th of March he spoke more than once : his ill-

ease was not apparent. On the 28th he was struck. But even

so lying in his bed, for the next three days, in spite of an in-

creasing agony, he made of his moments of respite occasions for

set words, usually well chosen, pagan, proud, memorable, and a

trifle affected. A crowd in the street without kept guard and
silence. A crowd was about his bed continually. Tallejrrand,

reconciled, came ; La Marck, who loved him, came repeatedly

—and a hundred others. He spoke, and they spoke, of Death,

as a matter for converse, often for jest. La Marck quizzed

him :
" Oh, you connoisseur of great death-beds !

" Tallejn^and

told him that he came, " like the populace, to hear." A man who
loved him said well, " that he acted death as a great actor

upon a national stage." Astounding courage, and more astound-

ing silence upon the thing he had never cared for or beheved

:

all the greatness and all the void of the eighteenth century was

here. He admitted God, however, and rallied his good doctor,

a materiahst—as then were all, and still are most, experts in

viscera : the days were sun-Ut, and the sun reminded him of

God. So for four days ; upon the fifth day, the 2nd of April,

at half-past eight in the morning, those watching his last and
silent agony saw that he was dead.

Many modern historians have said that the death of Mira-

beau affected but little the plans that had been made for flight.

It is an error. The death of Mirabeau changed all, and it

was one more of those hammer-blows of Fate exactly coincident

with the sequence of the Queen's weird.

It is true that the flight was already long arranged. It is

true that its very details were planned for the most part long

before Mirabeau died. Nevertheless had Mirabeau lived the

whole thing would have had a different issue ; and for this

reason, that Mirabeau dominated all that world—not only the

world of the Court but also the world of Parliament, and, in
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some indirect way, the world of Opinion as well—by Will. Any
action that the Court had taken with Mirabeau ahve and active

w^onld have been bent to Mirabeau's plan, and even if the flight

had been, not (as he counselled) to Compiegne, but to Montmedy
and the frontier, Mirabeau would have forced at once its success

and a consequent civil war. He would have permitted no

departure without being privy to it ; he would have sworn,

shouted, cajoled and persuaded doubly upon either side—for

IMirabeau was a soldierly man ; he had a plan and could use

men by ordering. He could use them for the achievement of a

fixed end, which was now the salvation of the Mona,rchy; for

he beheved the Monarchy to be the skeleton and framework of

France—this creative hght of the Revolution around him seemed

to him a mere mist and dazzle. Great as he was, I repeat it,

the Revolution seemed to him to be drifting towards an

Anarchy. He was Hke a landsman who may be brave and

domineering but who shudders when he first comes across the

temper of the sea.

But what might have happened is but hypothesis. For

Mirabeau died ; and Mirabeau once dead it was necessarily

certain that the Court, left to itseK, should attempt to preserve

not Monarchy but merely the Court. Mirabeau living, that de-

termination of theirs to save their bodies w^ould have done no

harm, and the eagerness of the Queen to get away to the neigh-

bourhood of friends would have been used as human intelhgence

uses the instinct of animals. Mirabeau dead, that force ran

ever along its o^tl bhnd line, attempting merely to save the

persons of the King and Queen and their children. Attempting

so small a thing it happened to fail : but on the failure or

success of that attempt the largest things depended.

It was, as we have seen, upon Saturday the 2nd of April

that Mirabeau died, and had said in dying that there went

with him the last shreds of the Monarchy.

The Sunday following his death was that upon which the

Schismatic Priests said their first Masses in every parish of

the city.

I have not space to reiterate in this volume the vast issue

involved. I have sufficiently emphasised and shall further

emphasise the profound truth that everj^ Civil Revolution is
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theological at bottom, because, at bottom, it must be based upon
a divergence of philosophy : a divergence between the philosophies

of the old order and the new. A chance test of philosophy

thrown at random into the Revolutionary movement had
separated men suddenly and was rifting the State asunder ; for

a fortnight Paris raged upon the Nationalisation of the Church.

I will not detain the reader. There was here one of those

double duties where the wisest get most bewildered and the

most sincere go the furthest astray. Let the reader remember

(difficult as it is to do so in the religious atmosphere of our

time) that with the educated of that day Rehgion was dead

—

with the populace of Paris even more dead. The thing was a

mere emblem. Its last little flickering hght (which we have

since seen to grow to so great a flame) was not comprehended,

save as a political institution, by the great bulk of the Parlia-

ment, by the professions, by the workers ; the very beggars in the

street despised the Faith, and the shrines were empty. You
were a priest or one of the very few Mass-goers ? Then you

were suspected of supporting the old forms of civil polity !

After the Civil Constitution of the Clergy you deliberately re-

fused to take a reasonable oath to the Constitution and the

new-born Liberty of Men ? Then you were a traitor, and a

silly traitor at that. Let it be remembered that at this moment
Rehgion had no warriors. All the vast rally of the nineteenth

century was undreamt of. The bishops were place-hunters full

of evil living ;
^ the Creed an empty historic formula : a conven-

tion like the conventions of " party " in England to-day. The

reader must see this, in spite of all the nineteenth century maj^

have taught him to the contrary, or he will never see the

Revolution.

In such a crisis two factors, quite uncomprehended, stood hke

rocks—they were but small minorities : so are rocks small

accidents in the general sea. The one was that little group of

people who still practised the united Catholic Faith—and it

just so happened that of these the King was one, his sister

another, and—from the beginning in her hght, easy way, latterly

with increasing depth—his wife a third ; the other factor was

the mass of the humbler Clergy. They felt as by an instinct

the note of unity ; they refused to subscribe : to all, or nearly

1 We have seen Mgr. of Narbonne. His mistress was his own niece.

17
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all, the bishops it was—for the most part—a matter of rank and

pohcy to resist the Bill ; to the two-thirds of the country

Clergy to resist the Law was loyalty to our Lord.

What the King felt in that quarrel we all know. Marie

Antoinette, in spite of her devotion, was never able to neglect

the human, the purely temporal, the vulgarly pohtical aspect

of the quarrel. Her husband, sincerely sympathetic though he

was mth the French temper, thought mainly of the Divine

interests in the matter ; though he thought slowly and badly,

that was his thought. The populace, the politicians—all the

world—saw nothing whatsoever in the Cathohc resistance but a

dodge devised by privilege to put a spoke in the wheel of the

Revolution. And Paris especially, having for so long abandoned

rehgion, raged round the refusal of the priests.

It is pitiful to read how small a rally the Faith could make !

One chapel in all Paris was hired for the true Mass to be said

therein, and handfuls here and there put forward a timid claim

to approach the only altar which Rome acknowledged. I say it

for the third or for the fourth time, to-day we cannot under-

stand these things, for the Resurrection of the Cathohc Church

stands between us and them ; but to this Paris on that Lenten

Sunday, the 3rd of April 1791, the presence of the Schismatic

Clergy, each in his parish, was a plain challenge launched

against the Crown, and it was nothing more : the attachment of

the Court to the Roman Unity seemed to Paris a mere pohtical

intrigue, odious and unnational and stinking of treason. For a

fortnight the Parisian anger raged, and the 17th of April was

Palm Sunday.

It has become a rule for those who are in communion

with the Cathohc Church that they should receive the Sacra-

ments at least once a year, and that at Easter or thereabouts

;

a rule defined, if I am not mistaken, during the struggle

with the Lutheran—that latest of the great heresies. This

rule the Kuig had satisfied, and on that Palm Sunday had

taken Communion in his Chapel from a priest who had not

sworn the Civic Oath. All the customary talk of some re-

hgious necessity by which he was in conscience compelled to

leave Paris is balderdash. The attempt he made the next

day, the Monday, to leave the city in order to spend the

Easter days in the suburban palace of St. Cloud was purely
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political. Religion had no part therein. It cannot be deter-

mined to-day—unless indeed further evidence should come
before us—how much the mere desire to prove a liberty of

action on the part of the Court, how much a sort of challenge

sure to be defeated, how much a hope that escape would be

easier from a suburban point, entered into this plan ; but it is

quite certain that the Body of the Lord and His Resurrection

had nothing whatsoever to do with it. And when upon Monday
of Holy Week, the 18th of April, a little before noon, the royal

family got into their carriage to drive, as was their constitutional

right, to the neighbouring palace those few miles away where

the populace could not surround them, a crowd, organised as

were these crowds of the Revolution, held them all around.

The scene has been repeated too often to be repeated here ; one

character marks it—it is one of profound importance—for the

first time armed and discipHned force was wholly upon the side

of the Revolution.

The Militia which La Fayette had formed were with the

people, and the common will of that great mob was present also

in the men who bore arms. It had not been so in any of the

movements antecedent to this, unless we admit the sharp

national anger of the loose and almost civilian " French Guards "

against the hired German Cavalry in July 1789. Hitherto there

had been a distinction between the people at large and that

portion of the people which was armed and discipHned, a dis-

tinction which now broke down because to the French temper

on this Monday of Holy Week 1791 the issue was too grave for

such distinctions. The national King must be kept in Paris

;

the people would not let him leave, much as a man will not

let his money go out of his sight or out of his control.

Let it be noted that here, as is invariably the case through-

out the history of the French people, the general mass had
easily learned a secret thing : All the bamboozlement had failed

—

as it is faihng to-day in spite of the financial prese of Paris, the

Secret Societies, and every other instrument of fraud. The vast

crowd which hustled round the King's carriage knew and freely

repeated his project of invasion which had now been so carefully

and, as it was thought, so secretly plotted for six months.

The French people are accustomed to, and have, as it were,

an appetite for, duels in the dark where one of the two com-
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batants must die. There was determination upon the one side

—^mthout proof—that the King desired to fly and must be

restrained. There was determination upon the other—accom-

panied by frequent denial—that the King should escape to the

French frontier and should be free.

Not the next day, but the day after, Wednesday in Holy

Week, the Queen, the Queen herself pulled the trigger. All that

bhnd force of desire for the mere personal safety of her family,

which ]\Iirabeau would have controlled, but which in her un-

guided hands was an unreasoning torrent, impelled her action.

She wrote to Mercy that her very Hfe was in danger and that

the business must be done with next month at the latest. She

mentioned the place of flight, Montmedy.

Eight weeks followed, during which every effort of the

royal family was directed to the achievement of a mere flight.

The limits of these pages do not permit me the many details

which could make of that early summer a long book of intrigue.

When the thing had failed each had his excuses, and Bouille

would have it that with a docile obedience on the part of the

Court he could have saved the Court. It may be argued that

if the King had gone by way of Rheims he would have escaped.

It may be argued that the delay of twenty-four hours (which

certainly did take place) made such and such a difference. All

these arguments fall to the ground when it is considered that

the King did esca^pe from Paris, escaped easily along the road

to the frontier, was safe and trebly safe until, as will be seen,

two accidents, wholly incalculable and each a clear part of

Fate, broke that immemorial Crown of the French Monarchy.

The first (as will be seen) was the error—if it was an error

—made by young Choiseul on the Chalons road— a mere

mechanical one ; the second—much more miraculous—was the

ride of Drouet, galloping in a dark night under a covered moon
wdldly through the very difficult ridgeway of Argonne, and even

that miracle only just came off by fifteen minutes. It was not

delay, whether of twenty-four hours or of a fortnight, which

brought them back to Paris. It was that other force for which

we have no name, but which one may call if one likes Necessity

or Something Written.

Fersen, who loved the Queen and whom the Queen loved,
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had stood in the centre of the plot, had seen all the conspirators,

and brought to its climax everything. He was now to risk his

hfe. The great travelhng-carriage, called a berline (which easily-

held three people upon either side), was waiting in its shed in

the stables of the house he had hired, as the summer solstice

—

a date fatal to the Bourbons—approached. Fersen himself in

disguise was to drive them, disguised also, from their palace by
night in a cab to where that traveUing-coach awaited them.

Their passports were ready ; the children's governess, the

Duchess of Tourzel, was to play the part of the chief personage

and to be called the Baroness of Korff. The Queen was to be

the governess of her children, the King her valet, his sister a

maid ; the children were to be Madame de Korff's children, and
the Dauphin was dressed as a girl and called by a girl's name.

There are a few square yards in Paris which should be famous

in history. Here Joan of Arc fell in her failure to force the

western gate of the city. Here to-day is the hotel called the

H6tel de Normandie, frequented by foreigners, and opposite is

a money-changer's booth. Here the Rue St. Honore crosses

the Rue de FEchelle. There ^ at midnight of the 20th of June,

Fersen, dressed as a coachman, was waiting with his cab to

drive them to the travelling-coach which awaited them at the

eastern boundary of the city. He had already visited the palace

to make all sure. His disguise was good, his acting excellent.

His love compelled him. He took snuff with the other cabbies.

He waited resignedly. The hghts went out, midnight approached,

and first one, then another of certain beings approached him

down the dark alley that led from the courtyards of the palace.

The King came, and the royal children, their governess, and the

King's sister. Last of all, and after some delay, the Queen.

All of them had escaped safely from what was the chief barrier

around them all—the Militia Guard. VvHien they were well in

their cab, Fersen, that devoted man, drove them in a leisurely

manner to the gates of the city, found the berhne dra^vn up

on the high road, and with it two Gentlemen of the Guard who

had come, disguised in old yellow Hveries, to act as postilUons,

1 To be accurate, the exact spot was a few steps to the south of the

present crossing or much about the middle of the modern Rue de I'Echelle,

and opposite No. 3 of that street.
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while a third had ridden on to the post-house. Fersen had the

berhne driven by his servants, himself upon the box, and so

reached, in that earliest of all dawns of the year, the first post

and relay, the suburban post-house of Bondy.

There was light in the North. He saw before him at that

hour the free road to the frontier ; the country and the simple

minds of subjects ; the happy past returning ; the end at last

of all that Parisian fever, and the chastisement perhaps of all

that Parisian violence—at any rate, the solution of the whole

affair. His friend was free.

The King had but to reach the garrisons of the east and

Austria would move, the last of the regular French armies

would advance : now that the royal person was no more in

danger from such a march, the march on Paris would begin.

But it was the summer solstice, a moment ill-omened to the

Bourbons.
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CHAPTER XIV

VARENNES

From midnight of Monday, June 20, 1791, to just after seven in the

evening of Saturday, June 25, 1791

IT
was no longer night ; it was near day, the brightening air

smelt of morning. The links of the harness-chains clattered

a little as the relay horses were backed against the pole of

the big carriage. Fersen sauntered to the carriage window of

that side upon which the Queen sat. He called out loudly her

supposed mistress's assumed name, " Madame Korff," saluted

her and turned to go on his lonely cross-country ride to Bourget

and the Brussels road, by which he also purposed to fly. But,

even as he turned, they say that she held his hand a moment and

shpped upon his finger a ring. It was a ring of yellomsh gold,

broad and heavy, and having set in it an unknown stone. It

is still preserved. Here is the story of the ring :

—

It was again the 20th of June—the summer solstice that

strikes, and strikes again and again, at the Bourbons and at

the soldiers of the Bourbons. Nineteen years had passed since

the dawn when Fersen had left the Queen at Bondy, seventeen

since he had broken his heart at her death and had become

silent. His campaigns had forbidden him to show prematurely

the effect of advancing age ; indeed, as men now count age, he

had not reached the Hmits of decline—his fifty-fifth year was

not accomphshed. . . . But emotions so inhuman and so deep

had so torn him in his vigour that there had followed a com-

plete and an austere silence of the soul : he had long seemed

apart from living men. His face preserved a settled severity,

his eyes a contempt for the final moment of danger : that

moment had come.

He was Marshal of the Forces ; the populs»^ce of Stockholm

was in rumour, for the North still had vigour in it, impregnated

from France. He had been torn from his carriage, chased from

263
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the refuge of a room, and now stood bleeding on the steps of

the Riddenholm alone (the Squires were within the church,

barricaded : they had left him outside to die). The populace,

hating him, hated even more a ring which they saw large and

dull upon his finger, for they said among themselves that the

ring was Faery and that death issued from its gem whenever it

was held forward ; Death flashed from it and struck whomsoever

it was turned upon. Charles Augustus himself had seen it upon

parade ; it had lowered upon him and he had fallen dead from

his horse. . . . Fersen, so standing, wounded and alone, with

the mob roaring round the steps, held his sword drawn in his

right hand—but the ring upon his left was a better weapon, and

no one dared come forw^ard.

At last a traitor (since there is a traitor in every tragedy),

a servant of his who had turned fisherman, drew other fisher-

men round him and whispered to them to gather stones : thus,

from a distance, standing upon the steps above them, Fersen

was stoned and died.

When he was quite dead the populace drew round his body,

but they would not go too near, and even as they approached

they shielded their eyes from the ring. But this traitor, Zafiel,

bolder than the rest, went forward also with an axe, and,

shielding his eyes also, he hacked the finger ofi. The people

cheered as they would cheer a man that had plucked a fuse

from a shell. He ran, mth his head still turned, to the river-

side, and he threw the finger \^dth the Queen's ring upon it

far out into the stream.

Next day Stockholm was as calm as though there had been

no evening tumult. Zafiel at early morning took his boat out

upon the cold lake water by a pleasant breeze, and pointed up
river : he had a plan to fish. When he had left the many
islands of the town behind him and had passed into a lonely

reach of pine-trees, he felt a gentle shock upon the keel, and

the boat stood still. . . . He went forward to the bows and

looked over ; he could see nothing but very deep green water

bubbhng below. As he came back aft the masthead caught his

eye, and there, clasping it, was a severed hand ; the blood

which was apparent at the Avrist was not running. The hand
grasped the trunk of the mast with rigour, and Zaffel, as he

saw it, shuddered, for one finger of that hand was gone.
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The boat went forward in spite of the tide and aslant the

wind, with the sheet loose and the sail at random, and he in the

boat could feel for hours that the impulsion of its course was

from the masthead to which he no longer dared a look upwards.

The boat cut steadily across the eddies of the Moelar. At times

he tried the tiller, but he found the fixed movement unrespon-

sive to his helm.

There is no darkness in the North at this season, but a

twihght which, if there are clouds, fades from the grey of

evening to the grey of dawn ; he had sat, cold, crouching in the

stern of his boat, throughout all the hours of the day, and now

this grey twihght was upon him. In the midst of it he saw far

up-stream a white rock from which, as it seemed to him, some

phosphorescence glowed unnaturally, and in the midst of that

Hght, upon a ledge of the stone, was the ring. He took it, as

at a command ; then at last he dared look up at the masthead.

He saw the hand, now whole, relax and change and disappear,

and he felt the boat go free, turn and drift do\^Ti-stream.

When he was back upon the quays of Stockholm, all his

body trembhng with a fast of twenty-four hours and with the

cold of the morning, his neighbours as they caught the mooring-

rope asked questions of him. He answered them with mean-

ingless songs, and then, as the vision returned, with pointings

and terror. He was mad.

They took him off to the Bethel beyond the stream. On
the Knights' Island, within the church of Eiddenholm, the

Squires who had deserted Fersen upon the day before w^ere at

that moment gathered round the cofiin to do honour to his

burial; and upon the pall they noticed (some curious, some

indifferent) the broad band of yellowish gold and the unknown

stone.

When it came to the burial, the grave-diggers dared not put

it into earth as they should have done ; they gave it to his

family. With them it still remains, to do evil and disturb liis

sleep.

From Bondy the great carriage went forward under the

growing Hght of the day. At Claye a cabriolet with the

Queen's waiting-women joined and followed the berline. That

increasing light forbade the family to sleep ; they settled in
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comfort upon the broad and padded seats of white velvet,

leaning back into them, and every word they said revealed the

enlarging confidence of their souls. The King felt himself

already upon horseback ; the Queen and the Duchess repeated

the roles they were to play on whatever little pubhc occasions

the rapid journey might involve them in. The Duchess as

Madame Korff, in whose name the transport had been made

out ; the Queen as her governess—and so forth. They went

rapidly in that mixed landscape of wood and market-garden and

haK-continuous village which still marks the confines of Paris

and of the influence of Paris. Now they were in the open

country, with Paris quite forgotten, now in a district with a

dialect of its own—sure test of honesty and of freedom. The

country-sides were awake, the mowers were in the field; the

road was down among the narrow pastures of the Marne, and at

last in Meaux, where for the first time they halted for a relay.

So near to Paris, the wealthy equipage and its suite attracted

no curiosity, while prudence still restrained the travellers from

showing themselves in the market square, fatigued as they may
already have been by a continuous travelhng of now over five

hours—for it was past six and the town was astir by the time

the berhne and the cabriolet had rumbled in. To this con-

currence of good accidents the neighbourhood of the capital

added another element, for the posting station of Meaux was so

used to the continual passage of considerable travellers (how

many of the emigrants had it not re-harnessed !) that not only

was the whole place incurious, but also the relay was rapidly

effected. It was not a quarter of an hour before they were off

again upon the Chalons road.

By the route they had chosen, which had the advantage that

it was somewhat shorter and, what w^as of even more importance,

less frequented than the main way through Chateau Thierry and

Epernay, the distance before them to Chalons, the next large

town, was somewhat over seventy miles. It would fiU the

whole morning and more. They fell to talking to one another

with some Httle anxiety as to what might happen when Chalons,

with its considerable population, its newspaper and its activity,

was reached. But their immunity at Meaux, the advent of a

pleasing, shaded and tolerable day, the remote country-sides

through which they passed after branching off the main road at
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La Ferte, dulled their fears, or rather exorcised them. They

fell to eating—a sort of picnic wdthout plates, cutting their meat

upon their bread, and drinking their wine from a cup passed

round. No sunUght fell upon the green bhnd of the off-side

wdndow to fatigue their eyes ; no reflections of excessive heat as

the morning rose shone from the road upon the white velvet of

the cushions : they were in comfort and at ease.

By eight they were upon the side-road they had chosen ; by

ten, at the hour when the peasants were reposing under the

high quadruple rank of roadside trees, with their scythes at rest

beside them, they came to the post of Viels-Maisons. They were

behind their hour—a trifle—but they were by this time quite

secure in mind. The governess had given the children air, and

had walked with them up the long hill by w^hich the road leaves

the Marne valley. The pace had been hardly business-like,

perhaps to save fatigue. The King had sauntered from the

carriage more than once to stretch his legs at the post-houses
;

there were even occasions upon which he had spoken to the

little groups of peasants that surrounded the carriage as the

new horses were put in. For a moment indeed some anxiety

—

very probably baseless—had arisen amongst them at the sight of

a horseman who seemed to be following the carriages ; the

children and their governess, who were on the back-seat, had

noticed a rider far down the road behind them, but he turned

off and was seen no more.

In the stables of Viels-Maisons was a postilhon of the name
of Picard ; his action is worthy of note to any one who would

comprehend the nature of this journey, the emotions which it

aroused in those who witnessed it, and the tangle of authority

amid which the flight was driven. His action is worthy of

note especially to those who would see, as it is necessary to see,

the Champenois peasantry who form the background of all the

picture. He first, at this long distance from Paris, fifty miles

and more, recognised the King.

He might have sold the knowledge ; he might have gambled

on the royal family's success, have whispered his recognition,

and have waited for his reward ; he might have presupposed

the final success of the National Government, and have taken

immediate steps to earn its gratitude by denouncing the King.

This peasant did none of these three things ; he held his tongue.
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The carriages rolled onward. At mid-day when, at one of

the posting stations in that great bare dusty plain, an isolated

place, the King had strolled out again, in the interval of the

harnessing, to joke with a knot of poor yokels and to give charity

to them, Moustier, one of the Guards who were acting as

drivers, ventured a timid remonstrance, and Louis said what
should never be said within the hearing of the gods—that he

was now safe from all accidents. When he had said this he

continued to talk to the poor about him ; he talked of their

crops and of the hay that he saw tedding.

It is possible that some one of these wondered a little over-

much at the grand people ; it i^ possible there had been

rumours : but if any beggar or mower among them guessed,

he also held his tongue—and the carriages rolled onward.

The day, still veiled and moderate, was at its height ; it was
two o'clock, or a little later, when the road, which had hitherto

borne every mark of age, took on the appearance of new work,

the hne of trees was interrupted, and the stones of the kerb

were clean and freshly sa\Mi. A green valley, then but im-

perfectly drained though but sHghtly below the general level of

the Champagne, lay across its course. . . . An older track had

skirted this marshy land, but for now six years the road had

cut straight across the doubtful soil upon a great embankment,

which was one of those new engineering works of which the

reign, for all its financial embarrassment, had been full. Upon
this embankment stood (and stands) the posting-house, and

upon such a site little else could stand. There were at that

time but two other roofs : a blacksmith's forge and a tavern.

The post was called " The Petit Chaintry "
; it is Chaintrix

to-day, and a hamlet still. Here lived an elderly man, Lagny,

a widower, with his daughters and one son-in-law, by name
Vallet, a dangerous lad, for he had travelled, and had been

himself brought up in the noise and curiosity of an inn ; nay,

he had seen Paris, and had marched with the Federals upon the
j

Champs de Mars the year before. Only rarely did Vallet visit

his wife's home—but there is a fate and a God. In this lonely

plain of Champagne where no one travels, w^here few then knew

Paris, even, let alone the Court, this man happened on that

one day to be at the stables of his father-in-law's posting-house
;



VARENNES 269

he happened also to be by nature—the nature of a townsman

—

garrulous and touched with melodrama. He recognised and
worshipped the King. From that moment the secret was dis-

solved : and in loyalty perhaps half-an-hour was consumed.

No record remains of the spreading of the news, but proof

remains of the result. Vallet insisted on riding himself upon the

leaders ; he rode hard, and twice he let his horses do\^Ti, break-

ing harness ; so that an hour perhaps was lost by his hard

riding. Before even the berhne and its attendant cabriolet left

Chaintry, Lagny and his daughters had been told. The royal

family had not denied the recognition ; they had even, in reward

for the loyalty displayed, bestowed gifts upon the inn-keeper.

It is certain that the news must have spread through the

country-side.

In such an atmosphere of recognition, nay, of open depend-

ence upon the loyalty of those who knew them, they traversed

the remaining twelve miles of road and entered Chalons, where

alone they feared arrest and in whose crowds only detailed

forethought and plan could have preserved them unkno^Ti.

That plan and that forethought had been wholly absent ; a

vague instinct of its necessity had in the morning haunted the

fears of the travellers, but now, after the safety and isolation of

the many long hours from Meaux, it was forgotten.

They entered the big town at four o'clock ; the two carriages

drove clattering through its streets ; they pulled up at the posting-

house in the Rue St. Jacques. Viet, the post-master, came out

to see to the horses. A crowd gathered, and to every one in

that crowd and to Viet, and to any one of the town who cared

to ask, the presence of the King was perfectly well known. It

was discussed with approval or disapproval ; indeed, the journey

would have ended here, but that Viet himself, true to the char-

acter of the peasant (for he was peasant-born), refused all risk.

Officially he knew nothing ; he would neither detain nor speed

the King ; he was obstinately silent. Whether Louis won, or

his enemies, he, Viet, at least would be safe.

As he was buckhng the last of the fresh horses, a man
dressed with care and with some appearance of wealth ap>

proached him, and insisted upon what was, by the Constitution,

his duty ; but Viet gave him no change and was still silent.

The man, dressed with care and with some appearance of wealth
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failing to move this very minor functionary, went off to the

Mayor, Chorez by name ; there was no time to lose ; horses are

unharnessed and others harnessed in but a little delay. The

Mayor was as silent as Viet ; he took refuge in that common
excuse of temporisers and cowards—he demanded " proof." It

is probable that the well-dressed man with some appearance of

wealth went off upon the frontier road. We do not know, for

we do not even know his name ; but when a little before five

o'clock the berhne had halted a moment at the foot of a rise,

surely it was the same man who passed it rapidly and muttered

to the royal family as he passed :
" You have planned ill !

"

The town of Chalons hes upon the border of an extensive

plain pecuHar in French history. Here, as tradition will have

it, Attila's army was destroyed by the Romans and the Bar-

barians whom the Romans had trained. It is a wide and

desolate space, which the prosperity succeeding the Revolution

has transformed, but which, as we watch it to-day from a

distant height, still bears something of its ancient poverty—to

the eye at least—so level is it and so treeless. Far off to the

eastward runs the wooded wall of Argonne, very faint and

small ; at the base of this the town of Ste. Menehould.

From Chalons to Ste. Menehould by the straight road bridging

the plain is a long day's march, twenty-five miles or more : and

there is very Httle between. The passage of this bare, direct

and dusty stretch was, the fugitives might imagine, the very

last and the least of the risks they were to run. Chalons, which

alone they feared, had not detained them, the emptiness of the

country-side renewed or rather rendered absolute their confi-

dence. Within an hour they would be at the culvert of Somme-

Vesle, an utterly deserted spot with nothing but the stables of

the post to mark it.

At this point of their successful journey let the reader note

in what order the guarding of the flight had been conceived by

Bouille.

The first stages of it—till beyond Chalons—were to be quite

bare of soldiery, lest suspicion should arise and Paris receive

the alarm ; but once well past Chalons, the hundred miles and

more accomphshed, small posts of cavalry, mostly German

mercenaries, were to be placed, upon one pretext and another, at
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intervals along the way, until at Varennes Bouille's own son

should meet the fugitives with his troop, and eastward from

Varennes the remaining miles to Montmedy, which was their

goal, they would need no special guard ; they would be in

the thick of Bouille's army.

The first of these small posts was one of German mercenary

Hussars under the Due de Choiseul, a nephew of the old states-

man of Louis XV. It was to expect the King at Somme-Vesle

at one—giving as an excuse for its presence escort for a convoy

of bulhon—but an exact keeping of the time-table was urgently

necessary, for it would be perilous for the foreign troops to

hang about indefinitely in these eastern villages.

It was at the lonely post-house Somme-Vesle, then, that the

first soldiers were to be looked for by the King ; there, as it had

been arranged, the first Hussars would be seen, posted upon the

lonely road ; these would close up immediately behind the

carriage for a body-guard. With each succeeding stage of the

shortening trial troop after troop would fall in and join that

barrier and increase it. Dragoons at Ste. Menehould, more at

Clermont, till, before the evening gathered, the Royal Family

would have between them and the National Government of

Paris or the young patriots of the villages of the Marne, a

guard of their own soldiers, an escort warding them into the

heart of the frontier army that was to be their salvation.

The hour passed quickly—it was not yet six—when the King,

who had watched with his old interest in maps every detail of

the road, and had followed it with a guide-book upon his knee,

heard the brake upon the wheels ; a shght descent ended, and

the carriage drew up. A long farmhouse, with stable-door and

garden-gate shut tight and with no head at a window, stood,

French fashion, all along the kerb. They looked from the

window, noted the desertion of the fields, the silence of the

house, and the broad paved way, and asked with a growing

anxiety, what they feared to know, the name of the place.

The third Gentleman of the Guard, Valory, who had at each

stage gone before them to have the horses ready, came to the

door and told them it was the posting-house of Somme-Vesle :

of soldiers not a sign ; a few peasants, slouching off to the

fields.
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Long before the King, with his delays of loyalty and his

breakdowns, had reached Chalons, just upon three, under that

veiled sky and upon a dip of that monotonous, dead straight,

w^hite road, close to the bridge and posting-house of Somme-
j

Vesle, half a troop of Hussars were up and mounted. They

were Germans, but their foreign gutturals were not heard by the

sleepy ostlers of the place, for, in some disorder, the little knot

of mounted men were at attention. At their head, upon his

finer horse, sat Choiseul, and with him Aubriot, a lieutenant of

Dragoons, and old Goguelat, used to commissariat, to organisa-

tion, and to plans. They pointed westward up the Chalons

road, looking along its right line between the parallel per-

spective of its trees. Choiseul especially strained his eyes to

see whether no rising dust or no two distant specks of a large

vehicle and a cabriolet following it might announce the advent

of the King, but there was no sign upon the road.

He had so sat his horse for hours.

It was eleven when his light travelling-carriage had trotted

up to the stables,^ his German soldiery had joined him before

noon, and by one, as the time-table of the plan had been given

him, the berhne should have been there.

An anxious hour of waiting brought no news. Two o'clock

passed. Yet another hour of growing anxiety upon the

soldiers' part, of growing suspicion in the inn. And now it was

three o'clock ; but there was no sign upon the road.

Already the hoofs of these fifty mercenaries had been clatter-

ing and pawing for three hours and more round and about

the long white wall of the posting-house. The ostlers, the

few and sleepy ostlers, were not fond of such visitors, nor

were the peasants in the fields.

Choiseul had much to think about beside the punctuality

of the fugitives as he sat his horse there straining his eyes

along the road. The people of the place had asked him

famiharly, in the new revolutionary manner, what this body of

horse was for ; they might have added, " Wliy was it foreign,

^ He had come from Paris, where he had made the last arrangements,

and with him and in his carriage he had brought Leonard, the Queen's hair-

dresser. This garrulous fellow he had sent forward down the road to Mont-

mddy, and his mysterious hints at important secrets did much to spread the

news. See also Appendix G.



VARENNES 273

mercenary horse ? " Such a question was certamly impHed.

. . . Why had an army of the frontiers thrown out a point of

its cavaky-screen towards its base against all the known rules

of war, instead of towards the frontier which it was to line and
defend ? ... If it was for orders or for manoeuvring, why did

they stick close to this one posting-house ? . . . Troops, even

unsuspected troops, had been knoTSTi to commandeer food-stuffs

without payment : and the peasantry were sullen.

All these things were passing in the minds of the French

peasants there, and Choiseul, who was also French, knew what

was passing in their minds. There was something more : the

country-side was armed. The Revolution had made of every

village a tiny, ill-trained but furnished military post ; of every

market-town a section, with two guns and a team of gunners

;

of every city a rough volunteer garrison, with ammunition and
with arms, without disciphne for a campaign, but in a momentary
scuffle possessed of the power to Avound.

Had even this been all, what Choiseul did might not have

been done ; but it was not all. There had always been present

in the minds of these officers upon the frontier the permanent

indecision and fears of the King. The date of the flight had
been postponed and postponed. Choiseul himself, who had been

in Paris with the King twenty-four hours before, was aware of

that indecision and those fears.

It was three, and half-past three, and later ; it was four

—

and stiU nothing appeared. The road still lay empty and
silent ; the posting-house became, if possible, a trifle more curious

;

the group of peasantry increased : the men were hustled. Why
did not these foreign soldiers unsaddle ? What was the urgency ?

Choiseul had his reply ready, his casual piece of news :
" They

were expecting treasure, and he was ordered to furnish an

escort." Why, then, let them trot up the road to meet it ! . . .

With every quarter of an hour the strain grew greater.

Four o'clock passed, and haK-past four. It was for Choiseul

to judge exactly (as it has been for how many another soldier

commanding thousands where he commanded fifty) beyond

what point resistance would mean disaster. From time to time

a peasant crossed a distant field bearing perhaps a message to

his armed peers ; from time to time an ostler would ask a

question of one of the Hussars and disappear, bearing perhaps

18
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a message of his own, and Choiseul thought, "If the country is

raised behind me in Argonne, the King is cut off and lost !

"

Among so many Germans a French soldier was easier of

approach. The post-master of the place, lounging by, made up

to speak to Aubriot. What he said was this :
" So the King is

expected to pass ? ... At least, the people are sapng so. . .
."

He sauntered away.

It was near five. By Choiseul's watch it was a trifle later

still. The situation could no longer be borne, and the moment
for retreat had come. Ten to one the King had not started

after all. . . .

As Choiseul left he saw that fresh horses were put into his

traveUing-carriage ; he ordered into it his valet and the Queen's

hair-dresser, Leonard, whom he had brought from Paris ; he

gave them a note which said that it had been necessary for

him to abandon Somme-Vesle, and that, moreover, he doubted

if the Treasure would come that day. He himseK was going to

rejoin the General, and new orders must be issued on the morrow.

This note was to be shown to the officer in command at Ste.

Menehould, and given to the officer in command at Clermont.

Thence they were to post for Montmedy. This note \\Titten

and handed, open, to his valet and Leonard, Choiseul saw the

carriage go ; and when he had seen it well away, he turned

rein, ordered his weary Germans, and bent reluctantly east-

ward along the road which his command had traversed that

morning.

So they rode back till, at Orbeval, Choiseul took a guide,

crossed Neuville Bridge and plunged into Argonne, lest by fol-

lowing the high road right into Ste. Menehould they might raise

that alarm v/hich at every cost it was his duty to allay. ... In

vain. The country was already awake : that rumour, that

something in the air which no historian has ever traced, had

preceded him, and a woman in Ste. Menehould had said to a

soldier in a tavern that " the King would pass that way."

In this way was the post of Somme-Vesle abandoned. It

was in the neighbourhood of half-past five when the cavalry

filed out and up the slight eastern slope of the road. Just

hidden by the brow of hill behind them as they left the spot

where they had waited it for so long, the King's berline had

begun the last climb before the descent to the post-house.
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Fifteen minutes economised on the Royal Family's delays would

have saved them.

The berUne waited, as it had waited so often that day ; the

horses were changed in as humdrum a fashion. Within the

carriage a doubt had fallen on the fugitives. ... It was a

lonely house in a lonely dip of the plain with a vast, straight,

empty road rising upon either slope before it and beyond. They
drove on to Orbeval, but in a mood now changed ; they passed

Orbeval and approached the long hill-forest of Argonne.

It was already full evening ; the clouds upon the western

horizon had lifted ; the reddening and descending sun shone for

the first time that day against the rise of the Argonne wood-

land ridge and upon the bare rolling folds of corn-land and of

mown pasture at its base.

Under the level shafts of that sunset the belated berhne

approached Ste. Menehould. They passed the lonely tavern upon
the height called "At the Sign of the Moon"; they saw for a

moment upon their left a mill not yet grown famous—the mill

of Valmy. The shadows lengthened, and just as the sun dis-

appeared they rattled full speed into the main square of the

town.

The green bhnds were up to admit the cool of the evening.

The Queen looked from her window, without concealment, and

saw the gossiping and curious crowd which a French town
collects upon its public place at the end of day. She saw the

soldiers—some of them, she thought, saluted ; she saw their

ofiicer. He came up and addressed her respectfully in his

garhc-accent of Beam. He certainly saluted fully, and she

bowed her acknowledgment of the salute. She saw and heard

no more, unless perhaps she saw, on the King's side and through

the open mndow of it, a young man still heavy with the swagger

of the dragoons (for he had served) and still insolent with the

brave insolence of soldiers ; clear in eye, hooked in nose,

bronzed, short, alert and, as it were, itching for adventure.

If she did see this figure, she saw it for but a moment : the

horses were in, the whips were cracking, the carriage was on

the move : he had thus for a moment passed her window,

coming in from the fields, where he had been mowing ; he had
passed for a moment, and was gone. It was Drouet, the acting
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post-master of the place, and the son of the old post-master.

He had r*oted that the yellow coach was huge and heavy ; he

had carelessly said to his postillions, " Don't kill the cattle "
;

then he had gone off : it was but a moment of time.

They were off, a top-heavy haystack of a thing, roUing full

speed up the hill beyond the river, and right into the advancing

darkness. As they went, rising high with the road, through

the orchards and into the forest and the hills, they heard, far

behind them, one pistol-shot and then another, the distant noise

of a crowd, high voices, and the shuffling of horse-hoofs. But

the cries grew fainter, and they had soon left all far behind.

They gained the complete silence of the high wood, under the

stars. They began the ascent of Argonne.

But already in Ste. Menehould all was known. The girl who

had said " It was the King " was now but one of many. The

popular Council had met, and hardly had it met, and hardly

had the crowd outside in the square appreciated the rumour,

when those came in from Neuville village who had an hour or

two before watched the movement of Choiseul and his Hussars,

and the retirement of the cavalry over the bridge of Neuville

into the forest seeking Varennes. Their report added certitude

to the general clamour :
" Choiseul and his Hussars had hung

about the posting-house of Somme-Vesle for hours !
" " They

had taken a guide and were in the woods behind Ste. Menehould

at that moment." The troops in Ste. Menehould itself must

have the same purpose. There was no doubt at all it was the

King. And to this news there was added news, that Choiseul

and his Hussars were keeping in touch with the main road,

scouting back from time to time, ready and watching.

The handful of cavalry at Ste. Menehould were French, not

German. When Leonard had passed through, half-an-hour

before, and had shown ChoiseuFs note to the officer in com-

mand, that Captain had bid his men unsaddle and take their

ease. Tliey were now filled with the evening's fraternity and

wine. There was an attempt to gather them against the to^vns-

people. It failed. And as the twihght lessened one resolution

after another was taken in the Town Hall with the rapidity

that marked the action of the Revolution everywhere, from

Paris to the smallest village. The municipal drum beating and

tjie tocsin noisy against the hills, vote after vote proceeded.
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The Captain of the troop was arrested ; the troop itself dis-

armed. The despatch of a courier to pursue and intercept the

King was decided, and that courier chosen and named.

It was upon young Drouet, for his horsemanship and his

courage, that the choice fell. He took with him a companion,

Guillaume, an inn-keeper, such as he himself was ; once a dragoon,

as he himself had been. They saddled the last two horses left

in the stable and thundered off up the long hill that rises from

the town into Argonne, down the sharp ravine of the Islettes,

and onwards along the great eastern road—the road to Metz

—

whither all thought the King was bound. An hour ahead of

them on that same road rattled the cabriolet and rolled the

huge berhne.

There was a moon, but the clouds covered her. The dark-

ness of this, the shortest night of the year, deepened for its

brief hours, but there was still a glow in the north as they

neared, towards ten o'clock, the post of Clermont. Drouet

heard voices in the darkness before him ; it was his own pos-

tiUions on their way back from the end of the stage, and Drouet

haihng them, heard that the travellers, when the relay horses

were harnessed, had given the order to leave the main Metz

road and to turn up northwa^rd to Varennes.

The military temper of this people ! The halt had not lasted

a moment, but in the moment Drouet had formed liis plan.

He had not, it seemed, a stern chase before him, a mere

gallop up the Metz road. The quarry had doubled, and along

its track were Guards. There were troops at Clermont as there

had been at Ste. Menehould ; there would now be troops every

few miles until the headquarters of the treason should be

reached ; it was his business to warn the citizens against Bouille,

to avoid the outposts of that commander, to cut by a corner

way across the elbow ahead of the royal carriages, to intercept

them and to thwart all. He took at once, therefore, to the

wood upon his left ; he took it where now the railway most

nearly approaches the road, about half a mile beyond the level

crossing, and plunged with his companion into its long deep

rides. He galloped up the steep to a farm he knew upon the

summit, risking holes and fallen trunks of trees. Once there

he followed, along the crest of the ridge, a green lane of

immemorial age that runs along the summit. It was well past
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ten. Up on the ridge of the forest these two men galloped

steadily and hard through the night, with high trees like a wall

on either side. Three hundred feet below, upon the open plain

that skirts the wood, the berhne swayed at speed along the

paved high road. So the race ran. The fugitives slept un-

warned and deeply as they drew on to Varennes through the

silent darkness. On the hills above, with every beat of the

hoof upon the turf, the two riders neared and they neared.

Upon who should win that race depended the issue of Civil War.

On the issue of that race all the future depended : all France

and all Europe. The riders had eleven miles of rough wood-

land in the dark to cover, an hour at most for their ride. Below

them on the high road, with a start of two miles and more, their

quarry was hurrying, rolling to Varennes. If the wheels and

the smooth road beat them, it was Austria over the frontier,

France without government, defeat, and the end of their new
world ; but if they in the woodlands beat the wheels on the

smooth road, then the Revolution was saved.

Through a clearing in the midst of the tangled undergrowth

the two riders saw before them, as they still rode furiously, the

ghmmer of a known white stone, a landmark ; they sheered down

a ride to the right : the wood ended abruptly, and they saw

below them the Hghts of Varennes—one or two at that late hour,

and the twinkle of the town lamps in the square of the town.

The grasses of the forest were dull no longer under the anger of

their ride : they clattered on a high road for a moment, next

in the narrow street of Blainville Hill. They came down upon

the bridge head and saw the dark line of the river ; they halted

the sweating beasts and strained to Hsten. They heard no

sound, except the panting of their mounts ; there was no

rumbhng of wheels, no distant approach of riders, no noise of

cavalry. They had been beaten, and the berline had already

passed the town and its one bridge—or the wheels had not yet

rumbled in, and they had won. It struck eleven as they

waited so.

Guillaume crossed the bridge to the main square to see

what he could find, whether indeed they had come too late, and

whether between them and the fugitives was now cast abroad

that compact screen of cavalry which had failed at Somme-
Vesle and at Ste. Menehould. Drouet stayed on the hither side
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of the bridge, inquiring among the taverns of the upper town

if any had seen a large travelHng-coach go by. It seems that

no one had noticed such a thing. . . . Yet the berhne was there.

He saw it suddenly, up the steep hill ; he saw the two great

lights of it, and he heard the postillions protesting that the

stage was finished, that they were not bound to go down the

hiU, that their mistress at Clermont needed the horses early

next morning for the carrying of her hay. But even in the

midst of the discussion, though he could not see the horses in

the darkness under the houses, he could hear the skid upon the

wheels, and he knew that the heavy vehicle had begun to move.

He ran do^vn at once to a little inn called " The Golden Arm,"
burst in upon a group of rustic poUticians, and warned them in

one word that a large carriage would next moment go braked

and sliding past : that carriage would hold, he said, the King,

their public King—in flight for the frontier.

The military temper of this people ! Here were a handful of

men in the black darkness of a now moonless night, with not

five minutes in which to make the decision that should trans-

form the whole polity in which thej'' lived. Yet they saw in a

flash—and Drouet saw clearest of them all—first that the high

town was not occupied with troops, and that therefore the

commanding officers and those awaiting the King must be in

the low town beyond the river; secondly, that but one com-

munication connected the King and his rescuers, and that that

communication was the narrow bridge across the Aire, the river

of Varennes ; thirdly, that they could gather in those few

minutes no forces, even of the smallest, wherewith to hold the

bridge, and that the least noise, until the bridge w^as held, would

give the alarm.

There stood at the bridge head a great van for the removal

of furniture, packed, with its pole upon the ground, waiting for

the dawn, when it should be harnessed and start upon its road.

In a moment they had drawn it across their end of the narrow

bridge and blocked the approach. In the same moment certain

of their companions had warned the officials of the toA^ni, and
these, especially Sauce, the Procurator, saw to the rousing of

every house upon the hither side of the river.

All this was done with such rapidity that the officials were



280 MARIE ANTOINETTE
astir, the bridge barricaded, and two men abeady armed, before

the royal carriage had skidded haK-way down the hundred

yards of hill. At that point an archway running under an old

church blocked the road ; at that archway the two armed men

posted themselves, and just as the outrider of the fugitives had

come into the narrow pass, the challenge was given which ended

the hopes of the Monarchy. For the two sentries thus im-

provised challenged, the outrider dismounted voluble, the horses

of the cabriolet were thrown back upon their haunches, the

huge coach and six behind it slithered somehow to a stop upon

the steep road, and the Queen suddenly reahsed that the crash

and the disaster had come. She heard the threat to fire. She

looked from her window, as the Duchess fumbled for the pass-

ports, and uttered one of those phrases memorable in history

for their anti-climax : she begged the gentlemen who had

stopped them to go through the formahties quickly, as she

was desirous of reaching the end of her journey as quickly as

might he.

The two armed men had increased now to eight ; to this

httle group was added a German soldier or two wandering aim-

lessly upon leave, uncommanded and perfectly drunk. The

ladies in the cabriolet had got out and had been thrust into

the inn ; but even when matters had gone so far, that incerti-

tude and fear of responsibihty, which had saved the family

thrice already in their flight, all but saved them again. The
passports seemed regular, and had it not been for the -v^dld

energy of Drouet, his threats and his violence, the journey would

have proceeded, the van would have been rolled back from the

bridge, the relay of horses in the square of the lower town would

have been harnessed, Bouille's own son, who had been waiting

in a hotel beyond the river all day and was waiting there now
in the dark expectant, would have accompanied them out of

the borough. . . . With the dawn, which was now not two hours

off, the vanguard of Bouille's cavahy would have ensured their

safety for ever. But Drouet stormed, shouted perpetually the

words " High treason !
" and gained all that he desired, which

was delay. " If there were any doubt," said Sauce, " to wait

for morning would do no harm. The horses needed rest ; the

night was dark." He hfted the lantern in his hand and put it

closely and curiously into the face of the Queen :
" You must
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get down, Madame
;

j^ou must get down." He would not

endorse the passport until the morning.

Even during the few words of this conversation, the crowd

had continued to increase, and wdth the crowd the armed men.

It occurred to the King to command ; he did it paternally,

with a " Now then," and a " Come, come," bidding the postillions

go forward. Nothing hax^pened. He looked out of the wdndow
and saw that the postillions had dismounted, and there came

again, now from a great number of levelled muskets, the threat

to fire. There was but one faint and last chance against dis-

covery : to pretend no more than an inconvenience, and to do

as they were bid.

The family got down wearily (for twenty-four mortal hours

they had been cramped upon that journey), entered the house

of Sauce the Procurator just opposite, and waited for the

morning. Meanwhile in the street outside the clamour of Ste.

Menehould was repeated, the tocsin sounded and the drum, the

men of the to\^Ti armed by tens and by hundreds, and at last

all the population, children and old men and women, were

crowding the street and filHng it with perpetual noise.

It was not yet light when the Hussars, Choiseul and his

Hussars, came blundering out of the wood. Mercenary troops

have great advantages. If the troops are foreign the advan-

tages are greater still ; but a disadvantage attaches to such

troops, wliich is the need of interpreters. They could under-

stand nothing of what was going on around them ; they could

not understand the speech that was made urging them to save
" their " King.

They were ordered to charge, and did so, clearing the street,

and they formed after the short charge in front of the mean
house which held the royal family. There could be no further

doubt in the townsmen's minds ; it was indeed the King.

The Hussars and the King and the Queen, their gaolers,

the Municipahty, all were in a general agreement that with the

dawTi the Royal Family should continue its journey. But
meanwhile that incalculable element, the populace, swelled out

of all knowledge. When the first hght showed in the streets

far more than the population of Varennes was there. They
poured in from the country-sides ; the men going to the fields

to catch the grass with their scythes before the dew was off it
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heard the news and came ; those coming in for market to the

lower town heard the news and came ; the Men of the Forest

came. And the rumour that Bouille was on the march with

his army, at the head of the hired German cavahy, did but

increase the crowd.

It was full day. For a second time under the increasing

menace the Hussars were ordered to charge. They hesitated
;

and against them, now in rank, were the armed men of the

local National Guard. The sun had risen. Goguelat tried to

force his way forward, trusting that if he did so his Hussars

would follow. But these looked on in a kindly German way,

bewildered, and the officer of the National Guard shot Gogue-

lat, who fell from his horse. The crowd, aheady morally

impassable for its determination and its arms, was now physi-

cally so. All down the street to the bridge and all round, up
the courts and alleys, one could see nothing but the crowd

;

and the proportion of Militia uniforms among them, the number
of bayonets that showed above their shoulders, increased as the

hours passed, as four o'clock struck, and five, and six. The
King's green coat had been seen a moment at the windov/ ; the

cheers that met it (for they were cheers, not groans) were now
swelled by the voices of some ten thousand armed men, and

aheady the cry was raised " for Paris." . . . Aheady had the

scouts of Bouille's Uhlans appeared far ofi upon the sky-line of

the eastern hills.

He could never have passed the bridge in time. Nothing

but artillery could have cleared the town. The general and

popular decision was made and grew ; no discipline, no indi-

vidual command could meet it. The cry of " Paris " filled the

air, now with a meaningless noise, now with a comic rhythm,

such as impatient audiences make in theatres or soldiers on the

march. There were negotiations, but with every mention of

" Montmedy " the shout of " Paris "grew louder.

The couple of guns, which the National Guards of the town
were allowed by law, had at their head, as was only right, a

gunner. It was this gunner who brought the good news out at

last and said that the King had consented to return.

By seven the whole swarm of thousands, mth the berline

wedged in the midst, were off back westward again upon the

Paris road, a vast dust about them, songs, and—what is more
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curious—speed, but a speed which was soon crushed under the

pressure of such a multitude. As they lost the horizons of

Varennes, the last sight they saw behind them was the main

body of Bouille's German cavalry as it came over and formed

upon the hill beyond the river, baffled. By ten, in a violent

heat of the sun, the throng had crawled to Clermont ; the first,

the only doubtful and the fatal stage of the capture and the

return was accomphshed.

What had happened that the King's mind should change ?

For all those hours in Varennes every official had desired the

continuation of the journey ; all the " responsibles " had with-

stood the growing anger of the populace, when suddenly

Radet, the gunner, had announced a capitulation, and, almost as

suddenly, within the half-hour before seven, after all those dark

and morning hours of delay, the King had consented to return.

What had happened w^as this : Two men had come mth
authority from the Council of Paris and from the ParHament

—

Bayon and Romeuf were their names ; they had reached Varennes

in the morning, the first exultant, the second reluctant ; each

came burdened with that Authority by which the French live,

and both had entered the house of Sauce. The Queen had

stormed, and had dashed their written message ®f Authority to

the ground, but even the reluctant Romeuf had picked it up
and laid it again reverently before her. Authority by which the

French Hve lay now in the National Parliament. It was this

which compelled the King. To this he had yielded.

The mihtary temper of this people !

The ParHament learnt the flight of the King at about eight

or nine o'clock in the morning following that midnight adven-

tm^e. Bayon was commissioned to " pursue, capture, and

report" in the forenoon of that day, the 21st of June. He
started eleven hours behind the Eang. The King, driven by

Fersen, had passed the barriers of Paris, as we have seen, just

after midnight of the 20th.

It was close on noon when Bayon had shot hke an arrow

through the Porte St. Martin, galloping hell and leather along

the great frontier road. Louis was at Chaintry then, fij-ty

miles ahead. An hour after Bayon, Romeuf, who had been
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sent also, followed upon another trail: he was royalist and

hated the job, but he obeyed orders; at last he caught the

right scent from mtnesses and rumour, and was thundering off

with a heavy heart, but a soldier, do^vn the same way.

Bayon rode and he rode, a ride to test his breeches. Seventy

miles, eighty miles is a ride for any man. Bayon, relaying at

every post and covering, in between, his fifteen miles an hour

or more, galloped into Chaintry just before six in the evening,

and there at Chaintry—where at mid-day Louis and Marie

Antoinette had graciously revealed themselves to old Lagny

—

Bayon found a suspicious man, one De Briges, very evidently

employed to follow and to aid the fugitives. Bayon dismounted,

held that man prisoner, and dined, but not before he had sent

on, by his written Authority, Lagny's boy helter-skelter up

the road to rouse Chalons beyond.

Romeuf was less speedy, buta fine rider for all that. He started,

as I have said, an hour behind Bayon ; he reached Chaintry (on

account of missing the scent at starting) two hours behind him,

when Bayon, having dined and sent forward that messenger, was

already off in a carriage to Chalons following the trail. They met

at Chalons—a town all informed and astir—thenceforward the

two together—Bayon eager, Romeuf in despair for his friends

(but disciphne constrained hitn), drove, not rode, past the bonfire

glare and howhng of Ste. Menehould, all night through Argonne,

till by morning they came—with their Authority—to Varennes.

But in this day and night of hard-riding Frenchmen, a

third must be mentioned : Mangin, druggist and la^^yer of

Varennes, had galloped from Varennes at dawn, had left his

horse collapsed at Clermont, had relayed and relayed, still

riding, urging back to Paris to give news to the Parliament.

He passed in a flash the carriage of Bayon, careless of it

;

long before six he was at Ste. Menehould, changed horse, was

off to Orbeval, changed horse, was off to Somme-Vesle, changed

horse, was off to Chalons, riding and riding hard, nearly fifty

miles and not yet eight o'clock. He eat and drank and

mounted, re-horsed, and on : what skin ! All the long road all

day, gallop and change and gallop under the sun : twelve hours

in the saddle when he came to the deep Marne, sixteen when

he dashed into Bondy. ... A companion who had met him

rode on to share his triumph. . . . Mangin shook him off. . .
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The suburbs of Paris . . . the barrier—eighteen hours of

it before he dismounted and staggered into the Assembly

!

Lord ! what a ride !

It was ten at night ; the hundreds of candles guttered

and ghmmered over a handful of exhausted men upon the

benches of the Parhament ; Mangin handed his message to

the Chair, and his ride was done. Good Lord ! what a ride !

Beauharnais was in the Chair : remarkable for this, that his

widow married Napoleon.

Beauharnais read the message : " The King is taken !

"

As Parhaments go that Parhament was drastic and imme-

diate ; it came to its conclusion in two hours—a space of time

that meant thirty miles to a courier. It nominated, somewhat

after midnight, three commissioners : Barnave, Petion, Mau-

bourg—of the centre, of the left, and of the right—and with

them Damas for mihtary orders. Each young, each growing in

fame—Barnave and Petion already famous—they left together

with the morning.

It was Thursday, Corpus Christi. Every village of the Marne

valley was garlanded and upon hohday, the church doors stood

open to the humming air of midsummer, the peasants, most of

them at games, some few in procession or coming out from Mass

upon that great Feast, made every stage of the road ahve ; as the

sun rose to noon, the population of the villages on either slope of

the river valley poured in hke rivulets down the chalky lanes,

swelhng the mob upon the great highway. By the afternoon the

throng had so largely increased that the carriage of the Parlia-

mentary Commissioners could no longer go at the trot ; it was
walked, as was walked, surrounded by a larger, dustier, much
fiercer crowd, that other carriage, the berhne, which was crawhng

to meet them across the flat miles of Champagne.

The hills grew higher, the dale narrower, as their slow pro-

gress brought them past Dormans, and gradually, with the

multitude about them, to Mareuil. The setting sun was on the

famous vineyards and on the fringe of forest far above : they

were anxious perhaps whether they would meet the returning

fugitives while yet it was hght, and so be spared the risk of

confusion and perhaps disaster in the darkness.

But that meeting could not now be far off. Rumours first.
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then couriers, going before the gradual advance of the King's

captors, announced his advent, and the three Commissioners

wondered what they would see. Reports had akeady moved
them, true details in the midst of much fable, of invasion and of

fancied massacres and fires . . . the mob at Chalons, the sleep-

less night of consultation, the irruption of a violent militia

from Rheims, the terrible slow march on the Epernay road

with its jeers and anger and threats of death ; the violent jostle

at Epernay itself—the fear that the prisoners might never

reach the capital. They had heard composedly of these things,

\vith clearer and clearer detail as the later passages of the long

agony were given : they were now very near the meeting.

The hot day had fallen to its end, and evening was come

quite pure over the high plateaus that bound the valley ; it

was darker upon the water-meadows of the valley floor when

they saw before them, a long way off, the dust, and heard the

noise, when they came near and smelt the incalculable crowd

that roared round the carriages of the King.

The advent of the Commissioners of Parhament threw an

abrupt silence over the French, ever avid for worship : these

three dissimilar men, one of whom alone approached greatness,

were taken as transubstantiate with the National power. In

such an attitude, near the doors of the berhne, in the centre

of the compact thousands that were massed, hats off and

reverent in gaze, between the hillside and the river, Petion read

the Decree of the Assembly.

With excuses upon their part and voluble instance from the

King, Petion and Barnave managed to get themselves into the

carriage, for the Queen took the Dauphin on her knee, the Prin-

cess stood before her aunt, and Petion, decorously straightened

between the Duchesse de Tourzel and Madame Elizabeth, faced

Barnave, who sat, more generously large, between the King

and Queen.

At last the Commissioners could watch that driven group.

Three nights without sleep, two of agony ; three days, one of

flight, two of intolerable heat, insult, violence, and a snail's-pace

progress, had left them feverish, and yet—as sufferers are when

all is quite abnormal—interested in tiny things, and careless.

Their hnen was dirty in the extreme—the Queen's grey dress

stained, torn, and roughly mended ; the King's brown coat a
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very dusty brown ; but their faces were clean—they had washed

at Epernay—and they were not unHvely.

It got darker and darker. The noise of the crowd outside

calmed a Uttle, though from time to time a great rustic head

would lumber in at the window to stare at royalty. The

Queen, who had talked rapidly from the moment she had seen

her dehverers, Madame Elizabeth, who had caught and pressed

Petion's arm and clung in a foolish ecstasy of terror, kept up

a ceaseless chatter—and the King, against his wont, joined in.

They had not meant to leave the country—far from it. "No"
(from the King) ;

" I said so positively. Did I not ? " (appeahng

to his mfe). " We are really anxious about the three Guards-

men. We went to Mass at Chalons this morning—but it was

constitutional, I assure you." Only once did the reserve of an

earher (and a later) time appear upon the Queen : it was when
Barnave hinted that one of the men on the box was Swedish,

when Petion added that the man who had driven the coach from

the Tuileries was a Swede—called ? ... he pretended to hesi-

tate about the name : the Queen had said, " I am not in the

habit of learning hackney coachmen's names," and, after saying

it, was, for perhaps the first time in two hours, silent. Then

she forgave them—forgave Barnave at least—and talked on in

lower tones. She was getting to Hke Barnave. The httle boy,

playing with the buttons on Barnave's coat, made out the

letters on them :
" It says 'We will live free or die.' " He was

proud to read such small letters so well. He repeated the phrase,

but no one of his elders answered him.

Petion, upon the back-seat, felt an arm upon his in the dark-

ness. He remembered the same arm as it held him close when
he had met the berhne two hours before. He saw under the

jnoonhght the white and small hand of Madame Ehzabeth

lying near his, and it occurred to him ^ that this very pious,

very narrow, very distant girl either suddenly loved him or

feigned love in order to corrupt his repubhcan ardour—for he

was already a repubhcan.

It is objected with indignation that women of birth do not

so demean themselves with country lawyers. The indignation is

fatuous, but the objection is well found. Women of birth have

indeed so profound a repugnance for his class that even the bait

^ He has recorded the sensation at length, in print.
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of a great fortune, though it often compels them to a marriage,

will hardly overcome the loathing, and if they must yield to

passion it is more commonly to favour a groom than a soHcitor.

But this woman had no such frailties. She was saintly, foohsh,

well bred and bewildered. She may have made herself as

pleasant a companion as it was in her power to be, for by such

easy arts the rich, when they fall, will always try to appease

their conquerors. More than that she certainly did not do.

The Queen knew better in what way to command her captors
;

she fixed upon Barnave, and within the first day of their com-

panionship she had drawn him from that other camp into hers.

They slept at Dormans—so much as they could sleep with

the mob howhng all night in the square outside. Next day,

Friday, the third of that return, the fourth of their martyrdom,

they continued the Paris road. The day was yet hotter than

the yesterday had been, and the violent and the out-o'-works

from Paris began to join the crowd. At evening the tower of

Meaux stood up before them against the red sky.

There, at Meaux, Marie Antoinette took a turn with Barnave

;

long, quiet looks, a famihar and continued conversation, a stroll

in the garden alone and decent confidences during the night,

finally captured Barnave. He was, from the moment of their

return to Paris, the Queen's.

He suffered no conversion in opinion, he did not forget his

early poHtical principle, he simply became indifferent to it and

a servant of something that lived and suffered and exercised

also upon some few^—and he was one—a charm, perhaps of

voice, perhaps of carriage, but, at any rate, of sex.

He worked henceforward absolutely for Marie Antoinette. He
achieved so little that his name will hardly appear again in this

record of her fall, but his name should be retained as a proof

of what she still was to men.

He has long been accused of treason. He would have told

you that he betrayed a formula, a phrase, to be the more loyal

to a soul and body which he had come, as by a revelation, to

understand. But Barnave was wrono[ : not to bodies or thino;s,

but to ideas, are men rightly subject : religion resides in dogma :

loyalty must express itself in a creed, and the Word is God.

These reasonings against reason, these preferences of the thing

to the idea, are dangerous to honour.
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Henceforward Barnave was near her always : advised her

secretly, wrote to dictation from her Hps, ran risk and peril,

and at last died by the same hands which had killed her also

upon the scaffold.

This bishop's palace at Meaux, the hall that Bossuet had
known, was their last resting-place. The sun was well up, it

was already warm when they left the town for the slow stretch

of thirteen hours to Paris.

The weather would not change. The same intense and

bhnding heat pursued and tortured them ; but it was now less

tolerable than ever, both from the length to which the strain

had been spun out, and from the increasing crowds which Uned

the old j)aved road in a wider and wider margin as they neared

the capital. The flat hedgeless fields seemed covered with men
—as the prisoners saw it through their low windows—to the

horizon. The murmur beyond had swelled into a sort of

permanent roar, which mixed with the songs and cries of the

few hundred that still kept pace with the carriages, and, now
that they had left the valley of the Marne and entered the dry

plain that bounds Paris to the north, the drought and the dust

were past bearing. The approach of evening afforded them no

rehef . At the gate of the city, where at least they might expect

the contrast of the familiar streets and the approach to repose,

they were disappointed. The driver had orders to skirt the

barrier round to the western side. So for some two hours more

this calvary dragged on : the ragged marchers themselves were

exhausted, many clung to the sides of the coach. Some few

had cHmbed upon its roof and jeered and threatened those

three Guards, who sat silent in their yellow Hveries not replying,

awaiting their chance of escape at the end of this endless

journey.

When the last slope into the town was climbed, the travellers,

as they crossed the flat summit where is now the Triumphal

Arch of Napoleon, could see at last before them, beyond Hnes

of trees and about the innumerable heads, the windows of their

palace sending back the evening light in a blaze, and to the

left that huge oblong roof of the riding-school where sat the

Parhament.

Meanwhile, as the berline passed the barrier, the bellowing

and the songs, the tramping and the press of moving poverty,

19
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white with dust and parched to drunkenness, ceased suddenly.

It was Hke a stream of anarchy breaking against that curious

homogeneity of attitude and clear purpose which marked the

capital upon every principal day of the Revolution and cut it

off sharply from the provinces and even the suburbs around.

This new and purely Parisian crowd which they now

entered, silent, dark-coated and with covered heads—^largely of

the middle class—thronged all the length of the Champs Elysees

and packed the Place de la Concorde. The mjrriad fixed eyes

of it saw the convoy show black against the western hght upon

the summit of the hill ; they watched it creeping doAvn the

avenue between the double Hne of soldiery, each section of

which, as the King passed, reversed arms as at a funeral soldiers

reverse arms.

There was no sound. The spontaneous disciphne which

makes Paris a sort of single thing, hving and fuU of will, so

controlled this vast assemblage that neither a cry was raised

nor a hat hfted. The note of the whole was silence.

During the full half-hour of that long approach down the

hill this silence endured ; the carriage was at the gates of the

Tuileries Gardens, had entered them. Within the riding-

school, the manage where sat the ParHament, to benches that

rapidly emptied as the curiosity of the Deputies drew them

away, Fursy was droning out a report upon fortified places

of the first, the second, and the third class. Outside, the crowd

stiU denser but silent as ever, the berline passed, and the

sections saluted—a reversed salute, on either side ; it was

within a furlong of its goal when, from a platform outside the

Parliament building, a young member of the Royahst right,

drawing himself weU up that he might be observed, Hfted his

hat and very gravely and pronouncedly made obeisance to the

Crown.

The spell was broken. There was a scuffle, a hubbub, a

general war ; the slowly-moving crowd crested into weapons as

a deep swell at sea will crest into foam. The postilHons of the

berhne urged their horses ; a hundred yards to go, and the

hedge of soldiery was forced and the mob was upon the carriage.

The three Guardsmen sat stiU untouched, with death upon

them ; but the horses floundered through the deafening cries

and strugglers, tramphng and rearing; the great vehicle was
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hauled and piloted in ; the wrought-iron gates clanged behind

it. It was past seven, and the journey was ended.

A week had gone. On Mondaj^ night they had watched
with Fersen ; all Tuesday fled ; on Wednesday night and
morning suffered at Varennes, and in the slow drag-back to

Chalons ; on Thursday at Epernay met the Commissioners ; all

Friday suffered their captivity till Meaux was reached—and now,

as the hght of Saturday began to fall, the hunting was over.



CHAPTER XV
THE WAR

From Saturday, June 25, 1791, to half-past eight on the evening

of June 20, 1792

AMAN, callous or wearied by study, might still discover in

the pursuit of History one last dehght : the presence in

all its record of a superhuman irony.

In Padua, where the Polignacs had taken refuge with their

loot, the Emperor Leopold, returning from Tuscany, was at that

moment their host and guest. With them and their circle he

discussed the enormities of the French and the approaching

escape of his sister and the King ; for he was cognisant of their

plan : he knew that since the death of Mirabeau the idea of

relying upon French arms against the ParHament had been

abandoned, and that an invasion by foreign allies was the

scheme of the Court.

Leopold certainly designed, when the first part of that

scheme was accomphshed and the King was in safety on the

frontier, to strengthen the royal armies with his own and to i

advance upon the Revolution. Varennes, I repeat, was every-

thing. The King once free of Paris, and the armies would

have been over the frontier. The King a captive in Paris,

and compelled to pose as the acting and national Executive,

war was another matter. The French nation could act as one

force.

So insecure and dilatory were the communications of the

time that for a whole fortnight nothing but guesses reached i

Padua. Upon the 2nd of July these guesses urged Leopold to '

wTite ; but at last upon the 5th, a fortnight after the flight,

came definite and official news. The King had succeeded. He
'"was safe in Metz with the army of Bouille. The Queen was

safe beyond the frontier in Luxemburg.

Leopold sat down and ^\^Tote at once a sort of paean, a cry

of triumph and of immediate action, and offered his treasury,

292
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his army, his everytliing to his sister for the immediate march

against the French people.

She, in Paris, watched and guarded every way, had found

it possible to write to Fersen two notes which, when he destroyed

these many monuments of her love for him, he copied with his

o^vn hand. Her main preoccupation is that he should not

return by stealth. She tells him he is discovered, and that his

part in the flight is known ; she begs him to keep safe. But it

is probable or certain from one phrase in these notes that in the

bitter anger of the moment she desired to be rescued by a

chivahy under arms, and would appeal to war.

That determination in turn she abandoned, and from the

month of August onwards, until nine months later the armed
struggle began, one plan, lucid, and especially lucid when one

considers that it proceeded from so imperfect a judgment as

hers, possessed her and was continually expressed : she demanded
an International Congress backed by arms, the immediate threat

of a vast but silent force, and no word of hostihties. Neverthe-

less and largely, as we shall see, through her war came. It came
with the spring, and these few months after Varennes are but

the lull before the noise of the first guns.

I would here admit into the text of this book one of those

discussions which, in History of a hving sort, should but rarely

be admitted, and belong rather to an appendix. I admit it

because a conclusion upon it is vital to any comprehension of

the Queen and of the European position which ended in the

struggle between France and Europe.

I

No historical quarrel has been more warmly debated than

j

this. Did the old society, notably the Germanics, and at last

' all the privileged of Europe, down to the very merchants of the

: city of London, attack the Revolution to destroy it ? Or did

I

the Revolution break out in a flame against them, and compel

'them to the action they took and to the generation of war

which ended in Waterloo ?

In the current negation of morals the question has been

•thought by many to lack reality. Yet such is the nature of

man that if he cannot give a human answer upon the matter of

right and wrong, and a decision upon motive, all his action turns

I

to dust, and he can neither approve nor disapprove any

human act. Now when man can neither approve nor disap-
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prove, things cease to be, so far as his intelligence is concerned

;

and without morals even his senses are dead. Therefore is it,

and has it always been, of supreme importance to every great

conflict of History that the one side or other should justify

itself in motive. And therefore has this discussion raged around

the origins of the Great War.

There is one sense in which the debate can never be resolved.

It can be argued for ever as a metaphysical proposition, just as

a man may argue whether a spherical surface is concave or

convex, and fall at last into mere legomachy, so it may be

eternally debated as to which of the two combatants was

legitimately defending his existence. It is evident that both

were in this position.

Again, there is a fruitless and eternal debate opened if we are

to consider separately every chief personality concerned. Did

Brissot really want war ? Did Danton want it ? Did the

Emperor want it ? Did Berlin want it ? Did Spain ? Did the

King, Louis ? Did Dumouriez ? The varying ignorance of each

character named, the varying intensity of the emotions and

necessities of each, the divergence of particular objects in each

individual case make such a synthesis impossible. But if one

looks at the field in general and considers the common action of

men between the return from Varennes and that April day when
Louis was compelled to read out the Declaration of War before

the French Parhament, a true picture, I think, arises in the

mind, which—when, if ever, the Revolution ceases to incHne the

judgment—will be the final judgment of History. It is as

follows :

—

All desired war : all feared it. All attempted to postpone it.

But, as all energy of its nature polarises, these energetic hatreds

and fears gathered round two centres. The one in France had

for its heart the young men from the south and all their group,

soon to be called the " Girondins," who, when the new Parlia-

ment gathered at the close of the summer of Varennes, rapidly

came to lead it. These men, Gallic in temper, more and more

desired to bring to the issue of arms sooner rather than later

what they thought must end—could not but end—in war.

Round this clear opinion, by the time wdnter had come, what

was living and active in France increasingly gathered. It is a

phenomenon repeated a hundred times in the history of the
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French people. We shall certainly see an example of it in our

own generation. The hand once upon the hilt of the sword

draws it.

Over against this current of opinion the Emperor (Marie

xAjitoinette's brother), the King of Prussia, the English Oligarchy,

the Spanish Bourbons also tended to war • their decision was not

due to an increase of determination—they were determined

on the main question aU along—but to the gradual settle-

ment of details long in negotiation between them. These details

settled, and the mutual suspicions and jealousies of the Allies

sufficiently though partially appeased, the privileged bodies of

Europe certainly marched against France, and to the Girondin

crusade was opposed something which was intended not to be

resistance but rather a rapid and successful act of police. The
thing had got to end, and, though the Powers only crossed the

frontier in the succeeding summer, all the Courts of Europe

and all the privileged bodies of the old Society were contented

and glad that the fight was on. Nor were any more contented

than the governing class in England, who had helped to engineer

the campaign and who could not but reap the fruit of it, though

it was profoundly to their interest not to bring into the field

the insufficient armed forces at their command.

In the appreciation of this situation an element must be

remembered without which the modern student goes all astray.

The Alhes seemed bound to win. We to-day, looking back upon

those amazing twenty years, forget that truth. Valmy, though

still almost inexpHcable, has happened, and we take it for

granted. The long straggling regiments of Napoleon, the

butchers' boys turned generals, the vulgarian dukes and

marshals, the volunteer gunners and the rest of it, won ; and

their victory is now part of the European mind. In that winter

before the war broke out, as '91 turned into '92, it was not so.

The elements obvious to every thinking man, especially to

the cold and therefore profoundly insufficient judgment of alien

observers in Paris itself (of such coxcombs as Gouverneur Morris,

for instance), were elements which made the final and rapid

defeat of the Revolution certain, and gave that approaching

defeat all the qualities of what I have called it, an act of poHce.

The AUies might be jealous and suspicious one of the other, but

there can be no doubt once an accord was come to—and it
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was reached in the early months of '92—that against the anarchy

into which the French people had fallen, and the hopeless in-

discipline of their swollen armies, the operations of the invaders

would soon become but a series of executions and a summary and

severe suppression of armed mobs. The enthusiasm of the Giron-

dins, and soon of all France, was the enthusiasm of rhetoricians

and that seK-doubting expectation of the impossible which is

proper to inebriate moods. Nor was there one commander of

experience west of the Rhine who anticipated victory for the

French, nor one commander east of the Rhine who dreaded the

failure of the kings. It was mere sound—as poetry and music

are mere sound—that urged the French to war. And those who
in theory combated the pohcy of war, of whom Robespierre was

the most remarkable, those who, from their concrete experi-

ence, desired to fend it off (with the army in such a state ! with

the mihtary temper of the people so hopelessly wild !)—that is,

you may say, every general officer—foresaw at the best some

sort of compromise whereby the Revolution would end, after

some few battles lost, in some sort of Limited Monarchy. It

was the appetite for a Limited Monarchy which made so many
acquiesce in such a campaign in spite of the certainty of defeat.

It was the fear that the great ideal of the Revolution might

tail off into a Limited Monarchy that made the most ardent

democrats oppose the pohcy of what could not but be a

disastrous war.

Meanwhile, during the earher months of this development,

the French nobles who had crossed the frontier (the Emigres),

and notably the brothers of the King, were an element of peril

to either side, lest, a small and irresponsible body, they should

provoke hostilities before either side demanded them. The

Emigres were active because they had nothing to lose, and

careless of the moment because for them negotiation was un-

necessary. To restrain this activity was the chief anxiety of

the great interests which were slowly coalescing into that invincible

instrument of war whose mission it was to restore order under the

King of Prussia and the Duke of BrunsT\dck. As the months

proceed, as the coahtion forms, this disturbing element is of

less and less importance. In the early summer of '92, when

war is once declared, the Emigres fall into hne with the rest of

the Allies; and when the invading army crosses the frontier,
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the Emigres cross with it in the natural course of things and
merge in the advancing flood.

Such was the general development of the European situation

between the month of July 1791 and the month of April 1792.

What, during that period, was the particular disposition of

the Queen ?

She was very active. She had determined upon a lucid

plan, and of all the brains that were thinking out how and
when, if ever, the struggle should come, hers was perhaps the

most tenacious of its purpose.

We have a dozen letters of hers between the return from
Varennes and the end of the year. One of great length, written

to her brother in September, is accompanied by a memorandum
and exactly details her plan. With the exception of two which
were written, as a bhnd, for pubHcation, and which in a private

note she ridicules and disowns, every word she writes is con-

sistent with her thesis. She proposes again that the International

Congress should be called. In her later letters she begs that it

may be called near the frontier, as, for instance, at Cologne. Before

it is summoned, and during its session, there must be gathered

an overwhelming military force ready to invade at once. But not

a syllable must be breathed that could be taken as menace. In
this plan Marie Antoinette was considering the personal safety

of her husband and her child ; and the whole theory of the

action she advised pivoted upon a certain conception of the

French people which was now so fixed in her mind that nothing

could dissolve it ; her theory was the French were not a military

people ; that they spent energy in words, and that before a plain

evidence of force they would always give way ; she carried that

theory of hers, httle as it later accorded with the brute facts of

actual war, unmodified to the scaffold.

I have repeatedly insisted in this book upon the inability

of Marie Antoinette to perceive the French mind. As a youno-

woman her misconception of her husband's people dealt with
no more than personahties, ladies' maids, duchesses, and the
rest. When Gaul moved, and when she began her attempt at

power in 1787, along through the communal miUioned action of

the Revolution, this misconception became a strong creed, a
vision, as it were. She saw the French people intensely active.
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cruel, cowardly, and unstable : much in them of the cat and
the fox, nothing of the eagle. She perceived their great mobs
and their sudden united actions—but these phenomena were to

her sporadic ; she saw them—she did not reason upon them
nor argue from them some peculiar regimental talent in the

populace ; and if you had told her that these appearances of

marching thousands were due to a power of organisation from

below—a national aptitude for the machinery necessary to arms

and to diplomacy—the words would have seemed to her simply

meaningless. She could not so much as conceive humanity to

be capable of organisation save by the direct action of a few

placed above it.

Of mihtary quahties she understood nothing. She confused

order, silence, and similarity of buttons with disciphne. She

had no conception of ferocity as the raw material of valour.

Safe out of Paris she would without a moment's hesitation

have ordered the invasion, and she would have expected its

successful issue in less than six weeks. Even in Paris she would

have bargained to conquer with a " whiff of grape-shot " or

some such rubbish ; but in Paris, without one regiment to

hand and without regular artillery, she felt that the very bodies

of her family were in peril from " monsters and from tigers "

—

the words are her own : hence only did she hesitate and demand
an armed congress rather than an invasion. To that armed

congress and its menace she had no doubt at all that the French

would yield.

A metaphor will explain the situation clearly. A human
being, caught by some fierce animal but not yet mauled, appeals

in a whisper to a comrade near by to load, and, if possible, by

some demonstration of human force and of intelHgent will to

make the wild beast loose its hold ; he begs that comrade to do

nothing merely provocative lest the animal should rend him upon

w^hom it has pounced : but, of course, that comrade is to fire at

the first active gesture of attack the brute may dehver. Of the

ultimate victory of his armed comrade the man in peril feels

there can be no doubt at all ; he only advises a particular

caution on account of his own situation and impotence.

Moreover, she was convinced, and says it in so many words,

that the French would give way at once before the presence of

a great and silent but determined force upon their frontier.
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So clear is the plan in her mind that she is bitterly im-

patient of the necessary caution and delay of diplomacy, and
of the long process of negotiation whereby Berlin is brought

into the agreement, the tergiversations of Madrid are discounted

and the exact balance between desire for war and power to

wage it are sounded. Here and there the peevishness of her

early womanhood appears in the complaints she makes, almost

as though she had been abandoned by her brother and his

armies.

At last, in February 1792, this long correspondence is ended.

The French nation has, upon the whole, accepted, its young

rhetoricians have enthusiastically acclaimed, the a,pproach of

war. She, true to her plan, proposes that her brother shall

meet this growing enthusiasm by positive demands, definitely

formulated, deahng mth the internal affairs of the French

people, proceeding from Vienna and demanding instant reply.

We now know that she herself drafted these demands, and on

the 16th of February Mercy writes to tell her that the Emperor

wall order the French Parliament to maintain the French Mon-
sxchj in its full rights and hberty, to withdraw the French

armies from the frontier, to respect the imperial rights of the

Alsatian feudatories ; and that he will at once back up this

ultimatum with an additional force, beyond that already gather-

ing, of 40,000 men. She acknowledges the plan and confirms

it. A fortnight later, upon the 1st of Mrach, Mercy can give

her the last great news : Prussia has formally consented to

move, though demanding, of course, from the French Monarchy
after its victory compensation for the cost of the campaign

—

which wiU surely be willingly accorded.

It was on the 1st of March, I say, that this final news was

written, when, as so continually chances throughout Marie

Antoinette's fife, a special fate appears and intervenes.

On the 1st of March the King of Prussia has agreed to march

with Leopold, and all is ready for that armed demonstration

which would, as she was convinced, calm this great storm about

her. On that same day, the 1st of March, Leopold lay dead.

Doctors assure us that he was not poisoned.

Two things followed upon that death : first, the heir, her

nephew, a sickly boy of twenty-four, now held in Vienna all the

power that in those days accompanied a Crown, and he in his
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weakness was now the master of the armies his father had

summoned.

Secondly, there must be a long delay for the business and

the trapping of his election and his crowning.

Her plan meanwhile had failed. It was to be not a silent

threat of arms, but war. The French temper had taken

Leopold's command as a challenge. The ultimatum she had

suggested or drafted was met by a total change in the Executive

of France. Dumouriez was made the chief man in the new
Ministry and was put personally in charge of Foreign Affairs.

The guns were certainly ready. For ten days after Dumouriez'

nomination the Queen drew from him his designs ; and on the

tenth day \vrote secretly to Mercy in cipher betraying the

French plan of campaign upon the Meuse. Three days later

the last of her friends who could command an army, the King

of Sweden, stabbed a fortnight earher, died ; and on the 20th

of April her husband, as " the Head of the French Executive,"

read out in a firm voice a declaration of war against her nephew
" the King of Hungary "—for he was not yet crownied Emperor.

Having so read it in a firm voice he went back home, and

Marie Antoinette and he must now bethink themselves how
the madness of the Parisians, when the invasion should begin,

might be fended off—at least from their own persons and from

their heir, until their saviours should show the white Austrian

uniforms in Paris and march the grotesque Prussian march

within sight and hearing of the Tuileries. On the 30th of the

month she advised Mercy that the first proclamation of the

invaders had best be mild.

Such had been the plan of the Queen, and such its fortune
;

and by such a fate had she been shadowed. For the sake of

clarity I have omitted during this recital all save her negotia-

tion. I will briefly return to the drift of the Revolutionary

progress around her, and show how this also led up to that

fatal conclusion, from the failure of the flight to Varennes at

the end of June 1791 to the declaration of war in the follomng

April.

When spirits are at high tension and in full vision, as it

were, often a shock brings back the old, sober, and incomplete
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experience of living. Such a shock the flight to Varennes had

afforded. While the royal family were yet absent there had

been talk against the very institution of the Crown ; some rich

men had spoken of the Republic ; the Revolutionary exultation

ran very high. The flight was arrested : the royal family were

brought back, and in a sort of mechanical, unconscious way
reaction gathered force; after all (the politicians thought) the

nation must not lose, could not afford to lose, might lose its

very soul in losing, the web of inheritance which had come

to it from so many centuries.

This force of reaction exploded when, during the Feasts of

the Federation, three weeks after the return of the royal family,

a popular outbreak upon the Champ de Mars was repressed by

the declaration of martial law, the use of the Mihtia under La
Fayette, and the authority of the Mayor of Paris.

The Revolution, going the way we know it did, the hatreds,

the threats of vengeance covertly growing from that day (which

the poor and their champions had already christened among them-

selves the " Massacre of the Champ de Mars "), take on a great

importance ; but to the people of the time the tumult and its

armed repression did not seem of any great consequence save

as the beginning of quieter things. The end of the summer
was principally occupied in some speculation as to what the new
ParHament would do when it should be convened in the autumn.

That ParHament was restricted in power : the National Assembly

which had made the Revolution was to be dissolved. This

second body was to do no more than elaborate the details of

laws ; it was called, and remains to history, " The Legislative."

By an ironical accident, this very Parliament of one year,

from which the great and by this time well-known leaders of the

early Revolutionary movement were specifically excluded (for

no man might sit in it who had sat in the National Assembly),

had thrust upon it the duty or the burden of the Great War.

Such was the Revolutionary time and air, that from anywhere

genius sprang ; and through these men of the Legislative—so

many of them young, nearly all of them unknown, chosen only

to sit in an ephemeral assembly for a year—there blew such

inspiration as Plato thought to blow through poets, but which,

in times of social creation, blows through rhetoricians too.

Chief among these was the group of men from the South who
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were later called the Gironde. It was their business to demand

and to withstand the first assault of Europe, and indeed before

the Parhament met at all, it was certain that the assault would

come, for in the August of 1791, in the midst of the reaction

which overshadowed Paris, and while the principal leaders of

the Revolution were exiled or in hiding, there was drawn up

that compact between the German monarchs which is called the

Declaration of Pillnitz.

This document has too often been put forward as an example

of the hesitation and moderation of the Kings. Such a view of

it is an academic reaction from the old, popular, and vague but

in the main just conception that privilege made dehberate war

upon the Revolution: a conception which often took Pillnitz

for the inception of that counter-crusade.

The matter can be presented quite simply to the reader.

The Emperor, Marie Antoinette's brother, whom we have seen

so eager, had the flight to Varennes succeeded, to move his

armies at once, combined at Pillnitz with the King of Prussia

in an appeal to all monarchical governments that they should

use such strength as might give back to the King of France

his old arbitrary power, and re-estabhsh him therein. The

two alhes swear pubhcly that they will use all necessary force,

when such an appeal bears fruit, to support this universal

assault upon the French people, and meanwhile they will

direct their troops to the best striking points from which the

military action of that people may be paralysed.

There is the Declaration of Pillnitz in a few words ; and

while one partisan may insist upon its caution or nulHty, another

upon its insolence and provocation, all must agree who read

history quietly and without a brief, that it was a violent and

pubhc declaration of hostile intention as it was also the first

definite pubhc act from which hostihties sprang.

The Parhament met in September. Its proposed secondary

value soon proved to be primary ; the splendid definition,

rapidity and precision of the National Assembly was well re-

flected among these younger and less tried men : but much
more powerful than Parliament was the growing exaltation of

the populace.

That had many roots : the obhvion of the French (after

forty years) of what war might mean, the impatient passion for
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any solution which all feel during a moment of strain, most

of all the moral certitude (and how well founded !) that if the

enemy delayed they delayed only for their own purpose, and

that war must certainly come—all these pressed to the final

issue : the noise of the cataract could already be heard.

As to the acceptation of the Constitution by the royal

family, their reluctance, the Queen's anger, it but httle con-

cerns the story of her fate. At bottom she and Louis also were

wiUing enough by this time to sign anything and to swear any-

thing. The war must come, and the war would solve all. The
Queen herself, who was now, as I have shown, in the thick of

the intrigue, put it simply enough to the man she most loved,

to Fersen, in a note that has been preserved and which she

wrote before the end of September. " It would have been more
noble to refuse (the Constitution) ... it is essential to accept

(it), in order to destroy any suspicion that we are not acting in

good faith."

So far as concerns that unhappy and devoted life, one

incident deserves a very special mention. Twice in the autumn
there had been talk of yet another flight : the plan was not

impossible, but it had been dropped, partly because the King
might have had to fly alone, partly because the Queen was
confident that a show of strength and a vigorous menace upon
the frontier would be enough to change all. In the new year

the proposal for their escape took on a more serious form, and
Fersen reappeared for the last time, and for the last time saw
the Queen.

It was upon Saturday morning, the 11th of February 1792,

that he started upon that perilous journey, and it was his busi-

ness to discuss in detail and by word of mouth whether escape

were still possible. Upon Monday, the 13th, at evening, he passed
the barrier of Paris. He saw the Queen before he slept, and
next day at midnight spoke secretly to her and to her husband
together. He carefully noted before them the routes that might
be followed : the method of escape : perhaps (as had appeared
in several plans) the string of forests that runs up from Paris

north-eastward toward the marches of Flanders.

The King and the Queen wasted no Httle time in that mid-
night hurried parley in reproaches against the ingratitude of all

and in bewaifing their isolation. The next day Fersen left with
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nothing done. He returned indeed to Paris four days later, but

he dared not enter the palace. The whole thing was futile and

every plan had broken down.

He never saw her again.

A fortnight later he wrote his King in Sweden, detaihng all

that they had told him.

Before he could reply or act, the King of Sweden had been

shot in a masked ball at Stockholm, and some days later, as

the reader knows, he had died.

The Declaration of War had not only broken the original

plan of the Queen ; it had changed from a general and partly

passive to a particular and active terror the life of Paris around

her. Nothing had yet appeared to show as a reahty what all

knew in theory, the extreme peril of the nation, the mihtary

certitude inspiring the AUies, the despair increasing among what

was left of the French Regulars. There had indeed been deser-

tions immediately following the declaration of war, especially

desertions of the German mercenaries, in bulk. A skirmish, or

rather a panic upon the frontier, had also given evidence of the

rot in the jumble of armed men whom the Revolution could

summon. The first tiny action—it was hardly an action at all

—

had seen mutinies and the massacre of officers. Paris once

more rose and fermented, and there was a surging around the

walls of the palace. The enemy had not yet crossed the frontier
;

but in the short breathing space before he should appear, and

while the royal family were holding a fortress, as it were, for

their own security until that enemy should arrive, Parhament

put as a sort of ultimatum to the King a demand for the execu-

tion of two decrees : one against the Clergy who would not

subscribe to the Civic Oath ; a second in favour of the formation

of a camp of 20,000 volunteers under the walls of Paris.

The error of uniting in one requisition two such diverse pleas

only posterity can recognise. For the men of the time there

was a plain hnk between either demand, for the recalcitrant

Clergy seemed to them nothing more than anti-nationahsts, and

it seemed to them that nothing but an anti-national desire for

the occupation of Paris by the foreigner could make the King

hesitate to permit the formation of the camp of volunteers.

It was upon the 19th of June that the King published his
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veto against both these bills or projects of the Parliament, behind

which lay the violent opinion of active Paris.^

What follows is well known. Paris rose, and rising poured

into the palace. It was the 20th of June : the anniversary of

the flight : the summer solstice fatal to the Bourbons.

It has been said that the rising w^as artificial and arranged.

The same nonsense is talked of the St. Bartholomew. No one

who has seen such things can believe them artificial. They are

corporate things. There was httle violence, though there were

many arms among those thousands upon thousands ; and as

they poured through the rooms, which opened one into the

other like a gallery, they were not much more (save for their

rough clothes and their arms) than the same populace which

had demanded for generation after generation, and had ob-

tained, the right to see, to visit, to touch their pubHc King.

The Court had forgotten the popular conception of the

Monarchy ; but the populace necessarily preserves a longer

memory than the rich. The thing was a menace, upon the

' whole not iU-humoured : a violent recollection that the King

was the servant of the common weal, and its symbol, something

to be handled, met, and perhaps ordered. The mob, in whom
atheists can see no more than a number of poor men, cried out

i

its significant cries, against " Mr. and IMrs. Veto," making a

I

popular jest of this pubhc power. But in those moments when
one jest perhaps might have put the King at the head of popular

emotion again, he and his wife remained no more than what the

i

decHne of the Monarchy had made them ; individuals in peril,

'' and courageous ; not the Nation incarnate.

If any Angel had for its function the preservation of the

French Cro^n and Nation, that Angel, watching such a gulf

between the people and the Monarchy, must have despaired of

the latter's hope and of the former's survival : nevertheless,

I despite that divorce, the French people after grievous wounds
' have survived.

• •••••••
The last group which that roaring torrent of the rabble saw

was the Queen and her children, her friends, especially Madame
1 And what was more significative, the whole of the little wealthy reac-

tionary minority was opposed to the projects, and signed a petition in proof

of its opposition.

ill

I 20
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de Lamballe and the governess, the Duchess of Tourzel, a

soldier or two, a minister and one or two others, crowded in

the recess of a window behind a great table which had been

pushed into the embrasure to defend them. The httle heir

to that Monarchy wliich had failed to understand sat on the

table, very much afraid, and the Queen put on his head with

loathing the red cap of liberty which the mob demanded. The

day was sweating with heat, the cap was thick and dirty, and

Santerre, who was there, passing them forward by bands in

front of the table, a popular leader of the crowd, seems to have

ordered that it should be removed. It was already nearly dark
;

it was half-past eight before that violent but not tragic tumult

had subsided, and before the last of the street people went back

out of the palace, which they thought rightly a pubhc thing,

on to the pubhc paving wliich at least was still certainly theirs.

Outside, during all that night, all the talk was of the war.

When would the invaders cross the frontier and when would

the first shock come ?



CHAPTER XVI

THE FALL OF THE PALACE

From, half-'past eight in the evening of the 2Qth June 1792 to eight in

the morning of the 10th August 1792

THE noisy, good-natured, and very dangerous mob had

gone at last ; their final stragglers, gazing, curious and

tired, at the pictures and the gilding (the trappings of

their Public King in his great PubHc Palace), had wandered out.

A few steps on the wide stone stairs of the central pavihon were

still heard lazily descending. The dishevelled family was at rest.

A little group of Deputies remained behind, and talked in

low and careful voices to the Eang and Queen—principally to

the Queen, for she was voluble. She was suave, though some-

what garrulously suave. " Would not some of these gentlemen

come and see her put the Dauphin to bed ? " A famihar ajjpeal

made by the very wealthy to the middle class rarely fails. They

followed respectfully and a Httle awkwardly to where, in a

small bed out of her room, the child slept. She had him ready

for bed in a few moments ; then she said to him, smihng :

" Tell the gentlemen you love the Nation, darling."

The drowsy child repeated mechanically, " I love the

Nation."

The IMiddle Class were enchanted. She laid him down,

doubtless wdth every maternal charm ; she turned to go before

them, certainly with an exaggeration of that excessive carriage

which had dehghted so many foreigners and dependants for now
twenty years and had done much to lose her the respect of her

French equals at the Court. The select committee of the ^liddle

Class came after.

" See what damage they have done : look at these doors !

"

The Deputies stooped solemnly to examine the broken panels

and the hinges torn from their screws, the oak sphnters show-

ing dark against the white paint and the gold. They admitted

^erious damage—they regretted it.

307
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" Who is the proper authority to take note of this ?

"

They looked at one another ; then one of them, remembering

the Constitution, Liberty and the rest of it, said :

" Nowadays the proper authority before which to bring such

misdemeanours is a Justice of the Peace."

" Very well, then," she rephed sharply, " send for one."

A servant was despatched and returned with a Justice of

the Peace. He gravely took written note of all

:

" Item : the lower left panel broken

;

" Item : the upper left panel cracked ;

" Item : the lower right hinge of the door torn off, and the

post sphntered."

All was done in order, and they returned to find the King.

The King was annoyed. They noticed him grumbhng and

moving his lips and teeth. He was even a Mttle excited, but his

training in names and faces, which is the one acquired talent of

high functionaries, served him well. He spoke with authority,

knowing each of them and addressing them in turn, and after

speaking of the mob he particularly complained that roughs

chmbed the pahngs of the Tuileries gardens and disturbed his

privacy. The Queen interrupted from time to time to reproach

them. " Why had they not prevented the procession of the

mob through the palace ? Why, at least, had they not given

warning ? The Department had done its duty ! Why not

they ? " The King continued in another tone, till, at last,

some of them coming nearer home asked him for news of the

armies. His dignity as the Executive (wliich he still was)

forbade him any full rephes : he had good news, very good

news ... he could tell them no more.

They suspected [we know] that there was no news at all . . .

only a few packed, ill-ordered garrisons awaiting the attack

;

a long hne in the field all the way from Belfort to the sea,

numbering but 80,000 men, and half of that an ill-clothed

helter-skelter of broken companies : divided counsel, no plan,

and, a few marches East, that slow concentration of the Allies

upon Coblenz which now drew to its close.

So the Deputies left them : the sky was still full of fight on

this shortest night of the year, and Paris after the uproar of

that bacchanalian Wednesday, the 20th of June, was silent.
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Meanwhile the South had risen.

On that same Wednesday evening messengers from Mont-

pellier had reached Marseilles ; on Friday they were feasted,

and when the banquet was over, one of the Montpelher men,

Mireur, with a voice of bronze, rose to sing them a new song.

It had come from the frontier, he said ; as for the air, he did

not know whence it was, but he thought (^^Tongly) from the

opera " Sargines." He sang it, and the men that gathered

outside the open windows to hear upon that summer evening,

the guests within, and soon all the city, were swept by the

Marseillaise.

The next day the Municipality of Marseilles met, determined

upon spontaneous action in company with all the South : they

decreed the raising of a volunteer battalion in spite of the

Crown ; the next, the Sunday, when all were abroad and could

read, the walls were placarded with the appeal to join. Monday
and Tuesday the names poured in : a committee was chosen to

pick only the best in character and health. Its work was at

once accomphshed ; within twenty-four hours five hundred had
been so chosen out of the throng of volunteers ; within forty-

eight they had been enrolled, drilled for hours, and separated by
companies under officers of their choice. Three days of rapid

organisation and continued drilling followed : the route was
traced, a time-table drawn up, the expenses estimated and pro-

vided. A section of guns (harnessed to men) with its caisson

was drafted ; the stores and baggage were concentrated too.

Upon Monday, the 2nd of July, at nightfall, a week after the

first appeal, through a crowd of all the city that pressed on
every side, they marched out by the northern gate of Marseilles

singing their song. Next morning, just as the arid eastern hills

began to show against the beginnings of the dawn, they entered

Aix, and had accomphshed the first stage of their advance.
" The Executive "—that is, the CrowTi—had warned every

authority to disperse them and all such others, but the wdnd
on Paris was from the South, and they and their song could

not be hindered.

Meanwhile, in the German town of Frankfort, there hummed
a continually increasing crowd : the Emperor was to be crowned.

Here, therefore, were all those who had a business with Austria,
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and here was, among others, a Smss Huguenot, Mallet du Pan,

upon whom more than upon any other in that town the King of

France and the Queen in her extremity depended. He was a

journaHst, very keen about accounts and probity in small money
matters, of the bourgeoisie, sedate and perpetually attempting

to understand the French people, now from this side, now from

that : they interested him hugely. His work, however, was not

to pursue this fascinating study, but to save the persons of the

Royal Family which he served : in this task he showed that

same discipHne and devotion which his compatriots were later

to show under arms. He bore as his chief principles, as his

last instructions, two orders : one order to keep the farce of

the war going, and never to let it be hinted publicly or

breathed that there was collusion between those who sent him

and the invading Austrian power. The other order was this :

to produce a manifesto to be signed from the camp of the

invading army, and to strike, as it was hoped, blind terror

into the leaders of the National movement : the time had

come (so it was imagined at the Tuileries) to threaten the

worst and so tame Paris.

He took his journey (but was scrupulous to give an exact

account), left his family in Paris, passed through Geneva, his

home, and now, by the end of June, was here at Frankfort.

He had chosen his centre well, for upon Frankfort converged

all news, and from Frankfort went out all orders : orders to

Coblenz whence the armies were to march to the relief of the

Tuileries ; news from Brussels, which was of the first moment,

for here Mercy d'Argenteau, the expert upon France, was ready

every day to advise ; here was the danger of attack from France

most felt, and here, most central of all, was Fersen.

Fersen heard regularly from Paris, wrote as regularly. Since

the death of the King of Sweden his official position had been

less, but those whose business it was to discover truth, the

diplomats, knew that the last and most intimate thought of

the Royal Family was to be reached through that channel alone.

Austria and Prussia, Frankfort that is, hardly acted upon his

advice as to war (and in his diary he bitterly reproaches them

for their neglect), but they sucked his knowledge—and to-day

it is through him that we know, somewhat late, the principal

truths upon those last few weeks of the French Monarchy.
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What did the Court of the Tuileries demand, and what will

was behind it in so demanding ?

Mallet du Pan was there at Frankfort with no credentials

but a sheet of note-paper, and written on the top of it in Louis'

hand two hues of wTiting unsigned :
" The ^person who shall

'present this note knows my intentions ; entire confidence may he

put in what he says'' What instructions had he ?

Fersen was stationed at Brussels with an organised letter-

service between the Tuileries and himself, written in secret

ink, full, confidential and direct. All that he told Mercy or an-

other went to Frankfort. What message was thus continually

conveyed ?

The demand from the Tuileries was an urgent demand for

immediate invasion, and fore-running it, a drastic proclamation

from the armed force at Coblenz : the will which inspired that

demand was the will of Marie Antoinette.

A man in flight could cover the distance from Paris to

Brussels in two days ; an urgent runner in three. Normallj^

the courier with his post-bag arrived on the morning of the

fourth day. From Brussels to Frankfort worse roads, varying

frontiers, and the German lethargy between them compelled

news to a delay of close upon a week.

The ferment in Paris was rising ; the Federals of the South

were on their second day's march northward when, in the middle

of the first week of July, the Queen, whose pohcy, or rather

passion, could bear no more delay, wrote to Mercy and to

Fersen separately two letters of great weight. These letters

have never yet been given their due. The student should note

them closely if he is to understand all that followed.

The originals have, perhaps, not come down to us, but

either man, Fersen and Mercy, noted their intents, and thus we

know them.

These letters Lasserez brought into Brussels, riding, on the

morning of Sunday, the 8th of July, and on the next day Mercy

and Fersen, meeting, consulted on their purport. The Queen,

with whom the project of such an engine was famiUar, now
definitely demanded a separate and nominal threat against the

town of Paris, and a menace that the whole city should be held

hostage by the invading German armies against the safety of

her husband, herself and her child. This clause her judgment
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of the French character assured her to be efficacious ; this

clause she insisted should be added to the Manifesto which was

even now preparing.

It was upon July the 9th, I say, that the two men met and

consulted upon the Queen's orders : that day they sent off

command or counsel to the Rhine.

On the 14th, while, in that same Paris, Louis was once

more swearing to the Constitution upon the Champ de Mars,

while hour for hour, far off on the Rhone, a priest receiving the

Marseillaise Battahon was adding liis famous verse " of the

children " ^ to their famous hymn, in Frankfort the last of the

Emperors was receiving with incredible magnificence the Crown

of the Empire. The note inspired by Marie Antoinette was

at the gates of his town.

It entered : Mallet saw it. " Paris is to be destroyed by fire

and the sword if the Royal Family are harmed "
: it was approved.

From Frankfort it went back as a new clause to Coblenz ; there

it was incorporated in the Manifesto and signed. Immediately,

the ink barely dry, it was pubHshed (upon the 25th of July) to

the world, above the signatiu^e of the Duke of Bruns\\dck and

in the name of that perfect and mechanical army which Prussia

in especial could move with the precision of a physical law upon

the capital that phrase had doomed.

This was the origin of that famous Clause VIII. which

ordered, if the Tuileries were forced, nay, if submission to the

Royal Family was not at once made, that Prussia and Austria

would take " an unforgettable vengeance," that Paris should

be given up "to military execution and subversion, and the

guilty rebels to the death they deserve."

Such was Marie Antoinette's one piece of formulated

pohcy—the first in which she had been able to act as clearly as

she saw ; it was also her last interference in pohtical affairs.

It had been lit by her hand, this match that fired the hesitating

war ; it had run its train through Brussels to Frankfort and

back to Coblenz, fingering in no one place for a full day : now
it had touched powder. Three days later the Manifesto was

spoken of in Chalons ; secret copies were in print ; the King in

Paris had received it.

^ "Nous entrerons dans la Carriere, &c.," the best verse and the only

poetry of the lot.
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All Paris knew it, though not yet officially, when upon the

evening of Sunday, the 29th of July, the dusty 500 of Marseilles

with their guns, crossing the bridge at Charenton, saw the

distant towers of Notre Dame above the roofs of Paris and

reached their goal.

Let soldiers consider the nature of this exploit, and poli-

ticians consider what that civihsation is whose comprehension I

have shown throughout these pages to have so vainly fatigued

so many Ahens.

The French of Marseilles had trained for but three days.

They had left the Mediterranean in the height of a torrid

summer ; their organisation was self-made, their officers self-

chosen, their discipHne self-imposed. They had covered 500

miles of route, dragging their cannons, at the rate of precisely

eighteen miles a day ; they planked across the bridge at this

the end of their advance, solidly, in formation, still singing their

song, and at the roll-call every name was answered. . . . Their

small numbers have made them appear to some historians

insignificant (or a legend), to others a symbol rather of the

mihtary power in the populace which was to sack the palace

than the attack itself, but they were more ; they were, as

tradition justly represents them, the framework of the force that

decided the critical day of the Revolution, as their song was

its soul.

They marched in next morning by the St. Antoine Gate,

with their drums and colours before them, the crowds of the

suburbs blackening the site on which the Bastille had stood
;

and half Paris, as it w^ere, going out to meet them. They

passed over to the Island, formed at the Mairie where Petion

the Mayor greeted them ; re-crossed the river (followed by the

crowd) and took their places in the barracks assigned to them,

upon a corner of what is now the Boulevard des ItaHens ; from

that evening the struggle between the City and the Monarchy

had begun, and the few days' delay that was to follow was but

a manoeuvring for position on either side, that of the populace

and of the Tuileries.

This last had now for long been steadily arming and was

already strong. The King, the executive, held the arsenals,

the regular army, and a good half, even, of the autonomous

MiHtia. What was of more importance, the Crown and its
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advisers could rely not only upon the machinery but upon the

devotion of the one well-disciplined corps which had not gone

to the front : the Body-Guard. These excellent mercenaries,

nearly all Swiss by birth and nearly all ignorant of the French

language, were precisely such material, human for courage and

mechanical for obedience, as should overcome almost any pro-

portion of civihans—especially such as might be spoilt by

playing at soldiers. A recent law passed by the Legislative

Assembly forbade their presence in Paris. The " Executive
"

parried such mere word of the " Legislative " by posting them

in suburbs between which and the palace were only woods and

fields. When danger was imminent, in the last hours of the

truce, they were marched in and occupied the Tuileries, law or

no law.

Two objections to the strength of the King's position against

the populace are urged (Napoleon, no mean judge and an

eye-witness, thought it the stronger, and his estimate of the

King's forces brings them to about 6000 men) ; these are, first,

that no building can be held in the face of artillery, for the

popular force had guns ; secondly, that it was but defensive,

and that the assault, though repulsed, might return. The first

of these is based upon a misconception of the terrain and supply,

the second upon a general ignorance of arms.

For the first : there was no position whence artillery, even

were it available in time, could be used against the long walls

of the palace save by passing through narrow streets easy for

infantry to defend, and as a fact the guns were not available

to the populace either in sufficient amount or (what is of more

importance) with sufficient training and supply. Guns, popu-

larly manned and ill supphed, emplaced in the labyrinth which

flanked the palace could be captured (and in fact were captured)

by the trained infantry defending it. The short range alone

would make certain the destruction of their teams by sharp-

shooting from the upper windows.

The second objection—a reply to which shows how consider-

able were the King's stake and chances—is met by the miUtary

consideration that nothing more needs a special organisation

and training than a successful rally. An assault, if it is of any

consequence, must be pressed hard ; if it is fully repulsed, its

head and energy are crushed at their highest vigour ; the defeat
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is more crushing than that of a defensive which retires in time.

This is generally true of soldiers in the field ; it is always true

of civihans. The doubts and defections that accompany a

civil war, the conversion of the great body of cowards and the

still larger majority of indifferent men, the claims of regular

domestic hfe, the absence of a commissariat, the near presence

of women and children, the contrast which the return of quiet

after the blow presents to the pain and terror of a renewed

struggle, make it, as it were, impossible for a defeated mob to

return, after an interval, against the regular force which has

repelled it ; moreover, the regulars, once victorious, can pursue,

scatter, and destroy the unorganised mass, while its leaders are

arrested and judged ; nor is there an example in history of

a popular rising which, when it has once broken against the

defence of a regular force, has not been broken for good.

The strategy of the Court was therefore sound, their calcula-

tion of victory was reasonable, and their chances were of the

best when the defence of the palace was organised in these

first days of August. It was calculated that the populace

even with artillery could do little against the palace ; that the

trained men would crush the mob once and for all. Had that

defence succeeded, the advent of the foreigner, perhaps alHed

with one of the royal armies, was secure. That the defence of

the palace failed was due partly to the lack of homogeneity in

its garrison, more to a lack of united leadership, but most of

all to the unexpected, incalculable and hitherto unequalled

tenacity and determination of the insurgents.

With every day the tension increased. The Federation

delegates, who had come from all over France to the Feast of

the 14th of July, many of whom fingered in the city, clashed in

the streets with courtiers, and with those who, whether by
temperament or service, were still supporters of the Crown.

Just when the Marseillais were entering Paris, Brunswick had
broken camp and the march of the AlHes into France had begun.

Less than a hundred miles of flat road along the Moselle vaUey
separated Brunswick from the outposts of the defence : Paris

itself was hardly further from him than is York from London.

Rapidity would put the first garrison of the frontier into his

hands within a week, and even the tardiness which the Prussian

calculation and the Prussian confidence involve could hardly
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(it was thought) delay for a fortnight the news that the frontier

was passed.

In the passionate quarrel the enemy's character of invader

was forgotten. Not only to the Court but to many who could

now remember notliing but the ancient tradition of the Monarchy,

the enemy seemed a saviour. Bands parading the pavement by

night threatened their fellow-citizens with Brunswick, songs

threatening vengeance against the revolutionaries were heard

abroad after carousals, and a continuous series of petty street-

fights, increasing in gravity, enlivened the attention of either

side.

Hardly were the Marseillais in Paris, for instance, when,

that same evening of their arrival, after a banquet, a violent

quarrel between them and a body of armed royahsts had broken

out. They carried their side-arms only, but blood was shed,

and as the \actims upon the defeated side of this brawl were

carried to the Guard-Room in the palace, the Queen, seeing

blood, thought that the final struggle had begun. She was

relieved to see the King go dowTi amongst the wounded, staunch-

'

ing the blood of one with his handkerchief. Her women, fear-

ing what she had feared, began crying each for one of hers

:

" Is my husband wounded ? " "Is mine ? " She could not

forbear from one of those insults which had lost her the affec-

tion of so many, and from one of those reflections which proved

how httle she conceived the French nobihty. " Ladies," she

said to the noble-women about her, "your husbands w^ere not

there." She had no further opportunity to revile them : it was

perhaps the last expression of her contempt for a people whom
she beheved to have grown incapable.

Either side continued to arm. The heat, growing steadily

in intensity, had bred by the 3rd of August a very thunderous

calm, when the King announced to the Assembly the terms of

Bruns\\dck's Manifesto. It was received in silence, and those

who least knew and know the city thought and still think that

the news was met mth indifference. But during that night,

while a furious storm struck Paris time and time again mth
lightning, one workman's suburb, St. Marcel, sent w^ord to

another, St. Antoine :
" If we march to the palace, will you ?

"

In the midst of the thunder, messengers returned saying :
" We

will !
" And in the night as they went and came, they passed
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men bearing the dead whom the hghtning had struck and killed.

Very late and before the growHng of the thunder had ceased,

certain of the Marseillais must go to the walls of the palace

and shout the chorus of their song.

Next day they asked for ball-cartridge. Sergent, the official

guardian of the Mihtia ammunition-reserve, had been struck in

the face when he had gone, as his duty compelled him, to the

palace a fortnight before ; he had been struck because his

radical poHtics were known. Should the insurrection fail, his

signature for rebel ammunition would be his death warrant.

Nevertheless, remembering that blow, he signed ; and the arsenal

served out ten rounds a man to the Battahon of Marseilles.

They crossed the river so armed, and were received at the

CordeHers,^ which was Danton's fief, and Danton restrained

them till such poor and hasty organisation as could be under-

taken should be effected. It was the end of the week which

had seen their entry into Paris, and nothing had been done.

The Tuileries continued to arm, the populace to convene, and
between the combatants the Parliament daily lost its power and
grew bemldered.

On Sunday, at Mass, always a public occasion in the palace,

men passed and re-passed each other in the gallery, and there

were quarrels. This also was the last time in which the

Monarchy was treated as a general thing—-with the next morning

its isolation began. On Monday the King was begged to fly,

at least to Compi^gne : the road was guarded, and it was an
easy ride if he went alone round by Poissy and the north. He
refused. On Tuesday the last preparations were made in the

suburban garrisons of the Crown soldiers. On Wednesday,
the 8th, in the morning, the Swiss Guard was warned that on
the morrow before dawn it must be accoutred.

The Parhament, more and more bemldered, vacillated and
was hardly heard as the two antagonists rose from their places

to fight. The deputies refused all action. It had been pro-

posed to them to condemn La Fayette for a hurried journey he
had taken to Paris after the last insurrection to defend the

King. They had refused by a very great majority. Now, on
this 9th of August, the fatal eve of the struggle, they debated

1 Now the clinical museum, opposite the faculty of medicine in the
University.
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an academic point—whether the King should abdicate or no

;

they adjourned it to dine . . . and after dinner they did not

meet.

But all the while upon that Thursday evening troops were

afoot along the Rueil road ; the doors of the palace were open to

men, who entered one by one, armed and were stationed ; the

sound of carpenters was heard in the Long Gallery of the Louvre,

sawing the planking of the floors, by night, to make a gap

between the Louvre and the Tuileries ;
^ mounted pohce rode

up in squads to the courtyard and took their stations ; there

was also the rumbling of waggons. In the sections south of the

river and eastwards, St. Antoine and St. Marcel were moving

;

wherever the people had strained at the leash too long, the

popular assembhes sat in their close halls choosing the men
who should take the Guildhall by right of the city's decision

and in spite of the law, and proclaim the insurrection.

The last of the day declined and the night came, but the

unnatural heat would not dechne, and the open windows all

about, the Hghts shining from them, and the vigil which so

many kept, gave the effect of an illumination.

That night, short and stifling as it was, was drowsy ; a

necessity for sleep oppressed the city. Danton himself, in the

thick of the rising, attempted a moment of repose ; he had

hardly lain down when he was roused again. The watchers in

the palace felt midnight upon them and would have slept.

The barrack-beds which filled the attics in their regular Unes

were strewn with men ; the gentry who had volunteered, certain

also of the Militia, lay silent in the darkness, their muskets

slung beside them, their large allowance of cartridges served.

Below in the great rooms and on the stairways groups of mixed
soldiery lay huddled, servants armed, and policemen : every

kind of man. The Regulars who formed the core of this force,

the Swiss, lounged in their bare guard-room or sat silent upon
the stone benches of the yard ; some few files of them stood at

ease upon the stairs of the lesser hall.

Upon this silence there crashed at about a quarter to one

o'clock the noise of cannon. The report was hard and close at

^ The gap was six feet broad. Too narrow ; for the insurgents next day
leapt it and bridged it, and by that entry forced the Tuileries.
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hand—it came from the Pont Neuf at the fm-ther end of the

Louvre, and the united fabric of the long walls trembled to it

;

the heavy pictures and the mirrors shook. The six thousand

who garrisoned the Tuileries expected an immediate advance of

the insurrection : for a moment the whole palace was roused.

Those battaHons of Militia wliich had been camped in the garden

for a reserve began to file in by the central doors ; the cavahy

mounted to take up their stations at the narrow issues of the

Louvre, and everywhere the Hghts moving before the windows

of the vast fa§ade showed the ordering of men.

This general stir had hardly arisen when it was perceived

that this first shot had been but a signal, for to the call of that

cannon no other succeeded, but almost immediately the steeples

of the city trembled to the first notes of bells.

The deep and heavy bells, that had for centuries raised the

alarm of invasion or of fire, began to boom just east of the

University ; they were answered by the peal of St. Anthony

over the river, by the tocsins of St. John and St. Gervase ; St.

Laurence rang, and southward upon the night boomed the huge

tower of the Abbey, which had heard the same sound nine

hundred years before, when the dust of the Barbarian march

hung over Enghien, and smoke went up from burning farms all

down the Seine. The Cathedral followed : thenceforward no

one could hear the striking of the hours, for the still air of the

night pulsed everywhere with the riot of the bells. Two sounds

alone could pierce the clamour : the high bugle-call to which

the French still mobilise, and the sullen fury of the drums.

The horses, therefore, of the defenders in the courts of the

palace, the continual clattering of their hoofs upon the paving,

the chnk of metal as the fines were formed, the tramp of the

reinforcements arriving—all the movement of the six thousand

who gathered to support the Crown, was set to this music, and
the air they breathed was full of the noise of the bells.

Yet for some hours after the posts had been taken the

advent of the rebels was expected in vain. Paris seemed empty,

or full only of this increasing and ominous sound. Of men
there was no trace. The stone courtyards before the palace and
the streets that led to the Square of the Carrousel were silent.

They lay open and deserted under the sky, and so remained

even when the first stars paled and when there was already a
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hint of dawn. A doubt rose among the Royahsts, first whis-

pered, then openly spoken, and leading at last to jests : the

insurrection had missed fire ; the bells had failed. No voice of

the insurgents had been heard, nor had any rider brought news

of their approach, when the last of the stars had gone and the

Mihtia companies, still remaining as a reserve in the western

gardens, saw the day rise gorgeously beyond the palace they

were to defend.

In a small room whose window looked towards the east the

Queen, with some few of her women, waited for the day. The

ceihng was low, and its air of privacy gave some Httle respite

from the strain of the eve and of the morrow. She lay upon a

sofa, but she could not sleep ; she spoke but rarely and that in

low tones, and vaguely watched the night. With the first grey

of the morning she rose, unrested, and bade them dress her

boy, the child who alone in that great house had slept through-

out the alarms. Then, under the growing hght, she saw the

Princess EHzabeth near her, who called her and took her to a

window w^hence she might watch the rising of the sun. They

stood together beside the open casement gazing at the city in

silence.

Early as was the hour (it was but little past four) the tone

of the air aheady promised a blinding summer's day. The end

of darkness had hfted no mist from the gardens. The last

heats of yesterday blended Avith the new warmth of the sunrise

that stretched bright red across the far suburbs where the

populace stood to arms ; behind the confused high roofs and

spires of their capital the two Princesses saw advancing at last

great beams of power and, enflaming the city, an awful day-

break. The younger woman was afraid and spoke her thought,

saying that it looked like some great disaster, a burning spread

before them.

Now that it was broad day the vigour of the Queen returned.

She became again the will of the defence, and its leader—if it

had a leader. She had not expected defeat even in the worst

silences of the night ; with the new day she was confident of

success.

The commander of the Paris Mihtia, one Mandat, who had

lately come by rote to that function, she knew to be sound.

He had garrisoned the bridge-head by which alone the trans-
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pontine mob could cross the river to the palace ; his cavalry

also held the narrow arch at the Guildhall, by which alone the

east end could come. Petion, now become the Mayor of Paris,

p> ho had been summoned to the palace for a hostage, had gone

—the Parliament had demanded him—but Mandat remained

and his presence sufficed for her. Upon that presence she

rehed : when she came to seek him she found that he too had

disappeared. The Town Ha,ll had summoned him twice, and

twice he had refused. At the third summons he had gone,

suddenly, unescorted, " to account for his municipal command."
She began to wonder, but her hope was still maintained. She

'' crossed to the room where she could find her husband, and

she engaged upon the last act which freedom permitted her to

command.
Still pursued by memories of what the Court had been, she

determined to show the King to his subjects, and to present a

sight which should exalt his soldiery and linger in history as

the appeal which saved him.

[
The King obeyed her summons : he had better have re-

i mained for repose, for she found him but recently awakened

from a stupor into which he had fallen at the end of the night

I

when all his garrison had risen to the alarm.

I

The servitors, the gentlemen, the Mihtia, and the strict Swiss
' beside them saw, as they stood drawn up in a rambhng fine upon

the western garden terrace, the figure for which they were to die.

He appeared at the main central door, weary, dishevelled,

and, as it were, aged. His violet coat recalled the periods of

mourning. The shadow in which he stood enhanced the sombre

colour of his clothing and the pallor of his freckled face ; his

stoutness and his habitually sanguine temper rendered that

pallor unnatural and suggested catastrophe or disease. His

paunch was obvious, his hair deplorable. With such an intro-

duction to their loyalty he wandered heavily from end to end

of the fine. There was a laugh—by one hght-head he was

covertly insulted as he passed—he was certainly of less and

less moment in their eyes with every step he took in this un-

happy review. \Vhen it abruptly ended, old Mailly went down
stiffiy on one knee and tendered his sword, then stiffly rose

again. Again in the ranks some one laughed. From this scene

the King returned to his room in silence.

21
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She also, the Queen, returned from it angry and in tears, the

more embittered that she herself had designed the thing.

The first news that met her on her return to the palace was

the death of Mandat. As the details were told her she under-

stood, though vaguely, what a blow had fallen. He had reached

the Town Hall " to account for his command," but had found

there, not the hesitating constitutional body which he expected

and which had a right to summon the head of the Militia. He
had found instead a ring of new faces, the insurrectionary

Commune : the Revolution, maddened and at bay, had glared

at him across the Hghts of the hall. As he went do^vn the steps

to the street, bhnded by that vision of terror, some lad shot

him dead, and with that deed the whole plan of the defence

crumbled. The bridge-head and the archway were abandoned.

The crowds of the south and east gathered as the morning

advanced ; their way was now clear, and yet, to those watch-

ing from the palace windows, it still seemed as the sun rose

higher that the movement had failed. Seven chimed above

the central portico ; it chimed slowly upon bells of nearly a

hundred years ; the half-hour sounded, and stiU the courts of

the Carrousel lay empty. But the deserted air was ominous.

No street cries rose from the neighbouring market-stalls. There

was no sound of workmen upon the building of the new bridge ^

down river ; the regular sawing of stone and the ring of

hammered iron were silent.

At last a head showed above the high wooden palings that

separated the courtyard from the square. Then another, the

heads of ragged street-boys, who peered over, standing on their

companions' shoulders. A stone was thrown. One of the

sentries aimed, and in a twdnkhng the dirty, beardless faces

disappeared. As yet no shot had been fired.

A noise Uke that of swarming bees came confusedly from

the quays, muffled by the intervening wing of the Louvre. It

approached, still dull and blanketed by the vast building ; for a

moment it was swallowed up in the deep passage beneath the

Louvre ; then, with an immediate and overwhelming roar, it

burst into the square of the Carrousel. Some one in command
must ha7e dashed upstairs, to where from the higher attic

* Now called the Pont de la Concorde.
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^andows lie could overlook the hoarding : such an one saw the
Carrousel crammed with a violent whirlpool of men that seethed
and broke against the great oaken gates of the yard. Even as
he looked the gates gave way or were opened—which he could
hardly distinguish in the press. The inner court filled as the
torrent of arms surged through the entry. At a window of the
upper floor certain gentlemen who had volunteered knelt, with
their muskets upon the crowd below.

They waited for the order to fire.



CHAPTER XVII

THE TEMPLE

^HE vanguard of the mob came pouring in.

They swarmed through the arches under the Long

Gallery, and the main body of them still came swinging

up to it along the riverside.

The sun, well up and brazen, touched the metal about them
and sent dancing gleams from pikes and curved hooks bound to

staves. Before that uneven crowd the long shadows of morning

stood out sharply, thrown along the uneven paving of the

narrow quays. They sang or jested ; they jostled and could

not order themselves. There were no soldiers among this first

batch of the insurrection, nor even a body of the half-trained

Mihtia, nor had they any guns. So they swarmed through the

public archways under the Long Gallery, so they packed and

surged in the square of the Carrousel. Before them were the

walls of the central courtyard of the palace and a great gate

shut against them.

Of the fourteen guns that the palace commanded, five faced

them in this court, ready to fire should the crowd burst in.

Three were advanced in the emptiness of the square ; two, in

support, were just outside the main door, whence the central

staircase of the Tuileries swept up to the royal rooms. At that

door the lads who had chmbed the outer walls of the courtyard

could also now see some few of the Guard drawn up in forma-

tion outside the palace door and already retiring ; the rest were

massed behind these in the hall : the solid body of Swiss who
were the kernel of the defence.

These thousand mercenaries and more, immovable men, had

in their attitude something at once of the grotesque and the

terrible. Stiff and strict as lifeless things in their red and white,

tight hose and muskets erect and firm, they were ready first for

the volley, then for the charge, and every man (in that time,

when ten rounds was thought a day's provision) carried forty

324
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rounds upon him. The pale, unmoved faces of the mountaineers

were here and there diversified by some Hveher face, their

rough-cut hair by the careful barbering of the wealthy, for there

were gentry of the King's who had borrowed uniforms of the

Guard and had slipped in among them and now stood part of

the silent rank.

The roaring of voices in the Carrousel beyond the walls of

the courtyard increased continually ; the outer noise of the sea

of Paris rose with it every moment, and on the first floor, where

the Roj'-al Family and some few advisers sat, all this gathering

crowd outside the courtyard walls was watched by those who
were responsible for the unity of the nation in face of the

advancing invasion, and for the person of what was still the

King. Chief of those so responsible was Poederer. He stood

there for that new public authority, the elected county-body

which alone had legal power ; he considered only the necessary

survival of the King. Already, at dawn, he had advised that

the Kmg should leave the defence to others ; now, hours later,

as the mob and its noise swelled and swelled, he insisted once

more. It was but a personal act whose value in the mihtary

thing that followed only those present could judge, nay, only

those who knew, as only contemporaries can know them, the

personal forces at work. There was no capitulation here. . . .

But in the judgment of the greatest master of war, Louis leaving

the defence by those few yards determined the issue ; for it

was Napoleon, himself perhaps a witness, who said that if the

King had then been seen on horseback before the palace, his

troops would have had the better of the fight. But the King
did what he thought was necessary for the moment of peril,

and guarded his family. He said, " Let us go." As he passed

through the corridors of the palace down to the main doors

upon the garden side, he said to those who heard him, " We
shall be back soon." He beheved it and they also. None saw

in this precaution an element of defeat, and yet that sort of

shadow which doom throws before itself as it advances vaguely

oppressed the palace.

The King, the Queen, and their children, Madame de Lam-
balle and Madame de Tourzel, the governess, the handful of

Ministers and friends, had nothing to do with the military

scheme of the defence. Louis had thought it prudent, and his
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advisers also, that those few steps should be taken between the

palace and the Parliament House that lay beyond the palace

garden, and as they went along the broad garden way between

the formal trees, few thought, if any thought, that those ten

minutes in the privacy of their grounds were final. Later, all

called it the beginning or the presage of defeat.

The King walked solidly on in front by himself, murmuring

from time to time that the leaves had begun to fall very early

that year. The Dauphin, holding the Queen's hand, trotted by

her side and amused himself by pushing away with his feet

those same dead leaves, until, the sickly little chap growing

weary, a Grenadier of the Royal Mihtia, which formed their

escort, hfted the Prince in his arms against his blue coat.

The Queen's face, mottled red and white in the violence she did

herself by that retreat, was now disfigured by tears, and the

crowd beyond the palisades of the garden, seeing royalty thus

taking refuge, broke through a gate and made a hubbub round

the Parhament door. But a couple of dozen members made a

way through them and met the Royal party, assuring them of

an asylum within. With some httle pushing, complaints and

speechifying they got them into safety, and the King so took

his place beside the Speaker in that great oval of the riding-

school in the early but hot and sunht morning, the Queen and

the children behind him upon the Bench of the Ministers ; and

there the Grenadier gently put down the child.

Vergniaud was in the Chair, and, when the King had spoken

his few words to the Parliament, it was Vergniaud who assured

him of the protection of the laws. But there was a prejudice

too strong in volume, of too recent a date, and too lively in char-

acter, to permit of the open presence of royalty at their debates.

Royalty must, at least in appearance, withdraw, and Louis and

his wdfe and the children and some few of their attendants

consented to enter a little box where the shorthand reporters of

a certain Journal had usually their place. It overlooked the

hundreds of the Assembly from a httle above their level, and

was so placed at the south-eastern corner of the great ellipse

that the sun, creeping round, was bound to beat upon it through

the high-arched southern mndows as the day wore on. The

grating was removed, they were attempting some repose in that

strict lodgment, when the sudden sound which all so tensely
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awaited broke out beyond the garden trees. The firing had

begun. It was a httle after nine.

Cabined as they were within the Httle box, whose outer wall

gave upon the gardens of the palace, they could hear, trembling

through the stone and noisy through the open windows, on that

hot August morning the rattle of the musketry of the defence.

The Marseillais had come up in their turn ; they had come into

the courtyard. They had parleyed with the S^viss. The gentry

at the broad ^^dndows of the first floor, each group twelve front

three deep, had opened fire to stop that parleying. But of what

so passed the ParHament and the httle party in the reporters'

box knew nothing. They heard but one discharge of cannon,

booming dull, and after that a silence. The debate in the hall

of the Parhament ceased. It was the moment when the Swiss

had rallied and when the defenders of the palace had swept the

populace from the Carrousel, and had so thought to have ended

the day. There were many in that haU who thought it ended

also : mobs are often thus defeated in a few moments. The

silence lasted.

Two more discharges of cannon might have been—and were

perhaps thought to be in the anxious house and by the much
more anxious group that strained their ears in the reporters'

box—the last volley against a flying crowd. It was not so :

those cannon were the two pieces of Marseilles leading a return

of the mob, and thenceforward, with every moment for a quarter

of an hour, for twenty minutes, the fusillade and the roar of

approaching thousands swelled like the calculated swefl of an

orchestra. The Queen heard, where she sat in the corner of the

tiny lodge, the whistle of grape, the thud of solid shot against

the walls, the crash of glass, and aU that increasing roar which

told her that the populace had returned Hke a tide, flooding

the courts of the palace and invading its very doors. For

some very few moments they heard that struggle maintained.

Then it was that Boederer, rightly or wrongly, a lawyer, not

a soldier, determined that the day was lost. In the spirit which

had made him, in his capacity as a high official of the Local

Government, tmce advise the King to retire, and the second

time succeed in that advice, in that same spirit he now advised a

capitulation. Perhaps he hoped by such a compromise (could

it arrive in time) to save the Monarchy. More probably he
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deemed the Monarchy secure, and thought only by this capitula-

tion to save the House in which the Parhament sat and in which

the Crown had taken refuge from direct assault by the mob.

At any rate there was written, and presumably in the King's

presence, the hurried word or two which ordered the Guard to

cease firing, and that scrap of paper Louis signed.^ It was the

last act of the French Monarchy.

This order was conveyed to the upright and soldierly

D'Hervilly : it filled him mth contempt and anger. He took

the paper, pocketed it, forced his way round with difficulty to

the further side of the Tuileries, saw that the defence, though

now beaten back to the very doors, was still maintained, and,

so far from communicating the King's command, determined,

as many a soldier before has done in such a fix, to disobey.

He continued to direct the battle.

Though the populace had rushed the doors and in part the

river \\dng of the palace, a furious hand-to-hand fight still raged.

The staircase was not yet carried; that wing of the populace

which had leapt the gap in the flooring and had boarded the

PaviHon de Flore from the Long Gallery had not yet fought its

way into the Tuileries. The great body of the insurgents was

still massed outside in the square ; a steady fire was still main-

tained upon them from the windows of the palace. It was not

until the rooms were at last flooded by the advancing mob and

the staircase was held that D'Hervilly faltered. He was turned.

The assault had begun to verge upon a massacre. Of one half-

company of the popular MiHtia, all but five had been hit at one

door alone in the upper rooms. Before the main door, within a

few yards of it, 400 men—if we may trust those who most

desired to hide the full numbers—400 men at least lay heaped.

Within, the mob was taking its revenge and the sacking had

begun before D'Hervilly showed that scrap of paper to the

Guard. This second command also the Swiss obeyed, as they

had obeyed the first command to die.

They fell back out of the palace in order, this remnant of a

high discipline ; they passed do\Mi the main broad avenue of the

gardens steadily : the covering volleys of their retreat came

very sharp and clear just outside the ^vindows of the Parhament.

1 The authenticity of this document which forms the frontispiece of this

book is discussed in Appendix A.
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Those within heard their steady tramp, until at last that tramp

turned to a scuffle ; there were crunchings upon the gravel,

confused scrambles upon the lawns, choked cries and fugitive

running ; they had broken by the round pond.

Far off along the river-side one could still hear a rhythm

and a tramp of men. It was the marching of the Marseillese

with their prisoners : for they had made prisoners and dis-

dained to massacre. They had saved somewhat more than a

company of the Guard and bore them escort. The fight was

done.

It was just after ten o'clock. In those two hours, or httle

more, of doubt, in that one hour of combat, there had perished

many thousands of men and the tradition of nine hundred years.

The day passed without wind or air, a day of increasing

clamour. The conquering populace entered by deputations, and

vdth. the rhetoric of the poor and of their leaders before the

bar of the manege. They demanded and obtained the sus-

pension of Louis " till the National Convention should be called."

They brought spoils rehgiously to that bar, " lest they should be

thought thieves." They harangued and they declaimed—by
the mouth of leaders.

Far off in the chapel of the palace a young man at the organ

played the " Dies Irse " for his whim. Those who had so

lately been the masters of the palace sat huddled in the box of

the Logotachygraphe.

If the modern reader would have some conception of it, this

" loge" of the shorthand reporter, let him think, if he is rich,

of a box at the opera, or, if he is poor, of a cabin upon a steamer

:

such was its size.

Louis XVI. and one or two of his armed gentlemen, the

Queen, the little children and their governess, sat packed hour

after hour in that httle den ; through the torn grating of it

they could see the vast oval of the riding-school, its sweep of

benches under the candle-light. It was a huge pit, from whence
in a confusion of speech and clamour rose the smoke of

their fate.

The summer night had been so tedious and so bm'ning that

in their ten-foot square of a hutch the refugees had hardly

endured it. The httle child had fallen into a stupid sleep upon
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his mother's knees, and a sweat unnatural to childhood so

bathed his exhausted face that the Queen would not let it

remain. She turned for a handkerchief to a gentleman of

theirs : he gave her his—but there was the blood of a wound
upon it.

Midnight had passed, and they still sat thus packed and

buried ; before them still rose the sonorous cries of the in-

vading mob, the interjections of the Parhament, the rhetoric of

the last speeches. The hundreds of Hghts still flamed in the

double chandehers of the enormous hall ; the roof and the

planks of the half-empty benches around the arena still sent

back echoes.

It was two in the morning before the doors could open on

them, and with the sweep of cooler air came the roar of the

populace still on guard after all these eighteen hours. The
crowd pressed against the raihngs as a strong escort hurried the

'King and Queen across a httle corner of the gardens to the

deserted monastery next door. There were large candles thrust

into the barrels of chance muskets : the night was calm and

they could burn. By that faint and smoky hght, which but

just caught the faces of the crowd bej^ond, they hurried into

the door of the Feuillants.

For many months no one had trodden the corridor of the

place ; the bricks of the flooring beneath their feet lay unevenly.

The blank and whitewashed walls, cracked and neglected, were

pierced by four such similar Httle doors as monasteries use for

an entrance to their cells, and in those four bare cells the

Parliament had hurriedly provided what furniture the old house

afforded.

The Dauphin had awakened for a moment in the fresh air,

and had smiled ; he had said, so that those near could hear

him : "I am to sleep in mamma's room to-night !
" His

mother had promised it him as a reward during the dreadful

day ; he slept when the doors closed on them, and his sister

slept too. The Queen was too angry for repose.

She saw the monk's bed of the cell, Httle and hard ; she

saw the mouldy green paper on the wall ; she stamped for one

last futile time into the King's presence beyond the partition to

cry that things should surely have turned differently.

" The Marseillese should have been diiven back !

"
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Louis had never failed to meet her anger when it rose by a

stoHd truth. " Wlio was to drive them back ? " he said.

Then she, who had not understood the armed nature of the

struggle, but only her own fierce desire, turned back and threw

herself upon the narrow bed of her refuge.

The day already ghmmered. One could see the trees of

what had been but yesterday her royal garden, and one could

see the palace beyond through the dirty windows of the little

room. The sun rose and showed her her misery more clearly.

She could not sleep. It was not till the light in the east had

risen above the many roofs of the Tuileries and had already

thrown a sHt of bright shining aslant into the room, that there

fell upon her less a slumber than an unhappy trance of

exhaustion.

There was silence while she slept. The mob had gone home
exhausted. The carts, which had worked all night round the

palace and in the gardens picking up the wounded and the

dead, lumbered no more, and their crunching upon the gravel

of the alleys had ceased. No wheels rattled in the Rue St.

Honore as yet, and the few that still maintained the sitting in

the Parliament were attended by no more in the Tribunes than

a few sleepy beings watching to the end. Outside in the still

air all that could be heard was the early piping of birds.

For that httle space Marie Antoinette lay broken but for-

getful of the dreadful day.

Her sister-in-law, in whom self-sacrifice was permanent,

watched her pitifully so lying for one hour and another. Then

she woke the children and dressed them for the new day,

silently, so as to spare their mother's sleep, but that sleep did

not endure. The Queen raised herself unrefreshed, and, when

she saw the children, remembered their promise and their fall

and said : "It will all end with us ! . .
."

With the morning some succour began to arrive from their

own class, w^ho pitied them, especially from foreigners. Lady

Gower's httle son, younger than the Dauphin, was yet of the

same measure. The child could therefore wear the change that

was sent him from the EngHsh Embassy. The King was sup-

phed by a captain of his Smss, a man as corpulent as himself.

The Queen could get hnen at least from the Duchesse de

Gramont. Her watch and purse were stolen, left behind or
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lost, but there was plenty of money ; one of her women had

no less than twenty pounds upon her : there was no need to

look further.

At ten an escort brought that broken family back to the

reporter's box. And so daily the long fatigue was endured and

the mean lodging of the night. All the Saturday, all the

Sunday, the debates continued in their presence. They saw,

they half-understood the quarrel between the city, which had

determined to be master of their persons, and the ParHament,

which refused to forgo its sovereignty. They heard the decree

passed that overthrew the statues of the kings throughout

Paris. They heard that the palace of the Luxemburg was to

be their sumptuous prison ; then the long argument against

that building, the perpetual demand of the city for their custody
;

the suggestion of this place and that : the Archbishop's palace

—

at last the Temple.

They saw the deputation of the city, with the Mayor at its

head, insisting ; they heard the Parliament give way, and knew

by Sunday evening that Paris would hold them hostages.

On the morrow—a fatal 13th—their Court was removed

from them : a few friends only were allowed to remain. Under

the wan Hght of evening two great carriages—still royal, but

their drivers' Uvery gone and a dull grey replacing it—stood

before the door of the Feuillants. The act of imprisonment

had begun.

The heavy coaches rolled along the paving. The scene was

that of a crowd freed from labour at such an hour, thousands on

either side, and a dense escort pushing its armed column through.

The sunset and the long twihght were full of halts and

summonses ; Petion, with his head thrust through the window,

was insisting on a way for Authority : there was a noise of men
struggling, sometimes to see, sometimes to save their feet,

snatches of songs, cries.

The distance was not quite a mile and a half. For over two

hours the coaches pushed and fought their passage up to the

Place Vendome, where the statue of Louis XIV. lay fallen :

past the wide boulevards whose width did nothing to disperse

the crowd : down at last along the narrow lane of the Temple,

till they came to the great pillars of the porch.

All this while the Queen sat silent. Her husband and she
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and her royal children were still given honour—sat on the front

seat of the great carriage ; but the ladies who yet followed the

Court, the governess of the Children of France, were indignant

that Authority should have passed to the officials, and that

these should sit wearing their hats of ofl&ce before France-in-

Person. So also when the Royal Family walked across the court-

yard to the steps of what had once been Artois' Palace of the

Temple, the deputation of the Commune there present to receive

them kept their heads covered and insisted upon their new
authority, calling Louis " Sir," not " Sire," and preserving in

his sight that austere carriage which he had thought the peculiar

appanage of kings.

They went up the great staircase, lit splendidly as for a

feast, lit as it had been for Artois in the days she so well

remembered : the doors shut as upon guests assembled. They

followed their warders down a short, walled way through the

open night, and saw before them at last, with lamps in every

old crocket of the corners, and every window ablaze, the enormous

mass of the Tower.

To the north of the square keep which was the main outline

of the Tower, a second building, an afterthought of the latter

Middle Ages, had been added. It leant up against its larger

neighbour, forming a kind of pent-house ; its four storeys were

far lower than those of the stronghold—the rooms into which each

storey was partitioned were necessarily smaller and less convenient

than those which they were to occupy later in the main tower :

it was nevertheless necessary to lodge them here for the first

few weeks, because this annex alone was furnished. It had been

the residence of the Archivist in charge ; its main room had

been his drawing-room ; the whole was ready for an immediate

occupation.

To these Princesses and their train there was a portentous

novelty in such a place. The King, a man, and one fond of

hunting in all weathers, self-centred, neghgent of his person,

careless of any luxury save that of the table, saw nothing sharp

in these surroundings : indeed, his sex, especially when it is

leisured, can take what it finds in a campaign or accident

with no great shock. But the women, who had in every moment
of their lives been moulded by magnificence and ease, could
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not understand the place at all. Varennes had been a hurly-

burly ; the wretched three days just ended at the Feuillants a

violent interlude ; for the rest their pains and terrors of the

past three years had been played upon a gorgeous scene. They

had slept for a thousand nights of peril in very soft and bulging

beds whose frames were thick with gilding, beds whose canopies

were splendidly high and curtained hke thrones. They had

been surrounded for a thousand days of peril by silent servants

trained and dressed in gorgeous Hvery for their work. They had

looked out on great ordered gardens, and had walked over the

shining floors of the palace. That was their protection : a habit

of grand circumstance and continuous exalted experience against

which the occasional horror and the strain of their hves could

make no impression.

To-night, in the unaccustomed stillness of the Temple en-

closure, they sat silent in the knowledge that these low roofs and

common walls must be a kind of home for them. All was at

first insupportable; the King's sister, sleeping on a ground

floor, in a room which once the cooks of the house inhabited :

next to her through the wall, the Guard Room ; the Queen,

the royal children and their governess, cooped up in a couple

of small bedrooms fifteen feet square or less, preparing their

own beds and the Dauphin's, were in a new, worse world. The

poor Princesse de Lamballe, with her own great virtue of

fidelity surviving all her inanities, put a truckle bed for herself

in the dark Httle passage between the two rooms and slept

there, as a dog sleeps at the door of its mistress. Nor did even

this society endure. A week had not passed when the officers

came by night to read a new decree, and to separate the

Duchesse de Tourzel and the Princesse de Lamballe from their

masters, saying :
" There must be no one here but Capetians."

Then the complete isolation of their hves, a new habit, of

settled hours and monotonous exactitude, began.

This hfe reflected as in a quiet mirror the chaos of the

enormous struggle which was being fought out beyond the walls

of the Temple. They were prisoners and yet unrestricted ; con-

fined by pubhc authority and yet permitted the refinements

of their rank. Surrounded by guardians, but by guardians

none of whom as yet insulted them, many of whom were secretly

their friends, some few their devoted servants, traitors to the
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State in the crisis of a great war but traitors through devotion

to a national tradition.

Twenty courses at a meal were not thought too many ; a

dozen servants, paid fantastic salaries, did not suffice them
;

their expenditure, if not the half million voted, was yet at the

rate of many thousands a year ; the doctor and the drawing

master may visit them, and the Duchesse de Gramont may send

them books. Their wine, though the King alone drank it, was
of the best, commonly champagne (at that time not the fashion-

able wine of the rich, but rather the ritual of feast days) ; they

had good furniture at their demand, an ample hbrary of many
hundred volumes ; and in general such comfort as such a situa-

tion could afford. But a violent contrast marked their lives,

the contrast between this luxury and the anarchy of manners

around them. Their guards, often gentlemen, were now cour-

teous, now obsequious, now offensive, according as chance sent

men of varying poHtics or character by turn to be on duty

at the Tower.

The alternate fears and expectations of the Revolution, the

doubtful chances of the frontier battles, the unsettled quarrel of

the pohtical parties among the conquerors—all these permit the

inconsistencies of that moment upon the part of the Commune
and the Parhament. They permit within the Tower that

mixture of the prison and the home whereby an increasing

severity of rule and an increasing vexation did not forbid

the costly furniture, the very complete Hbrary, the exquisite

cooking which make up the curious contrast of their lives.

The order of their day was simple and unchangeable. The
King would rise at six, shave, dress, and read till nine. The
Queen and the Dauphin were up by eight, at which hour the

servants and the guard came into the rooms. At nine they

breakfasted. During the morning great care was taken by
Louis himseff with, the lessons of the boy. The Queen and her

sister-in-law dressed for the day. They walked in the large

gardens where the mob from far off could watch them from
behind the raihngs of the Square ; dined at two o'clock, played

cards. The King would sleep in the afternoon, would sup again

at nine, and read till midnight.

A week after the Princesse de Lamballe and the Duchesse de

Tourzel had left them, before the end of August, the first of the
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indignities offered to the person of the Monarch came to him

thus : they took away his sword. It was but an ornament,

yet in all that long line of ancestry no other had had his sword

unclasped. And this man, who could never have used a true

sword, let alone that toy, felt the loss Hke a wound. Much at

the same time, that is before the end of August, entered three

new people into the prison—Tison and liis wife, new gaolers

who had to act as spies upon them ; and Clery, who was to

act as the valet of Louis, who was devoted to him, and

who has left us what is certainly the clearest and probably the

most accurate account of the prison life of the family.

In those same days they heard whispered to them by one

of the guards. Hue, the first news they had had upon the

matter that never left their thoughts. The invasion was

successful. Brunswick was well on his way—it was impossible

that he should be opposed.

For yet another week no incident disturbed the common
run of their quiet ; the physical impressions which build up

most of hfe were neighbouring and small ; the daily noise of

hammering in the great tower next door where their permanent

apartments were preparing ; the daily reading, the daily games

of backgammon, and, daily, the sumptuous meals ; the modest

dresses, changed (as is the custom of the gentry) for the

evening ; the daily intercourse with such two Commissioners

from the City Council as happened to be on guard. From
their windows they could see the rapid demoKtion of the

small huddled buildings round the Tower, and Palloy's great

encirchng wall rising between them and liberty on every side.

But beyond these exterior things their minds dwelt con-

tinually upon the matter which had held all their thoughts for

a year. They remembered, in their isolation, the frontier, the

Argonne (which is a wall), and beyond it the bare plains of the

East : moving densely over these the convoys, the guns, and

the packed columns of the invasion. They had failed to hold

their Parisian fortress till the advent of that slow machine, but

they could still hope serenely : they had known regulars since

their childhood : they saw in the advance of Brunswick some-

thing inevitable ; they were certain of his success, and they

waited.
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How truly the history of the Revolution is the history of

war can never sufficiently be stamped upon the mind of the

student. The Terror when it came was, as I shall call it,

nothing but martial law estabhshed during a reign : the steps

by which the fury of the time advanced towards it corresponded

exactly to the fortune of the French armies.

Upon the 2nd of September, as the prisoners walked in the

garden, they heard a roar throughout the city. The populace

beyond the raihngs threw stones : they were hurried back into

their prison. For a moment before dusk they saw the wild and

fanatical face of Mathieu, once a monk, who shouted at them :

" The Emigres have taken Verdun, but if we perish you shall

perish with us." In the increasing hubbub all around, the Httle

Dauphin cried and was disturbed ; and all night the Queen

could not sleep. She could not sleep as the noise rose and

roared throughout Paris. ... It had almost come. The
armies were almost here, and once again the dice were being

shaken for the murder of the prisoners, or for their deliverance.

It was on that day, and pricked by the spur of such news,

that Marat's frenzied committee gathered a band, and began

the massacre of those caught in the public prisons—all those

suspect of complicity with the invasion a,nd of the desire to

help the foreigner in destroying the new liberties of the nation.

Among these hundreds, roped in suddenly upon suspicion from

among the rich or the reactionary of the older world, was the

foohsh, tender and loyal woman who had determined to share

the fortunes of the Queen—the Princesse de Lamballe. "When

they had taken her a fortnight before from the side of her

friend she had but been thrust into another prison to await

these days.

The 3rd of September broke upon the captives, a dull uneasy

morning in which the clamour of distant disturbance still occa-

sionally reached them from the centre of the city southward,

then came nearer.

They were told that on that day there would be no walk in

the garden. They sat therefore all the morning in their rooms.

They dined as was their custom ; their dinner was over, it was

not quite three o'clock, and the King and the guard for the day

stood together at one of the great tunnel-lil^e windows of the

first floor, for the windows were not yet blinded as they later

I

22
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were. The guard by his side was one Danjou, a young man of

thirty-two, very eager upon the new world which he beheved to

be then arising ; full of a vision of freedom, a good sculptor

—

for that was his business—intense in action, he was, above all,

brave. Energy bubbled out of him, and he had, what goes with

energy, a clear head and rapid decision. The King and this man
stood together exchanging that kind of easy conversation which

Louis had by this time learnt to hold with men of every rank.

They were watching the workmen pull down the houses near by,

and the rising of the w^all which w^as built to enclose the gardens

of the Temple. Now" and then, as a great beam fell Avith its

great clouds of dust, the honest and slow King would laugh and

say :
" There goes another !

" Their conversation was on this

level when they heard an increasing noise outside the gates.

To the Royal Family it meant but one more mob rolhng by.

Danjou, who was a free man fresh from outside and knew better,

was silent and anxious : he w^as aware that the massacres had

begun.

At first it was a set of drunken songs far off, and then a

clamour in the streets. At last, quite close, separate cries and

loud demands, and hammering at the gates ; and next a nasty

crowd burst in. They were not very numerous, but they were

drunk and mad with blood ; and they dragged with them the

body of the only woman killed durir.g all those horrors, a corpse

stripped, perhaps mutilated, and separate from it a head with

powder on the hair. This head, thrust upon a pike, some of

the foremost raised before the window ; and Louis, slow of

vision though he was, recognised it for the Princesse de Lam-
balle's. His wife was at the table behind him. The window was
high, deep and distant. Louis cried suddenly, " Prevent the

Queen . . . !
" But, w^hether she had seen or had not seen that

dreadful thing, the Queen had fainted.

Without, Danjou, acting as promptly as a soldier, was stand-

ing on the steps, giving the mob all the words that came to him

of flattery, rhetoric, or menace ; and getting them at last to

scramble down from the heaps of broken brick and rubble they

;

occupied, and to go, taking their trophy with them. Within,

her sister and her husband attended the Queen.

She was quite broken down. The night fell, but again she'

could not sleep. She passed the dark hours sobbing with pain,
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until yet another day had dawned upon her. And still a long

way off in Paris the massacres continued. Still, through the

first week of September and the second, advanced the army of

the invaders which was to save them as it came victorious ; or

at the worst it came at least to destroy their enemies and the

city which had dared to imprison them.

News did not reach the prisoners save at such intervals, or in

such broken whispers, or by such doubtful signs that they could

make httle of it : but whether they knew much of that news or

little, the army was irresistibly advancing : the French troops

which were to oppose it were increasingly falling in value : the

passes of Argonne were forced—all but one. Dumouriez was

turned ; and by the 20th of September Prussia and Austria

were present, armed, four days' march from the gates ; and

there was no force at all between them and Paris. That same

day the Parliament in Paris met the menace by declaring the

Republic.

Upon the morrow the most extreme of the extremists,

Hebert, the cleanly and insane, looked in to mock them coldly

;

while outside the booming voice of Lubin proclaimed in a

most distinct proclamation, phrase by phrase, that the French

Monarchy was no more. The King went on reading, the Queen

went on sewing ; for such was the occupation of either as they

heard those words. The slow hours of the equinox passed with-

out news or disturbance in the city ; but meanwhile, out where

the armies w^ere, a prodigious and as yet unexplained thing had

happened. Austria and Prussia and the Emigrants had failed.

The strong cities which they had easily taken, the passes of

Argonne which they had almost as easily forced, the contemp-

tuous and just strategy by Avhich they had marched round the

worthless forces of the National Defence and now stood between

it and Paris—all these by some miracle of war had availed them

nothing : and in a muddy dip before the windmill of Valmy
the whole campaign had failed.

• •••••••
I wish I had the space here to digress into some account of

that inexplicable day. I know the place, and I have well com-

prehended the conditions of soil and of gunnery under which

I
the Prussian charge failed even before its onset. Nor could

I
any study more engross, nor any examination prove more con-
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elusive, than an analysis of the few hotu-s in which this acci-

dent of European history was decided upon the ground which,

centuries before, had seen Gaul, and therefore Europe, saved

from Attila. But neither the Hmits nor the nature of my
subject permit me ; and it must be enough to say that on the

21st of September at Valmy, a few yards from the road whereby

the King had fled to Varennes, by the failure of one charge the

invasion failed. In a few days the retreat of the army that was

to rescue or to avenge the King and the Queen had begun ; and

from that moment the nature of their imprisonment changed.

Upon the 29th of September pens, ink and paper were taken

away from the prisoners, and on the evening of the same day

there once more entered the cleanly and insane Hebert, who read

to them the order that Louis XVI. should be separated from his

family and imprisoned in another set of rooms in the Tower.

Those relations w^hich had been at first ridiculous, later

tolerated, and though affectionate not deep, between the Queen

and her husband, her disHke of his advances towards the Liberal

movement, her angry amazement at his patriotism in the early

days of the revolt,—all these which are too often read into her

last emotions in his regard, must be in part forgotten when we

consider how they aU lived together behind those thick walls.

Every human soul that left the group was something lost to

them for ever. Of the two that had last left them, the head

of one, shown murdered, had been seen at the window. And
moreover, this order to separate the King meant almost certainly

some form of approaching disaster. The children also were a

bond. For they knew nothing of whatever early phantasies,

whatever recent disagreements there had been between the wife

and the husband, and they must now have their father hidden i

from them.

He was taken away. Upon the next day, the 30th, as once

before during their imprisonment, the Queen refused to eat and

sat silent. To that silence there succeeded a fit of violent

anger in which she screamed at the guards. It was when Clery ^

came to get some books for his master.

It is reported that Simon, one of the Municipals who was

later to be the gaoler of her child, said as he saw the distress of

the women, that it nearly moved him to tears, and that turning
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to the Queen he told her that she had had no tears when the

palace fought the people upon the 10th of August. It is said

that the Queen answered :
" You do not understand." And

when he added :
" You should be glad at least that the traitors

are caught,"—by which phrase he meant the popular vengeance

and the massacres in the prisons, the repulsion of the invasion

and the rest of it—the Queen would not answer a word.

Upon the 1st of November, the day before her thirty-seventh

birthday, she saw again a visitor to her prison, a dark face

which it appalled her to see : it was a face stamped with all

the association of Varennes. It was the face of Drouet.

He spoke to her as a deputy from the Municipahty (to which

he now belonged), to ask whether she had anything to com-

plain of. She resolutely maintained her sullen silence ; she

turned her face away and treated him as though he were not

there, and he on his part threw his arms up in a gesture of

resignation, then bowed to her and went out.

The royal people had colds in November and waited through

a shivering month what could not but be the approach of some

very evil thing. Upon the 6th, one of those scraps of news

—

positive news and ill—which reached them hke patches of clear

Ught in the midst of murky fears and rumours, was granted to

the prisoners. The Committee of Parhament had reported upon

Louis' case : an indictment was framed ; he would certainly

be tried.

To such an advance of misfortune the Queen could only oppose

the fixed hope that in some way or other the regular armies of

I

the Old World must break through. They had been checked at

j
Valmy, nay, they had retreated. But surely they could not hut

i return, and brush aside at last the raw and formless rags of the

j

French volunteers. They could not hut. The old regulated

i armies, the peace of mind, the brilMant uniforms, the vast

I

prestige of German arms, the leadership of gentlemen—sanity,

! cleanliness, and the approval of educated men—these must at

last destroy those mere composite mobs, half regulars, half

forced levies ; sodden, mutinous, ill-fed, ill-clothed, officered

as best might be, untutored and untutorable, which her gaolers

had flung together in a sort of delirium, hotch-potch, to make
a confused covering against the governing classes of Europe who
v.ere advancing in defence of all the decencies of this world.
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As the Royal Famil}'- so hoped against hope, that ill-con-

ditioned crowd—old soldiers relaxed in disciphne, young en-

thusiasts who drank, sickly and grumbUng volunteers, veterans

hoping for revenge against the harsh experience of years (a

dangerous type), company-officers of a week's standing (put

side by side with others of twenty years), captains in boyhood

and heutenants at forty—this welter was jumbled all together

under the anxious eye of Dumouriez, along a valley of the

frontier, on the muddy banks of the river called Hate—La
Haine.

I know the place : low banks that rise in the distance into

hills are overlooked far up stream and down by the fantastic

belfry of Mons and its huge church dominating the plain.

Dumouriez, deeply doubting his rabble but knowing the temper

of his own people, poured the young men and the old across the

line of the river, leading them with the Marseillaise. Among
the villages of the assaulted line Jemappes has given its name
to the charge. By the evening of that same day, the 6th of

November, the Austrian force was destroyed, a third of its men
lay upon the field or had deserted, the rest were beating off in a

pressed retreat, eastward and away. The rabble should have

failed and had succeeded.

I have said that for Valmy no explanation has as yet been

given. For Jemappes there are many explanations : that the

Austrians had attempted to hold too long a strategic Kne and

were outnumbered at the chief tactical point of the battle : that

their excellent cavahy (the French in this arm were deplorable)

had not been allowed to hold their left long enough : that one

passage of the river was accidental and could not have been

foreseen (a bad commentary on any action !). But the true

cause of that temporary yet decisive achievement was to be

found in two forms of energy : rapidity in marching and in the

handling of guns—but such criticisms do not concern this book.^

Of this victory, coincident with the beginning of the King's

agony, Marie Antoinette for days could know nothing, and even

when the rumour reached her it was but the victorious shouting

in the streets and a name or two whispered by a servant that u

1 These two military qualities are present to-day capitally among thei(

French, and may at any moment reappear in the discussions of modern i

Europe.
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gave her a passing impression that her champions had suSered

a further check—no more. Yet before that tide should flow

back and finally swamp the French packed in Leipsig, twenty

years must pass, and not till then should the Kings and the

Lords at last see Paris from a hill.

There is one detail in connection with Jemappes which the

reader must know because it does so illustrate the mjn^iad

coincidences of the Queen's life :

—

That child whom she had seen and adopted during her early

childless years, when her fever of youth and exasperation was

upon her, that child which for a moment had suppHed to the

girl something of maternity, had now gro\\Ti to manhood. The
birth of her own daughter had long ago driven out any recol-

lection of the whim : the peasant boy of St. Michel was for-

gotten. He had grown into his teens full of the bitterness

which irresponsible and spasmodic patronage can so vigorously

breed. During the days of October he had been, recognised

among the wildest of those who attacked the palace in Ver-

sailles ; he had shouted for the Nation ; he had enlisted

and was there at Jemappes, an obscure volunteer among the

thousands whom Dumouriez forced forward upon the frontier.

He was present upon the 6th of November upon the bank of

the Haine when the mixed battahons charged, singing : a bullet

struck him and he fell down dead. She, the Queen, was there

a prisoner in her dimly-Ht room at night—separated from the

father of the children who slept near by : her mind was big

with the new^ doom of his Indictment and Trial which the dull

day had brought her. Eighteen years before she had caught

up that peasant baby in the Louveciennes road and kissed it,

her eyes full of tears, and in her heart a violent yearning half-

virginal, half-maternal : he, however, lay dead that same night

in the Hainault mud with the autumn rain upon his body : his

name was Jacques Amand.

With December there was some Uttle respite, for a new
Municipahty had been elected that was a trifle more moderate

than the old ; but in general this life of hers, with its calm, its

dread and its monotony, continued. 'Now it contained some
act of humiUation, as when all razors and sharp-edged things

were taken from the King (upon the 7th) ; now some indulgence,
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as when ^upon the 9th) a clavecin was allowed the Queen—and

it is said that from curiosity she played upon this, later, the

new notes of the Marseillaise.

For a few hours the Dauphin was taken from her. It was

her turn to ask questions of the guards, and theirs to be

silent ; she asked distractedly : they did not reply : but the

child returned.

The affair of the Trial proceeded rapidly. The briefs were

gathered ; the King's counsel met the King day after day in

the apartment below, and she stayed above there alone with

her children and was still. She had no communications with

him at all save when at Christmas, after he had drafted his

will, he wrote to the Convention and caused a short message to

be conveyed to the Queen. It was perhaps during these days

that she wTote upon a fly-leaf which is still preserved in St.

Germain, " Oportet unum mori pro populo^

Louis, as the new year broke, saluted it sadly. Within a

fortnight he had been pronounced guilty at the bar of the

Parhament before which he was arraigned—guilty, that is, of

intrigue with the foreigner and of abetting the invasion. Upon
the 17th of January 1793 it was known in his prison that his

penalty would be death. Again did Marie Antoinette hear in

the room below the step of Malesherbes, her husband's counsel,

coming upon that day to confer \^dth the King, but this time he

came to speak not of defence but of death. A respite was denied

to Louis. Upon the 20th his prayer for three days in which he

might prepare to meet God was again refused, and his execution

was fixed for the morrow. His sentence was read to him in his

prison : he heard it quietly : and thus upon that 20th of January

(a Sunday), a murky evening and cold, when it was quite dark

the Princesses heard in the street a newspaper-seller crying the

news that the King must die ; the hollow word " la mort,^' very

deep and lugubrious, repeated and repeated in the chanting tones

of that trade, floated up from the winter streets.

It was eight o'clock when they were told that they might

go down mth the children and see the King.

The Family met together and for a little time were silent.

The spell was on them which we never mention—one which

the inmost mind refuses—I mean that fear . . .



c£cc.

7^'

j&^yvic-tt^f 'j^tr*'^ i:-e-t«5<- i>u.^ y^r-ic^Ky^<^ f'^^J
c^ cC<-^ (<-^-^''°^ <»to;x.

^«/r-t/<f<'*^^'***''^ l^^^y- CfU-t^

J'cruj/v

^

i
AUTOGRAPH DEMAND OF LOUIS XVI FOR A RESPITE OF THREE DAYS





THE TEMPLE 345

During this long isolation of theirs they had become very

fixed upon the matter of the Cathohc Faith, but that fear per-

vaded them as the Church has said that it must always pervade

the last hours. This human curse, too sacred for rhetoric and

too bewildering to occupy a just and reasonable prose, I will

abandon, content only to have written it down—for it was the

air and the horror of that night.

For not quite two hours they sat together, not speaking

much, for all understood, except the little boy : he was sad as

children are, up to their usual pitch of sadness, for any loss, great

or small, which they do not understand : he saw his own sister,

a child older than he, and all his growTi-up elders thus crushed,

and he also was full of his Httle sorrow. He knew at least

that his father was going away.

The King, seated with his wiie on his left and his sister at

his right hand, drew the boy towards him and made him stand

between his knees. He recited to him, as it is proper to recite

to children, words whose simplicity they retain but whose full

purport they cannot for the moment understand. He told the

child never to avenge his death, and, since oaths are more

sacred than repeated words, he took and lifted up his small

right hand. Then, knowing that the will of the sufferer alone

can put a due term to such scenes, he rose. His wife he pressed

to his shoulder. She caught and grasped to her body her little

children—to hold so much at least firm in this world that was

breaking from around her. She knew that Louis desired them to

leave, and she said, after she had wildly sworn that she would stay

all night and the children with her (which he would not have)

:

" Promise that you will see us again ?
"

" I will see you in the morning," he answered, " before , . .

I go. At eight."

" It must be earher," she said, not yet releasing him.
" It shall be earlier, by half-an-hour."

" Promise me."

He repeated his promise, and the two women turned to the

great oaken, nail-studded door ; helping the fainting girl, and
taking the child by the hand, they went out to the winding

stair of stone. It was a httle after ten.

When the iron outer door had shut and he knew the women
and the children to be above, out of hearing, Louis turned to his
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guards and gave this order, that, in spite of what he had said,

the women should not be told in the morning of his departure,

for that neither he nor they could suffer it.

Then he went into the turret chamber where the Priest was,

and said : " Let me address myself to the unique affair."

But above, from the room whose misery could just be heard,

the Queen, when she had put her boy to bed and kissed him

bitterly, threw herself upon her own bed all dressed, and through-

out the darkness of the whole night long her daughter could

hear her shuddering mth cold and anguish.

That night there was a murmur all around the Tower, for

very many in Paris were watching, and through the drizzHng

mist there came, hour by hour, the distant rumble of cannon,

and the sharp cries of command, and men marching by com-

panies up the narrow Temple lane.

It was the very January dark, barely six of the morning,

when a guard from the King's room came up the stair. The

Queen from above heard him coming. Her candle was Ht

—

her fixed gaze expected him. . . . He entered, but as he spoke

her heart failed her : he had not come for the summons, he

had but come for the King's book of prayers. She waited the

full hour until seven struck in the steeples of the town, and

the pale hght began to grow : she waited past the moment of

her husband's promise, till eight, till the fuU day—but no one

came. StiU she sat on, not knowing what might not have come

between to delay their meeting : doors opening below, steps

coming and going on the stairs, held aU her mind. But no one

sent for her, no one called her. It was nine when a more general

movement made her half hope, half fear. The sound of that

movement, which was the movement of many men, passed

downward to the first storeys, to the ground, and was lost. An
emptiness feU upon the Tower. Then she knew that her hope

had departed.

For a moment there were voices in the courtyard, the tramp

of many men upon the damp gravel, the creaking of the door,

more distant steps in the garden, and the wheels of the coach

far away at the outer porch. Then the confused noise, of a

following crowd dwindling westward till nothing remained but

a complete silence in those populous streets, now deserted upon

so great a pubhc occasion.
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For yet another hour the silence endured unbroken : ten

o'clock struck amid that silence, and the quarter. . . . The
Queen heard through the shuttered mndow the curious and
dreadful sound of a crowd that roars far off, and she knew that

the thing had been done.

Life returned into the streets beneath, the loud shrill call of

the news-men, crying the news accursedly, came much too shrill

and too distinct against the walls. All day long, on to the

early closing of the darkness, the mists gathered and lay thick

over Paris and around her high abandoned place.



CHAPTER XVIII

THE HOSTAGE

From tilt 21 sf of January 1793 to three in the morning of the

2nd of August 1793

THAT night the prisoners in the Tower did not sleep, saving

the Httle Dauphin : he slept soundly ; and it is said of his

mother that, watching him, she murmured that he was of

the age at which his brother had died, at Meudon, and that those

of her family who died earUest were the most blessed. In the

last silences of the January night, till past two in the morning,

the woman Tison, who was in part their gaoleress and in part a

spy upon them, heard them talking still, and when she came to

them Madame EHzabeth said :
" For God's sake leave us."

Clery, the dead master's valet, was taken away, still noting

as he went the new look in the Queen's eyes. And in this same

week there came the mourning clothes which they had asked of

the authorities and \^hich had been granted them. The Princess

Royal fell ill. The Queen would no longer walk in the garden

now, and the child, lacking exercise—and \^ith bad blood

—

suffered. Her legs swelled badly. The authorities allowed the

man who had been the family doctor of the children in the old

days to come and visit them now. Brunier was his name, and

in the old days Marie Antoinette had affected to ridicule his

middle-class energy : she thought he lacked respect to the clay

of which she and her children were made. She was glad enough

to see him now, and he was devoted. He was allowed to call

in a surgeon and to bring in Hnen. Nor was he their only

communication with the external world, for though the sound

and the news of it did not reach them, yet they were not as

modern prisoners are, denied companionship. Upon the pre-

text or with the real excuse that the mourning clothes did not

fit, a dressmaker whom they had kno^A^l was allowed in ; and

in general, as will be seen in a moment, there were methods of

communication between them and those who desired to know
348
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every moment of their captivity and every accident of thear

fate. From the close of January onwards into the summer, five

months, it is possible to establish no precise chronology of their

actions, but it is possible to decide the general tenour of their

lives : save in one particular, which is that we cannot deter-

mine to-day what exactly were the relations between the Queen

and those who would rescue her or who could give her news of

the outer world—especially Fersen.

We have of course several accounts furnished by eye-

witnesses, notably the account of Turgy, who was their sole

servant in their prison ; but these accounts, and that account

especially, are tinged with the very obvious atmosphere of the

Restoration. Quite poor people, writing on the suggestion of

a powerful government at a time when every laudatory or

illuminating detail upon the imprisonment of the Royal Family

had its high money value, must, however honest, be somewhat
suspect. For the most honest man or woman the conditions of

the Restoration were such that there would be an inevitable

tendency to exaggeration ; and we have no evidence available

of the exact characters of the witnesses. Still the witnesses are

witnesses, and though an elaborate code of signals (which some
of them pretend) probably did not exist, yet we know both

from Fersen himseK and from the way in which affairs were

conducted on either side, that not a little communication was
estabhshed between the widowed Queen and the Royalists out-

side. To more than that general statement no historian can

commit himseK, unless he be one of those belated university

types who will trust a printed or a -wTitten document beyond

their own common sense.

It must be remembered that during the first two months

after the death of the King, that is, during all February and

March 1793, the exalted and the noble minds of the Gironde

were still at the head of that executive power which is in

France (since the French have no aristocracy) the whole of

government. Nay, they remained technically the heads of the

Executive until the end of May 1793, though their power was
touched by the esta-bhshment of the Revolutionary Tribunal

on the proposal of the Radicals in March, and undermined by
the establishment of the Committee of PubHc Safety on the

proposal of Danton in early April.
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The Girondins and the Munieipahty of Paris were at odds.

The Municipality itself was not homogeneous. The guarding of

the Queen, which was the business of the Municipality, was not

uniform. The Munieipahty had to choose many men to reUeve

each other in relays; and of these, two, Toulan and Lepitre,

tended, at least after a httle experience of their prisoners, to

show them sympathy. One of their officers, Michonis, did more

and would have saved her.

From time to time a newspaper would be smuggled in to

these Princesses ; it is said that music played from a window

whence they could hear it, conveyed signals, and at any rate it

is certain that Persen had some news of them.

Now Persen at this moment, in early Pebruary that is, bad

as his judgment of Prench affairs was, appreciated their situa-

tion in a phrase. He called the Queen " a hostage," and this

describes very accurately the meaning of her captivity.

I repeat, no one can understand the Revolution who does

not treat it as a mihtary thing, and no one can understand

mihtary affairs who imagines them to be an anarchy. Of

necessity a brain directs them, for if in mihtary aSairs a plan

be lacking, the weakest opposing plan can always conquer. It

was not cruelty nor love of vengeance that dominated the

position of the prisoners. They were an asset.

But though their value was recognised and their imprison-

ment was part of a diplomatic arrangement, yet there were

different pohcies regarding them. The Radicals, the Mountain,

were at once the most enthusiastic and the most practical of

the Revolutionary groups. They were not in power, they had

not a permanent majority in the Parhament though they had

Paris behind them, but they saw clearly that Prance was in

to win : they saw clearly (first Danton, then in succession to

him Carnot) that every general action lost, every fortress in a

chain surrendered, was the approach not of some neutral or

balancing arrangement, but of a full, complete and ruthless

reaction in Europe without and in Prance mthin. It had come

to \vinning all or losing all. The nobler Girondin blood that

still controlled the Republic knew too httle of the vices of men
to follow that calculation. The Girondins still believed that in

some mystic way a steady adherence to the Repubhcan ideal

—

the volunteer soldier as against the conscript, the citizen con-
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trolling the soldier, the locality governing itself—man abso-

lute—was a thing so high that no human circumstance could

wound it. They thought it bound to survive through some

force inherent in justice.

Within three weeks of the execution of Louis all Europe was

banded against the Republic, and one may say, morally, all the

Christian world, for even the distant and ill-informed Colonials

of Philadelphia and Virginia had recoiled nervously at the

news of a King's execution. The pressure of that general war

j

against the R-epubHc was to give, by what fools call the logic of

I

events, a most powerful aid to the practical and savage deter-

jmination of the Mountain : it was to squeeze to death the

jideahsm of the Girondins.

1 While yet these last were in power there were plots for the

escape of the prisoners, plots which failed ; and their treatment,

even in minor details (as the allowing them to take their o^n
form of exercise and the leaving of them as much as possible

alone) was easy. Little objects left by the King were conveyed

to the Queen from the upper room, and Jarjayes, a friend, saw

I that they reached the King's brothers. Had the impossible

I

attempt of the Girondins performed the miracle which they who
!had called on this miraculous war demanded, had the patchy

volunteer forces of the French found it possible to conquer in

those early months of '93, the treatment of the prisoners would

have gone from better to better ; their release by negotiation

would soon have arrived, if not by negotiation then from mere

mercy. This same Jarjayes, who had been Marshal of the camp
and was husband to one of the Queen's women, found things

so easy that he could weave a definite plot for the escape of

the Royal Prisoners. Why it failed we do not know, though

of course the Royalist evidence we have ascribes it to a

special virtue in the Queen, who refused to be separated from

her children. In the first week of March the first plan failed,

on account of a violent reaction towards severity on the part

of the authorities following the first military reverses in the

Netherlands. The second plan is better attested, and there is

here a sufficient concurrence of witnesses to make us believe

that some hesitation of the Queen's did cause its final failure.

She would have had to fiee alone, and it is on the whole just to

decide that she refused ; for we have it on the authority of a
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fairly honest man that the Princess Royal had some memory of

this incident of her childhood and had spoken to him on it,

while Chauveau-Lagarde (who was later the Queen's counsel

during her trial) has left a copy of a note of hers sapng that

she would not fly alone without her children. Of other sup-

posed communications between her and Jarjayes we have only

his copy of her writing.^ At any rate, with the last days of

March all this early phase of the Queen's widowed captivity

comes to an end. Dumouriez and the French armies lost the

great and decisive action of Neerwinden upon the 18th of the

month, and in the last week of it, though the Committee of

Pubhc Safety was not yet formed to estabhsh martial law

throughout the Republic and to save the State, yet new

rigours began.

The woman Tison and her husband—^half the gaolers, half

the spies of the family, as I have said—were not permitted to

leave the Tower of the Temple. Pencils were forbidden. Upon
the 25th of March a chimney fire was a pretext for the appear-

ance of Chaumette coming from the Commune of Paris. He
returned the next day with the Mayor Pache, and -^dth Santerre,

the man of the fall of the Bastille, the rich leader of the popular

militia ; in those same hours Dumouriez at the head of the

defeated French Army was receiving the general of the Austrian

forces and negotiating treason. He was about to join hands

with the enemy and to propose a march on Paris. The first

demand for the Queen's trial was made—by Robespierre : a

week and Dumouriez' treason was accomplished : the chief

general of the Republic had despaired of France and had gone

over to the Austrian camp with the design of marching on

Paris and at least restoring order ; liis army had refused to

follow him, but the shock was enormous. Paris won ; the

Girondins lost. The Committee of Pubhc Safety was established.

1 I can pay but little attention to evidence of that kind. In the case of

Fersen there are reasons for his destroying the originals : he was the recipient

of her passionate affection. Moreover, we know his nature well : he had all

the Northern simplicity, and with that intense passion of his, he would have

thought it sacrilege to ascribe a single word to her that she had not written

or to make fiction out of her beloved soul. Moreover, he cared little whether

posterity knew or did not know the things he chose to bequeath to his heirs.

In the case of inferior men with an obvious axe to grind, and proud, whatever

their loyalty, to be intermediaries between the Hostage and her rescuers, the

evidence of mere copies which they alone can certify is of very little value.
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The Terror was born; and the Revolution, acting under

martial law, went forward to loose everything at once or to

survive by despotism and by arms.

Thence onward Marie Antoinette's imprisonment becomes

another matter. On the 20th of April there came into her prison

men whose tone and manner would never have been allowed

I!
before : the chief of the " Madmen," as the populace called

1 them, the intense Republicans who would believe anything of

a Bourbon, Hebert, came into the prison. He came at night.

By coincidence or by design her terrors for the future were to be

! terrors of the night. It was near eleven when his dandy, meagre

j

figure and thin, pointed face appeared to terrify her, and for five

IJ

hours the whole place was searched and ransacked. Her little son,

! already aihng, she had to Mft from his bed while thej felt the

i
mattress and the very walls to see what might be hidden. They

1 took from Madame Ehzabeth her stick of sealing-wax, her

I

pencil—which had no lead to it—and they took with them a

I

Httle scapular of the Sacred Heart and a prayer for France

—

I
but the France for which the Princesses had this written prayer

was not the nation.

On the 23rd they came again and found nothing but an old

hat of the King's, which his sister kept as a sort of rehc and

had put under her bed. It was taken for granted (and justly)

that communication had been established between the prisoners

and the Kings outside. A denunciation of Lepitre, Toulan and

|[
the rest, failed, but Toulan and Lepitre were struck off the fist

I
of guards.

With the end of May the populace, supported and permitted

by the new Committee of Public Safety, conquered the fingering

I

Moderate majority, and the Committee of Public Safety was left

without rivals ; it began from that moment to direct the war

with the leonine courage and ferocity, the new and transcendent

;
inteUigence, the ruthless French lucidity which ultimately at

Wattignies saved the State.

Upon the victory of Paris and the Mountain, the destruction

of the Moderates, the establishment of martial law, the despotism

i of the Committee of Public Safety, came the last phase of the

Queen's imprisonment—and with it, by a most evil coincidence

or portent, the growing illness of the little heir, her son. Sharp

23
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pains in his side, convulsions, the doctor sent for in the early

part of May, and again towards its end, and again in June,

things going from bad to worse wdth him.

To these prisoners, shut away from men, the movement of

that world was unknown. They only knew that something was

surging all round the thick, obhterating, impenetrable walls of

their Tower.^ On the day when the populace conquered the

Girondins, all they knew was that they were not allowed even

upon the roof, from which, upon most days for some hour or

so, they might take the air and look down upon the slates of

revolutionary Paris far below ; and during June when the new
power of the Committee and of martial laAv, of the Terror, of

the determination of the Revolution, of the city, was fixing

itself firmly in the saddle, they knew nothing of what was

passing, save perhaps from a grooving insolence in their guards.

In that same month yet another plot for their escape failed.

It depended upon two men ; the one a certain Batz, on whom our

information is most confused and our evidence most doubtful,

as indeed his own character and his own memories were doubtful

and confused (he was a sort of enthusiast who had already

attempted many impossible things) ; the other, a character

quite clearly comprehended, one Michonis. Batz was a kind of

baron ; Michonis was, hke Toulan and Lepitre, of the Muni-

cipahty and had regular authority. He wiU be seen again in

the last plot to save the Queen. Of whatever nature was

this uncertain attempt, it also failed. Shortly after the woman
Tison diversified their fives by going mad with great suddenness

and su'fiering a fit. She was removed ; and the incident is only

of note because certain pamphleteers have called it a judgment

of God. Yet her wage was small.

Upon the day after that unusual accident, the growing

suspicion of the popular party against what was left of Moderate

administration in Government broke out in a furious denuncia-

tion of actual and supposed conspiracies. It was feared that

the great mass of suspects now gathered into the prisons possessed

some engine for revolt. An extreme policy in diplomacy and ini

arms, as in internal government, finally prevailed, and with the

1st of July this ardent severity took the form of a decree, passed

^ The walls, to be accurate, were nine feet thick, and the windows were

like tunnels.
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in the now enfeebled and captured ParKament, that the Dauphin

—the greatest asset of all—should be separated from his mother

and put, though in the same building, under a different guard.

It is not to be imagined that so large a transformation of

policy between the execution of the King and the decree for the

separation of the Dauphin had, in any part of it, a mainspring

other than the war. I have said that the steps of the spring,

the destruction of the Gironde by the Mountain, the capture by

Paris of the Parliament were but the effects of the collapse of

the Volunteer rush at Neerwinden, the treason of Dumouriez

and the new—and necessary—martial law that henceforward

; bound the Republic. All the last rigours of the imprisonment

' depended upon the same catastrophe.

j

The enemy that had been checked at Valmy, and had been

attacked in the winter but half-prepared, the enemy that had

i suffered the French gallop to overwhelm the Netherlands and to

[
occupy Mayence—was returning. The Repubhcans were out of

I

Belgium, the armies of the Bangs were flooding back upon the

j
Rhine. The Rhine and Alsace depended upon two things

—

I

Mayence, and, behind it, shielding Alsace, the lines of Weissem-

[
bourg that stretched from the river to the mountains. Mayence

I
was to fall, the Hnes of Weissembourg were to be pierced. As

I for the Belgic frontier, there a Hne of fortresses could check for

i a moment the advance of the Allies—^for the French fortify

:

[ they are in this the heirs of Rome ; and whenever they suffer

\ defeat the theory of fortification is belittled ; in the resurrec-

f
tions of their mihtary power the spade goes forward, borne upon

the shoulders of Gaul.

In this July of 1793 the Belgic frontier only perilously held.

i The sieges were at hand and the fall of the frontier strongholds

' was at hand. These once conquered, it was proposed by Austria,

Prussia, and England to dismember the territory of the Repubhc.

To all this I will return.

It was upon the 1st of July, with the enemy advancing, that

it was proposed to take the Dauphin from the Queen.

Upon the evening of the 3rd the order was executed.

It was but just dark when the guard challenged a patrol

at the gate of the Tower; the patrol was the escort of six
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Municipals who had come from the authorities of the city to

take the person of the child.

The women within the prison had had no warning. The

same Fate which had been kind to them in making a silence

all around their Hves during these dreadful months and in

hiding from them the dangers that rose around was cruel to

them now, leaving them unprepared for this sudden and tearing

wound. There was a candle in the room and by its Hght the

little girl, the Princess Royal, read out aloud—from a book of

Prayers, it is said—to her aunt and her mother, the Queen.

These two women sewed as they hstened ; they were mending

the clothes of the children. The little boy slept in his bed in

the same room : his mother had hung a shawl to hide the hght

from his eyes. Save for his regular breathing there was no

sound to interrupt the high, monotonous voice of the little girl

as she read on, when suddenly her elders heard upon the floors

below the advent of new authorities and of a message. The

steps of six men came louder up the stone stairs, the doors

opened as though to a military command, and the Princesses

saw, crowding in the corner of the small room, a group whose

presence they did not understand, though among them the

;

Queen recognised Michonis. The reading stopped, the women
turned round but did not rise, the child stirred in his sleep.

One of that group spoke first before the Queen could question

them. " We have come," he said, " by order of the House, to

tell you that the separation of Capet's son from his mother has

been voted."

Then the Queen rose. Never until now had she abandoned 1

before any but her husband, or perhaps in the very intimacy of

the Council, the restraint which she beheved her rank to demand.

The violence of her blood had been apparent in many a petulant

and many an undignified gesture ; she had raised her voice

against many a deputation ; she had sneered more than once

against women of a poorer kind ; she had thrown at La Fayette

the keys which he demanded on their return to the palace after

the flight to Varennes ; but she had never yet lost command of

herself. Upon this terrible night, for the only time in her fife,

she did completely lose all her self-command. Something con-

fused her like a madness, and all the intensity of her spirit came
out nakedly in defence of the child.



_'0«__ f-^,^J^4—f^j^r <A^ g-^^n <^o

jUc—Y^i^*.^J>z^- ^^^,J^Z^ U^f ./dCui f^itiA^ .^/. ocJi^-^'^^—Oi^-^. t^w^gw*

-L- III r I ft|i»i

/' ' T'^ -' ^ y.<^. /..Yo.

t2c«*,/^ >c <**</f.c^ 'p

^.i^^^_-a.-^<.ia;=^^«c^.i-^^Vlj<^^s^fc7zr-i3^ ^Tc^f^^

<rji^^

)• ijdhev^

J

ORDER OF THE COMMITTEE OF PUBLIC SAFETY IN CAMBON S HANDWRITING,
DIRECTING THE DAUPHIN TO BE SEPARATED FROM HIS MOTHER





THE HOSTAGE 357

She stood up by the httle bed ; all her complexity of pride

and all her training in intrigue deserted her ; she cried out ; she

took refuge in such weapons as the women of the poor, whom
no law protects, use to defend their sanctities. Her voice rang,

became shrill and shrieked in the httle room, violent and rising
;

she threatened death ; next moment she implored. Her httle

daughter and her sister-in-law caught her methods. They
joined in the imprecations and in the prayers. The child was

awakened by the noise, by the shuffling of so many awkward
and heavy feet in the doorway, by the passionate outcries

around him ; he awoke and gazed ; then when he saw his

mother he clung to her, and she kissed him repeatedly and held

him as though he were again part of herself and as though

none could take him from her without taking her life also, and
all the while her prayers and execrations showered upon the

armed men as they stood hesitating apart and waiting.

How long this scene continued we cannot tell ; it may have

been the best part of an hour.^ At last some one of the deputa-

tion found decision and cried, " Why will you make this scene ?

No one wants to kill your son ! Let him go heely ; we could

take him—if you force us to that !

"

She hfted the little boy up and dressed him, his eyes still

dazed with sleep. She lingered over him with conventional

benedictions, repeated and prolonged. Her hands could not

let him go. Fearing some further violence, a member of the

deputation muttered a suggestion for the guard ; but the Queen's

active passion was exhausted, she would be violent no more.

She herself, perhaps, loosened his little hands from her dress

and said, " Gome, you must obey. ..." Then they took him
away ; the great door was shut upon him. The women within,

trembhng beside the cot, could still hear the child pleading with

a lessening voice in the distance until another door clanged below

and the rest of the night was silent.

God has made a law whereby women are moved by strength

and by weakness, but in different ways : by strength as a

necessity for their protection, so that they demand it in men
and in things and yet perpetually rebel against it ; and by weak-

1 The Duchesse d'Angouleme, the little girl then present, said, years after,

that it lasted a full hour, but such memories are untrustworthy.
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ness as an opportunity for the exercise of all their nature, so

that suffering (if it is sudden) or disaster calls out in women all

of themselves : and this is especially true of mothers and sons.

That child, that boy, had seemed at first so rosy and so well

in the old days at Versailles ; his health had so contrasted with

the sickly advance of Death upon his elder brother ; he had

been the hope of the throne. Then there had come upon him

the curse of the men of his family ; he had groAvn weaker and

more weak ; he had had nervous fits of rage, a nervous fear of

noise unnatural to his age. Some had thought him deficient

;

all had noted vdt\v anxiety or with malice his increasing weak- .

ness during the period of the Royal Family's imprisonment. Fits

had seized him. But a few weeks before he had had convulsions

;

and all June, during the illness of which I have spoken, fears

for him had already arisen : it was a rapid tragedy of childhood

that was soon to end in death .^ His mother's devotion-

having him now only for its object in the isolation of those

stone walls—had become the whole of her being. That he had

grown so dull, so faihng, so more than common sickly, so odd,

did but heighten in some way the mystic feeHng in her. He was

the King. . . . She was observed to pay him a certain reverence,

and she served him at table (as spies thought at least) with the

gravity of a ceremonial. All this at one abominable stroke

she lost.

She would watch him—oh, unhappy woman !—through chinks

and chance places when the little chap was taken out to get the

air, with gaolers, upon the roof for some few minutes of the day.

He, of course, easily and at once forgot. He soon learnt to

repeat the phrases he heard around him, laughed when his

guardians laughed, and even asked, as he heard them ask,

" whether the women still Hved ? " He played at ball a little

with his gaolers ; but he weakened still and he decayed. That

child was the head of an authority older than Islam, and the

heir to a family name older than the Sagas, and in his little

drooping body were all the rights of the Capetians.

The Queen saw him, I say, for a few moments—now upon

^ I take for granted the death of Louis XVII. in prison ; it is certified,

it is clear, and even were it not so the progress of his disease compels such a

conclusion : but this book is not the place for a discussion upon the question,

nor could so considerable a debate be discussed even in an Appendix.
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one day, now upon another—by chance, as he took the air with

his gaolers. She had nothing more to lose—and her soul was

broken.

• •••••••
Those who were to destroy the new society of the French, to

rescue or to avenge the Queen, were now once more at hand and

now almost arrived.

Their way to Paris lay open but for two last perilous and

endangered defences ; to the right the lines of Weissembourg,

to the left Maubeuge.

There are two avenues of approach westward into the heart

of Gaul and two only. The great marches of the French east-

ward, which are the recurrent flood-tides of European history,

pour up by every channel, cross the Alps at every pass, utiHse

the narrow gate of Belfort, the narrower gate of the Rhone, the

gorge of the Meuse, the Cerdagne, the Somport, Roncesvalles.

But in the ebb, when the outer peoples of Europe attempt

invasion, two large ways alone satisfy that necessity at once

for concentration and for a wide front which is essential to any

attack upon a people permanently warhke.' These two ways

pass, the one betw^een the Vosges and the Ardennes, the other

between the Ardennes and the sea. By the first of these have

come hosts from Attila's to those of 1870 ; by the second, hosts

from the Httle war-band of Clovis to the AlHes of 1815. Both

avenues were involved in this balancing moment of '93
: the

first, the passage by Lorraine, was still blocked by the defence

of Mayence and the fines of Weissembourg ;
^ the second, the

passage by the Low Countries, was all but won. Gf the string

of fortresses defending that passage, Maubeuge was now almost

the last, would soon be the very last, to stand.

It was not upon Mayence and the fines of Weissembourg

(though these to soldiers seemed of equ 1 importance), it was

^ These words "concentration" and "a wide front" may seem self con-

tradictory. I mean by concentration a massed invasion, if you are to

succeed against a military people ; and by " a wide front " the necessity for

attacking such a people in several places at once, if you are to succeed.

For a force marching by a single narrow gate (such as is the valley of the

Meuse) is in peril of destruction if its opponents are used to war.

2 The lines of Weissembourg did not, of course, physically block the

entry ; they lay on the flank of it : but until the army behind them could be

dislodged it made impossible an advance by that way into Lorraine.
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upon the bare plains of the north that Paris strained its eyes

in these perilous hot days—the long flat frontier of Hainault

and of Flanders—and it is here that the reader must look for

his background to the last agony of the Queen.

The Hne of defence, stretched like a chain across that long

flat frontier, was breaking down, had almost disappeared. Point

after point upon the hne had gone ; it held now by one point

remaining, and the ruin of that was imminent : the Kepubh-

cans were attentive, in a fever for the final crash, when the

last pin-point upon which the defence was stretched should

give way and the weight of the invaders should pour unresisted

upon Paris. When that march began there would be nothing

for those who had challenged the world but "to cover their

faces and to die."

Of what character is that north-eastern frontier of France

and what in military terms was the nature of the blow which

was about to fa.ll ?

It is a frontier dra\Mi irregularly due south-east for a hundred

miles, from the sea to the difficult highlands of Ardennes and

the waste Fagne Land. As it runs thus irregularly, it cuts

arbitrarily through a belt of population which is one in creed,

speech, and tradition : there is therefore no moral obstacle

present to the crossing of it, and to this moral facility of passage

is added the taaterial facility that no evident gates or narrows

constrain an invading army to particular entries. From the

dead flat of the sea-coast the country rises slowly into Httle

easy hills and slopes of some confusion, but not till that frontier

reaches and abuts against the Ardennes does any obstacle mark
it. It is traversed by a score of main roads suitable for a

parallel advance, all excellent in surface and in bridges and

other artifice ; it is thickly set with towns and villages to afiord

repose and supply. Lastly, it is the nearest point of attack to

Paris. Once forced, ten days' rapid marching from that frontier

brings the invader to the capital, and there is nothing between.

Such advantages—which, it is said, tempt unstable brains in

Berhn to-day—have rendered this Hne, whenever some powerful

enemy held its further side, of supreme defensive importance to

the French. Until the formation of the Belgian State it had

been for centuries—from the battle of Bouvines at least—the

front of national defence ; here the tradition of the seventeenth
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century and the genius of Vauban and his successors had

established a network of strongholds, which formed the barrier

now so nearly destroyed in this summer of '93.

These fortresses ran along that frontier closely interdependent,

every one a support to its neighbours, forming a narrowing

wedge of strongholds, from where Dunkirk upon the sea was

supported by Gravelines to where the whole system came to a

point in the last fortress and camp of Maubeuge, close up against

the impassable Ardennes.

Maubeuge was the pivot of that door. Upon Maubeuge the

last effort of the invaders would be made. The rolling up of

the defending line of strongholds would proceed until Maubeuge

alone should be left to menace the advance of the invasion.

Maubeuge once fallen, all the Revolution also fell.

So much has been written to explain the failure of the Allies

and the ultimate triumph of France in that struggle, that this

prime truth—the all-importance of Maubeuge—clear enough to

the people of the time, has grown obscured.^ The long debates

of the Alhes, the policy of the Cabinet in London, the diversion

upon Dunkirk, all these and many other matters are given a

weight far beyond their due in the military problem of '93.

The road from the base of the Alhes to their objective in Paris

lay right through the quadrilateral of fortresses, Mons, Conde,

Valenciennes, Maubeuge. Mons was theirs ; Conde, Valen-

ciennes and Maubeuge blocked their advance at its outset. A
deflection to the left was rendered impossible by the Ardennes.

A deflection to the right, possible enough, added, for every

degree of such deflection, an added peril to the communication

of the advance, laying the flank of the communications open to

attack from whatever French garrison might have been left

uncaptured. AU these garrisons must be accounted for before

Coburg could march on Paris. Mons, as I have said, was

in Austrian hands and in Austrian territory ; Conde, nay,

Valenciennes, might fall successively to the invader ; but so long

* The great authority of Jomini laid the foundation of this miscon-

ception, one which the reader might (perhaps erroneously) find implied in Mr.

Fortescue's admirable account of this campaign ; but the truth is that it is

impossible to accumulate detail—as a military historian is bound to do

—

especially where long cordons are opposed to each other, without danger of

losing sight of the vital points of the line.
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as Maubeuge remained untaken the march upon Paris was

blocked.

There were not wanting at that moment critics who de-

manded an immediate march on the capital, especially as the

summer waxed, as the peril of the Queen increased, and as the

immobihty of the Alhes gave time for the martial law of the

Terror to do its work, and to raise its swarms of recruits from

all the country-sides : these critics were in error ; Coburg at

the head of the Austrian army was right. Poor as was the

quahty of the French troops opposed to him, and anarchic as

was their constantly changing command, to have left a place

of refuge whither they could concentrate and whence they could

operate in a body upon his lengthening communications, as he

pressed on to Paris through hostile country, would have been

mad cavalry work, not generalship. Maubeuge with its en-

trenched camp, Maubeuge open to continual reinforcement from

all the French country that lay south and west of it, was

essential to his final adva,nce. That Maubeuge stood untaken

transformed the war, and, in spite of every disturbing factor in

the complex problem, it should be a fixed datum in history

that the resistance of Maubeuge and the consequent charge at

Wattignies decided '93 as surely as the German artillery at

St. Privat decided 1870. Maubeuge was the hinge of all the

campaign.

Coburg, as the summer heightened, set out to pocket one by

one the supports of that last position : he easily succeeded.

In Paris a vague sense of doom filled all the leaders, but a

fever of violent struggle as well. . . . The Queen in her prison

saw once again (and shuddered at it) the dark face of Drouet

and heard his threatening voice.

All France had risen. There was civil war in the west and
in the north. A Norman woman had murdered Marat. Mayence

was strictly held all round about with the men of Marseilles raging

within ; and as for the Barrier of Fortresses to the north,

Coburg now held them in the hollow of his hand.

A fortnight after the Dauphin had been taken from the

Queen, the fortress of Conde fell ; it had fallen from lack of

food. The Council of Maubeuge heard that news. Valenciennes
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f would come next along the line—then, they ! They \vrote to

the Committee of Public Safety a letter, which may still be read

in the archives of the town, demanding provisions. None came.

It is difficult to conceive the welter of the time : distracted

orders flying here and there along the hundred miles of cordon

that stretched from Ardennes to the channel : orders contra-

dictory, unobeyed, or, if obeyed, fatal. Commands shifted and

reshifted ; civilians from the Parliament carrying the power of

life and death and muddhng half they did ; levies caught up
at random, bewildered, surrendering, deserting ; recruits too

numerous for the army to digest ; a lack of all things. No
provisions entered Maubeuge.

July dragged on, and Maubeuge could hear down the west

wind the ceaseless booming of the guns round Valenciennes.

Upon July 26th, Dubay, the Representative on mission for the

Parliament, sent to and established in Maubeuge, heard an

unusual silence. As the day drew on a dread rose in him.

The guns round Valenciennes no longer boomed. Only rare

shots from this point and from that were heard : pei^ha^ps it was
the weather deceived him. But all next day the same damnable

silence hung over the west. On the 30th he wrote to the

Parhament :
" We hear no firing from Valenciennes—but we

are confident they cannot have surrendered." They had sur-

rendered.

So Valenciennes was gone ! . . . Conde was gone. . . . Mau-
beuge alone remained, with the little outpost of Le Quesnoy to

delay a moment its necessary investment and sure doom.

The officer in command of Maubeuge awaited his orders.

They came from Paris in two days. Their rhetoric was of a

different kind from that in which Ministers who are gentlemen

of breeding address the General Officers of their own society

to-day. The Committee of Pubhc Safety had written thus :

" Valenciennes has fallen : you answer on your head for

Maubeuge."

Far off in Germany, where that other second avenue of

invasion was in dispute, the French in Mayence had surrendered.

So July ended, and immediately, upon the 1st of August, the

defiant decree was thrown at Europe that the Queen herself

should be tried. So closely did that decision mix with the
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military moment that it was almost a military thing, and at

half-past two on the morning of the 2nd the order reached

her : she in turn was to go down the way so many had begun

to tread.

She showed no movement of the body or of the mind. Night

had already brought her too many terrors. The two women
were awakened. The decree of the Convention which ordered

the transference of the Queen to the Conciergerie for her trial

was read. She answered not a word, but dressed herself and

made a httle package of her clothes ; she embraced her daughter

gently, and bade her regard Madame Elizabeth as her second

mother ; then stood for a moment or two in the arms of that

sister-in-law who answered her in whispers. She turned to go

and did not look backward, but as she went out to get into

the carriage which was to carry her across the City, she struck

her head violently against the low lintel of the door. They

asked her if she was hurt, and she answered in the first and only

words that she addressed to her captors that nothing more

on earth could give her pain. The carriage travelled rapidly

through the deserted streets of the night, the clattering of the

mounted guard on either side of it. It was her one brief glimpse

of the world between a prison and a prison.

As the Queen drove through the night, silent as it was,

there reached her those noises of a City which never cease, and

which to prisoners in transition (to our gagged prison victims

to-day as they cross London from one Hell to another) are a

sort of gaiety or at least a whiff of other men's living. These

noises were the more alive and the more perpetual in this horrid

August dark of '93 because a last agony was now risen high upon

the Revolution ; the news had been of defeats, of cities fallen,

of Valenciennes itself surrendered : so that the next news

might be the last. All night long men sat up in the wine-shops

quarrelling on it ; even as her gaolers drove her by, she saw

Ughts in dirty ground-floor windows and she heard from time to

time snatches of marching songs. It was the invasion.
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CHAPTER XIX

THE HUNGER OF MAUBEUGE

From the morning of August 2, 1793, to midnight of Sunday,

October 13, 1793

THE Queen descended from her carriage. She was weak

but erect. The close heat of the night and her sleepless-

ness and her fatigue had caused great beads of sweat to

stand upon her forehead. Up river along the quays there had

already showed, as she crossed the bridge on to the Island of

the Cite, a faint ghmmer of dawn, but here in the courtyard of

the prison all was still thick night. The gates of the Conciergerie

opened rapidly and shut behind her.

Her gaolers led the way down a long, low, and dark corridor,

stiflingly close and warm, Ut here and there with smoky candles.

She heard the murmur of voices, and saw at the end of the

passage a group of the pohce and of magistrates at the door of

the httle room that was to be her cell. She entered through the

throng, saw the official papers signed at the miserable little

table, and heard the formal dehvery of her person to the

authorities of the prison ; then they left her, and in their place

came in a kindly woman, the wife of the porter, and with her a

young girl, whose name she heard was Rosahe. The Queen sat

down on the straw-bottomed chair and glanced round by the

light of the candle beside her.

It was a httle low room, quite bare : damp walls, the paper

of which, stamped with the royal fleur de lys, hung mildewed,

rose from a yet damper floor of brick set herringbone-wise ; a

small camp-bed covered with the finest hnen alone relieved it, and

a screen, some four feet high, between her and the door afforded

some httle shelter. Above her a small barred window gave

upon the paving of the prison yard, for the cell was half under-

ground. Here Custine—who had lost the North and was to be

executed for the fall of Valenciennes—^had been confined till his

365
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removal but a few hours before to make way for the Queen.

Here is now the canteen of the prison.

It was very late. The new day was quite broad and fuU,

sho'w'ing the extreme paleness of her face and her weary

eyes. She stood upon a little stuff-covered hassock, hung

her watch upon a nail, and began to undress, to sleep if she

might sleep for a few hours. A servant of the turnkey's, the

girl called Rosahe, timidly offered her help : the Queen put

her gently aside, saying :
" Since I have no maid, I have

learnt to do all myself." They blew their candles out and

left her to repose.

On the fourth day, the 6th of August, they came again

and took from her further things which a prisoner might not

enjoy ; among them that Httle watch of hers in gold. She

gave it to them. It was the little watch which she had

worn when she had come in as a child to Compi^gne on her

way to the great marriage and to the throne. It was the

last of her ornaments.

A routine began and lasted unbroken almost till August

ended. In that Httle low cell, more than haK underground,

dimly Ht by the barred window that stood level with the flags

outside, day succeeded day without insult, but without rehef,

and here at last her strait captivity began what the Temple

hitherto could never do. Her spirit did not fail, but her body

began to weaken, and in her attitude and gesture there had

entered the appearance of despair. . . . Outside the Com-

mittee wondered whether their daring might not bear fruit, and

whether, to save the Queen, the frontier might not be reheved.

But no offer came from the Kings, and the hostage of the Re-

pubhcans remained useless on their anxious hands. ... In

Brussels Fersen heard and went wild, talked folly of an imme-

diate march on Paris, cursed Coburg and all rules of war ; but

Coburg was not to be moved—he knew his trade, and still

prepared the sieges.

She had no privacy. All day long a corporal of poHce and

his man sat on guard in a corner of the room. All night her

door, in spite of its two great bolts, was guarded. For the rest

her wants were served. She asked for a special water from the

neighbourhood of what had been Versailles, and she obtained

it. They hired books for her. They permitted her good food
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and the daily expense upon it of a very wealthy woman.^ The

porter's wife and the maid were very tender to her. They put

flowers on her small oak table and they marketed at her desire.

Her other service wounded her ; first an old woman who was

useless, the turnkey's mother ; next a young virago, Havel by

name, whose rudeness disturbed her. They would let her have

no steel—not even the needles with which she was knitting for

her little son, nor a knife to cut her food ; but more than all

there sank into her the intolerable monotony, the fixed doubt,

the utter isolation which made the place a tomb. The smallest

incident moved her. She would watch her gaolers at their

picquet and note the game, she would hsten to distant music,

she would greet mth a dreadful reminiscence of her owti the

porter's httle son, and cry over him a Mttle and speak of the

Dauphin—but this last scene was so vivid that at last they

dared no longer bring the child. She kept for consolation all

this while, hidden in her bosom, a little yellow glove of her

boy's, and in it a miniature of him and a lock of his hair.

• • • • • • ••
Meanwhile Maubeuge :

—

On the day which had seen the Queen enter the Conciergerie

the Commander of Maubeuge issued the first warning of danger.

The aged, the women and the children were invited to leave the

shelter of the fortress and to betake themselves to the open

country. That order was but partially obeyed—and still no

provisions reached the town.

Now that strong Valenciennes had fallen, the AUies had

their business so thoroughly in hand that some debate arose

among them whether the main garrison of Maubeuge should

be assailed at once or whether the little outlying posts should be

picked up first : the large and the small were equally certain to

capitulate : there was ample leisure to choose.

Coburg was for the main attack on Maubeuge—but he was

not keen—the wretched little force at Cambrai would do to

begin with—or even the handful in Le Quesnoy. It w^as simply

a question of the order in which they should be plucked.

The young Duke of York, acting as he was bidden to act

from Westminster, proposed to divert some 40,000 men to the

1 What would come to a pound a day in our money, and at our scale

of living—for the uncooked food alone.
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capture of Dunkirk ; for it must be remembered that all this

war was a war of Conquest, that the frontier towns taken were

to compensate the Alhes after the Revolution had been destroyed,

and that Dunkirk was historically a bastion of importance to

England, and that all the advance was to end in the annexa-

tion of French land.

This march upon Dunkirk has been condemned by most

historians because it failed : had it succeeded none could have

praised it too highly. PoHtically it was just in conception (for

it gave Britain some balancing advantage against the Austrians

their alhes), and as a military project it was neither rash nor

ill-planned. The force left with Coburg was ample for his task,

and nothing could be easier than for the Austrian army alone

to reduce (as it did reduce) the worthless garrisons opposed to

it, while the English commander was doing Enghsh work upon

the right .^

The combined forces spent the close of the week after

Valenciennes had fallen in driving off such of the French as

were still in the open under Kilmain. A few days later forty-

seven battahons, of whom a full seventh were Enghsh and

Irish men, marched off under York for Dunkirk, while Coburg

at his ease sat down before the httle town of Le Quesnoy, the

last fortified support of Maubeuge upon the west. Upon the

same day he brushed the French out of the wood of Mormal,

the last natural obstacle which could protect Maubeuge when
Le Quesnoy should have fallen. It was the 17th of August

—

but aheady in Paris there had passed one of the chief accidents

of History : an accident from which were to flow aU the tactics

of the Great War, ultimately the successes of Napoleon, and

immediately the salvation of the Revolution : Lazare Carnot

had been admitted to the Committee of Pubhc Safety.

In Paris the Queen endured that August : and, isolated

^ Even as it was, and in spite of his failure before Dunkirk, the Duke of York
had plenty of time to bring back his remnant and help Coburg after that failure,

and to have joined him in front of Maubeuge before the French attempted the

relief of that town. Hhe English commander could easily have been present

at Wattignies, and would probably or certainly have prevented that miracle.

But no one foresaw the miracle. Coburg did not ask York to come till the

7th of October. York did not march till the 10th, and even then he thought

he had the leisure to waste a week in covering forty miles !



THE HUNGER OF MAUBEUGE 369

from the world, she did not know what chances of war might

imperil her through the fury of a defeated nation or might

save her by the failure of the Terror and its martial law.

As she thus waited alone and in silence the pressure upon
the Repubhc grew. Lyons had risen when Marat died. Vendee

was not defeated : before the month ended the Enghsh were in

Toulon.

As the hot days followed each other in their awful sameness

she still declined : her loss of blood never ceased, her vigour

dwindled. A doctor of great position, the surgeon Souberbielle,^

visited the cell and denounced its dampness for a danger : no-

thing was done. She hved on, knowing nothing of the world

beyond and above those dirty walls, but vaguely she hoped or

imagined an exchange and to be reunited with her children—to

survive this unreal time and to find herself abroad again with

living men. No change or interruption touched the long watch

of her soul until, when she had already passed three weeks and
more in nothingness, that inspector of pohce who had aheady

befriended her in the Temple, Michonis, entered ; and a certain

companion, spare and wild-eyed, was with him. It was a

Wednesday—the last Wednesday in August ; the month had
yet three days to run.

These two men who so visited her were in league to help her,

and fantastic fortune had put an official of the city at her disposal

for escape.

The whole scene was rapid—she had barely time to under-

stand the prodigious opportunity. She noticed in the hand
of Mchonis's companion a bunch of pinks—perhaps she half

recognised his face (indeed, he had fought in defence of the

palace), she failed to take the flowers and he let them fall behind

the stove—and the while Michonis was covering all by some
official question or other. It was not a minute's work and they

were gone : but in the flowers, when, after her beudlderment,

1 He was famous for his operations for the stone, sat upon the Jury that

condemned the Queen, was summoned for his art to Westminster Hospital,

wondered in old age why the Kestoration would not give his European fame a
salaried post : thought it might be a fear of his infirmities of age : danced high
and vigorously before the committee of medical patronage to prove, at ninety,

his unimpaired vivacity, was refused any public salary, and died—some
years later—a still active but disappointed man, " fearing that his politics

had had some secret effect in prejudicing the royal family against him."

24
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she sought them, she found a note. Its contents offered her

safety. IMichonis (it ran), trusted as an official, would produce an

order to transfer her person to some other prison ; in the passage

he would permit her to fly. The note asked for a reply.

She had no pen or pencil, but she found a plan for answer-

ing, for she took a pin and pricked out painfully these words on

a shp of paper : "I am watched ; I neither write nor speak
;

I count on you ; I wdll come." The pohceman of her guard

—

not the corporal—had been bought. He took the pricked shp

of paper from her and gave it to the porter's wife, her friend.

Next day Michonis called for it, knew that the Queen was ready,

laid all his plans, and on the Monday, by night, appeared at the

door of the Conciergerie with his official order for the removal

of the Queen.

But even in these few hours there had been time for treason.

The pohceman had revealed the message to the authorities.

The faces Michonis saw at the gate of the prison by the sentry's

lamp when he came up that Monday night were not those he

expected or knew. His plot was abeady in the hands of the

Government and he was lost.

Within, the Queen waited in an agony of silence for the

sound of her dehverers ; the hours of the morning drew on and

the summer dawn of the Tuesday broadened ; no steps had

sounded on the stones of the passage : everything had failed.

Her dehverer suffered. She herself was closely examined

and transferred to another cell where she must wait under more

rigid compulsion for the end.

No other human fortune ^ came to Marie Antoinette from

that day until, seven weeks later, she died.

West and a httle north of Maubeuge, but twenty miles away,

the watchers a month and more before had heard the ceaseless

guns round Valenciennes. Then had come the silence of the

surrender. Now they heard much nearer, west and a httle to

the south, the loud fury of a new and neighbouring bombard-

ment as the shot poured into Le Quesnoy. Soon, as they knew,

those guns would be trained on their own walls. Little Le
Quesnoy was the last of the hne but one, and they, in Maubeuge,

the last of all. The Monday, the first Monday in September,

* I reject the story of her Communion.
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the Tuesday, the Wednesday, the Thursday, the Friday, all that

week the garrison of Maubeuge hstened to the endless sound which

never faltered by day or by night, and they still wondered how
long it might endure : there were but 6000 in the Httle place

and their doom was so certain that their endurance seemed quite

vain. Sunday and the guns never paused or weakened ; the second

Monday came and they still raged—but on the ninth day when

the marvel seemed to have grown permanent, on the Tuesday (it

was the day that the Queen was thrust into her second and

more rigorous imprisonment) again—as with Valenciennes—the

ominous silence came : Le Quesnoy was treating, and Maubeuge

now made ready for its end.

The free troops to the south and east (two poor divisions)

moved doubtfully towards the entrenched camp of the fortress

—knowing well that they must in a few days be contained :

there was no food : there were not even muskets for them all.

Around them by detachments the French forces were

being eaten up. The httle garrison of Cambrai had marched

out to reheve its neighbour—6000 men, three-quarters of the

infantry regulars, three squadrons, and a battery of guns. The
Hungarians rode through that battery before it could unlimber,

refused to accept surrender, broke the hne and hacked and

killed until a remnant got off at a run under the guns of

Bouchain. Declaye, their general, survived : he was in Paris

within forty-eight hours, tried within another forty-eight, and

on the morrow beheaded.

For a fortnight these contemptuous successes on the fringe

of Coburg's army continued, and the main force meanwhile was

gathering supphes, calling in detachments, organising train, and

making all ready for the last and decisive blow that should

shatter Maubeuge. In Maubeuge they hurriedly and confusedly

prepared : such grain as they could gather from neighbouring

farms was seized, many of " the useless and the suspect " were

expelled, the able-bodied civilians were set to dig, to entrench,

and to complain, and over all this work was a man worthy of

the place and the occasion, for, on a high morning, the 15th of

September, but a day or two after the surrender of Le Quesnoy,

there had galloped into Maubeuge a representative of the

Parhament well chosen by the Terror to superintend such an

issue : he rode straight in the long stirrups of the cavahy with



372 MARIE ANTOINETTE
harsh, eccentric, and powerful clean face • a young man, dark

and short and square : it was Drouet.

The two divisions hung nervously, the one east, the other

west of the fortress, making a show to dispute the passage of

the river against forces three times their own in number and

indefinitely their superiors in training and every quaHty of

arms : on the 28th ^ of September, at dawn, Coburg crossed

where he chose both above and below the town ; of the French

divisions one was swept, the other hunted, into the fortress

—

before noon the thing was done, and the French force—^happy

to have escaped with but a partial panic—was blocked and

held. With the next day the strain began, for the Austrians

drove the surrounding peasantry within the walls and in the

eame hour burnt the stores accumulated outside. On the

third day the first of the horses within Maubeuge was killed

for food.

Drouet, for ail his high heart, doubted if the Repubhc could

deliver them and knew the sudden extremity of the town. He
imagined a bold thing. On the 2nd of October, the fourth day

of the siege, he took a hundred dragoons—men of his own old

arm—and set out across the Austrian Unes by night : he

designed a long ride to the Meuse itself and the sending of

immediate news to the Committee of the hunger of Maubeuge :

he feared lest those civilians in Paris should imagine that a

week, ten days, a fortnight were all one to the beleaguered

town, and lest they should frame their plan of relief upon the

false hope of a long siege. So he rode out—and the enemy

heard the hoof-beats and caught him. They put that dark

man in chains ; they caged him also and made him a show. In

Brussels, Fersen, with a dreadful curiosity, went to peep at his

face behind the iron bars ; in Paris the woman whose chance

of flight he had destroyed at Varennes sat and awaited her

judges.

Three days passed in Maubeuge and all the meat, salted and

fresh, was sequestrated. The manuscripts in the monastery

were torn up for cartridges : everything was needed. On the

next day, the 6th of October, all hay and straw were comman-

deered. On the next, the 7th, a census of the food remaining

^ Not, as Jomini says, the 29th.
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showed, for over 30,000 adult men and all the women and

children besides, barely 400 head, and of these more than three-

quarters were small sheep in poor condition. Upon the 10th

such little grain as the to-wn contained was seized by the Com-

mandant. The next day the whole population was upon half

rations and the townsmen were struggling with the soldiery.

Upon the morrow again, the 12th, counsel was taken of the

desperate need to advise the Government that the place was

all but gone, and it was designed that by night such as

might volunteer should bear the news or perish in crossing

the lines.

That evening, the evening of the 12th, after dark, Marie

Antoinette was led out from her cell for that prehminary In-

terrogation which, in French procedure, precedes the pubhc

trial. They led her from her little cell, through the narrow

passages, into a great empty hall. Two candles, the only hghts

in that echoing darkness, stood upon the table.

She was in a deep ignorance of her position and of Europe.

The silence of the room corresponded to the silence \\ithin her :

its darkness to the complete lonehness of her heart. She did

not know what were the fortunes of the French army, what

advance, if any, had been made by their enemies—whom she

still regarded as her rescuers. She knew nothing of the last des-

perate risk upon the frontier which the Republic ran ; she knew
nothing of the steps by which she had been brought to this

position, the demand in Parhament for her execution as the

news from the front got worse and worse : the summoning of

the Court : the formation of the Bench that was to try her.

Least of all did she know that the extreme mad group whom
Hebert led had gone to her little sickly son suggesting to him
(probably beheving what they suggested) nameless corruptions

from her hand : to these they beheved he had been witness,

nay, himself a victim ; she did not know that to these horrors

that group had caused the child's trembling signature to be

affixed. . . . He had sat there swinging his legs in the air from

the high chair in which they had placed him to question him :

he had answered " Yes " to all they suggested ... he was her

httle son ! She, imprisoned far off from him, knew nothing

of that hellish moment. She was utterly deserted. She saw
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nothing but the dark empty room and the two pale candles

that shone upon the faces of the men who were soon to try

her : they marked in rehef the aquihne face of the chief judge

Herman. The other faces were in darkness.

Certain questions privately put to her were few and simple,

a mere preliminary to the trial ; she answered them as simply

in her own favour. Her dress was dark and poor. She sat

between two poHcemen upon a bench in the vast black void of

the unfurnished hall and answered, and, when she had answered,

signed. She answered conventionally that she wdshed the

country well, that she had never wished it ill ; she signed (as

they told her to sign) under the title of the " wddow of Capet."

They named two barristers to defend her, Chauveau Lagarde

and Troncon Ducourdray, and she was led back to her cell and

to her silence. Next day, the 13th, these lawyers were informed,

and came to consult with her.

Upon the 13th, by night, tw^elve dragoons volunteered to

take news out of Maubeuge, a sergeant leading them. They

swam the Sambre and got clean away. They rode all night

;

they rode by morning into Phihppeville and begged that three

cannon shots might be fired, for that was the signal by w^hich

Maubeuge was to know that they had brought news of the

hard straits of the city beyond the Austrian lines. They

rode on without sleep to Givet, and there at last they heard

that an army was on the march, straight for the relief of the

siege.

Carnot had gathered that army, bringing in the scattered

and broken detachments from the right and the left, concen-

trating them upon Avesnes, until at last he had there to his

hand 45,000 men. Carnot was there in Avesnes, and we have

records of the ragged army, some of them fresh from defeats,

most of them worthless, pouring in. There were those who had

one shoe, there were those who had none ; they were armed in

varying fashion ; they were w^holly under-gunned. The boys

straggled, marched, or drooped in, the gayer of them roaring

marching songs, but the greater part disconsolate. With such

material, in one way or another, Carnot designed to conquer.

Maubeuge had been upon half rations since the beginning of the

week, it might ask for terms in any hour, and between him and
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it stretched the long high Hne of AA'Ood wherein Coburg lay

entrenched impregnably.

The nominal command of the hosts so gathered was in the

hands of Jourdan, a travelling draper who had volunteered in

the American War, whom the Committee of PubHc Safety had

discovered, once more a draper, and to whom it had given first

the army of the Ardennes, then this high post before Maubeuge.

He was a man of simple round features and of easy mind ; he had
but just been set at the head of the Army of the North : left

to himself he would have lost it—and his head. But the true

commander was not Jourdan, it was Carnot. Carnot came to

represent only the force of the Parhament of which he was a

member and the force of the Committee of Pubhc Safety of

which he was the brain ; but once on the field he exceeded both

these capacities and became, what he had always been, a soldier.

His big and ugly, bulging forehead with its lean wisp of black

hair hid the best brain and overhung the best eye for tactics

of all those that preceded and prepared the final effect of

Napoleon's armies.

The great Carnot in Avesnes that night stood Hke a wrestler

erect and ready, his arms free, his hands unclenched, balancing

to clutch the invader and to try the throw. He, with that

inward vision of his, saw the whole plan of the struggle from

south to north, and overlooked the territory of the French

people as a mountain bird overlooks the plain. He knew the

moment. He knew it not as a vague, intense, political fear,

nor even as a thesis for the learned arms and for the staS, but

as a visible and a real world : he saw the mountains and the

rivers, the white threads of roads radiating from Paris to all

the points of peril, of rebellion or of disaster ; he saw the armies

in column upon them, the massed fronts, the guns. He saw
the royal flag over Toulon and the English fleet in harbour

there, he saw the Bush and the Marsh of Vendee still uncon-

quered, he saw the resistance of Lyons (for he had no news

of its surrender) ; above all he saw those two doors against

which the invader leaned, which were now pushed so far ajar

and which at any moment might burst open—the lines of

Weissembourg ; and here, right to his hand, the entrenchments

that covered the last siege of the northern frontier. He saw
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reeling and nearly falling the body of the RepubHc that was
his religion, and he saw that all the future, death or life, lay in

Maubeuge.

The Sunday night fell over Paris and over those long Flemisli

hills. The morrow was to see the beginning of two things : the

trial of the Queen and the opening of a battle which was to

decide the fate of the French people.
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CHAPTER XX
WATTIGNIES

Monday, the 14th of October :

—

The fate of the Queen and of the RepubHc had each come
to a final and critical issue when the light broke, oct. 14, 1793.

dully in either place, over Paris and over the pas- 6 a.m.

tures of the frontier. There the army lay to arms in the valley,

with Coburg entrenched upon the ridge above them, and beyond
him the last famine of Maubeuge : from dawn the French Hnes

could hear, half a day's march to the northward, the regular

boom of the bombardment. But Carnot was now come.

In Paris, when it was broad day, the chief oct. 14, 1793.

Court above the prison was prepared. in Paris, 8 a.m.

The populace had crammed the side galleries of the great

room and were forming a further throng, standing in the space

between the doors and the bar. The five Judges, Herman the

chief, filed on to the Bench ; a httle below them and on their

right a jury of fifteen men were empanelled. It was on the

courage, the conviction or the fanaticism of these that the

result would turn.

They presented, as they sat there awaiting the prisoner, a

little model of the violent egahtarian mood which had now for

a year and more driven the mihtary fury of the RepubHc.
Among them would be seen the refined and somewhat degraded

face of a noble who had sat in the earlier Parliaments and who
had drifted as Orleans had drifted—but further than had
Orleans. There also were the unmistakable eyes of precision

which were those of an optician, a maker of instruments. There

were, resting on the rail of the box, the firm hands of a great

surgeon (Souberbielle). A few of the common people were

mingled with these : contractors also, prosperous men, and
master-carpenters. There was a hatter there, and a barber, a

man who had made violins, and another who painted pictures

377
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for the rich. Of such elements was the body comprised which

had now to determine so much in the history of Europe.

Above them a presiding figure, Herman the Judge, with his

dark aquihne face, controlled them all. They looked all of

them towards the door that led from the cells below, where two

warders came upward through it, leading between them the

Queen.

She also as she entered saw new things. The silence and

the darkness of her long imprisonment fell from her : the noise

of the streets came in from the windows before her ; she heard

the rumour and she saw the movement of the populace which

—

save for that brief midnight drive two months ago—had been

quite cut off from her since last she had shrunk from the mob
on the evening when she had heard the gate of the Temple

bolted behind her carriage. After that hush which had been

so dreadfully divided by evil upon evil, she came out suddenly

into the sound of the city and into the general air. In that

interval the names of months and of days, the mutual saluta-

tions of men, rehgion and the very habit of hfe had changed.

In that interval also the nation had passed from the shock

of arms to unimagined crimes, to a most unstable victory, to

a vision of defeat and perhaps of annihilation. France was

astrain upon the edge of a final dehverance or of a final and

irretrievable disaster. Its last fortress was all but fallen, all

its resources were called out, all its men were under arms, over

the fate of the frontier hung a dreadful still silence. In the

very crisis of this final doubt and terror the Queen stood

arraigned.

The women lowered their knitting-needles and kept them

still. The httle knot of Commissioners sitting with Counsel for

the State, the angry boys in the crowd who could remember

wounds or the death of comrades, stretched forward to catch

sight of her as she came up the stairs between her guards :

they were eager to note if there had been any change.

She had preserved her carriage, which all who knew her had

regarded since her childhood as the chief expression of her soul.

She still moved with solemnity and with that exaggerated but

unfhnching poise of the head which, in the surroundings of

Versailles, had seemed to some so queenly, to others so affected,

which here, in her last hours, seemed to all, as she still pre-
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served it, so defiant. For the rest she was not the same. Her
glance seemed dull and full of weariness ; the constant loss of

blood which she had suffered during those many weeks spent

below ground had paled her so that the artificial, painted red of

her cheeks was awful in that grey morning, and her still ample

hair was ashen and touched wdth white, save where some traces

of its old auburn could be perhaps distinguished.

She was in black. A Httle scarf of lace was laid with

exactitude about her shoulders and her breast, and on her head

she wore a great cap which a woman who loved her, the same
who had served her in her cell, put on her as she went to her

passion. The pure white of this ornament hung in great strings

of lawn on either side, and round it and beneath it she had wound
the crape of her widowhood. So dressed, and so standing at the

bar, so watched in silence by so many eyes, she heard once more

the new sound which yesterday she had first learned to hate :

the hard and nasal voice of Herman. He asked her formally

her name. She answered in a voice which was no longer strong,

but which was still clear and well heard in that complete

silence :

" Marie Antoinette of Austria, some thirty-eight years old,

widow to Louis Capet the King of France."

To the second formal question on the place of her first

arrest, that :

" It was in the place where the sittings of the National

Assembly were held."

The clerk, a man of no great learning, wrote his heading :

" The 23rd day of the first month of the fourth year of Freedom,"

and when he had done this he noted her replies, and Herman's

short questions also : his bidding to the jury that they must

be firm, to the prisoner that she must be attentive.

Into the clerk's writing there crept, as there wiU into that

of poor men, certain grievous errors of grammar which in an

earher (and a later) time would not have appeared in the record

of the meanest Court trying a tramp for hunger ; but it was the

Revolution and they were trjring a Queen, so everything was

strange ; and this clerk called himself Fabricius, which had a

noble sound—but it was not his name.

This clerk read the Ust of witnesses and the indictment out

loud.
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When these formahties were over they brought a chair. The

Queen sat down by leave of the Court and the trial began. She

saw rising upon her right a new figure of a kind which she had

not known in all her Ufe up to the da"v when the door of the

prison had shut her out from the noise and change of the world.

It was a figure of the Terror, Fouquier Tinville. His eyes were

steadfast, the skin of his face was brown, hard and strong

;

he was a hired politician covered with the pohtician's outer

mask of firmness. Within he was full of the pohtician's hesi-

tation and nervous inconstancy. A genuine poverty and a

pohtician's hunger for a salary had been satisfied by the post

of Pubhc Prosecutor. He earned that salary with zeal and

with Httle discernment, and therefore, when the time came, he

also was condemned to die. It was he now in this forenoon

who opened against the Queen.

His voice was harsh and mechanical : his speech was long,

dull and violent : rhetorical ^vith that scenic and cardboard

rhetoric v/hich is the ofiicial commonplace of all tribunals. The

Widow Capet was a Messalina ; she was a leech ; she was a Mero-

vingian Tyrant ; she was a Medicis. She had held relations with

the " Man called King " of Bohemia and Hungary ; she had

urged Capet on to all his crimes. She had sent milhons to aid

her family in their war against the French people. She had

woven the horrid plot of the 10th of August, which nothing

but incredible valour had defeated. Ske was the main enemy
which the new and angry Freedom for which he spoke had had

to meet and to conquer.

Apart from its wearisome declamation the accusation was

true ; save that—through no fault of her own, poor woman !

—

she had not aided the foreign cause with gold, all the story was

evident and pubhcly known. She sat as near this orator as is

a nurse to a bedside. She heard him with her suffering and

disdainful face quite fixed and unmoved, save at one point

:

the mention of her son.

Fouquier Tinville was sane : he saw the crass absurdity of

Hubert's horrors, he barely touched upon them very hurriedly

(and as the rapid and confused words escaped him, her lips

tmtched with pain), but even as he did so he knew he had

given the defence a hold.

It is held on principle in French Courts that an impartial
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presentation of the truth cannot be obtained unless witnesses

are heard in a chance sequence, not divided into friends and

foes as with us, but each (such is the theory) telHng what he

beheves to be the truth. Even in these pohtical trials of the

Terror (which were rather Courts-Martial or condemnations than

trials) the rule was observed, and when Fouquier sat down the

file of witnesses began.

The parade was futile. For plain political facts known to

the whole world no hst of witnesses were needed, nor could their

evidence be of the least avail. Moreover, that evidence was

lacking. The witnesses defiled one after the other, each vaguer

than the last, to prove (and failing to prove) things that were

commonplaces to all Europe. Long past mid-day the empty

procession continued through the drowsy hours past one o'clock

and two : remembering trifles of her conduct true and false.

To every assertion as the Judge repeated it (true or false) she

answered quietly by a denial : that denial was now false, now

true.

Even if the Revolutionary Tribunal could have subpoenaed

Mallet or the Emperor or Fersen, it would have meant little

to the result. Her guilt, if it was guilt so to scheme against

the nation, was certain : what yet remained in doubt was the

pohtical necessity of such a trial at such a moment, the Hmit

of hardihood in her judges and the possible effect in a democracy

of public sympathy at some critical phase of the pleadings : and

much more potent than any of these three, because it included

them all, was the news that might come at any moment from

the frontier and from the hunger of Maubeuge—no news came.

Last of these witnesses Hubert, all neat and powdered,

presented his documents and put forward his abominations, his

fixed idea of incest. The pubhc disgust might here have

turned the trial. There was a stir all round : her friends began

to hope. As for the officials, they could not stop Hebert's

mouth, but Herman was careful to omit the customary repeti-

tion : he was hurrying on to the next witness when a juryman

of less wit than his fellows and filled with the enorjnous

aberrations of hate, pressed the charge.

The Queen would not reply. She half rose from her chair

and cried in a high voice :
" I appeal to every mother here,"

and then sank back again.
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The crowd in the galleries began to move and murmur, the

women raised their voices against the angry orders of the ushers

and of the Bench demanding silence. Away, dining beyond the

Seine, Robespierre, hearing of it, broke a plate at table in his

anger, and thought Hebert's lunacy had saved her. A further

witness, though he spoke of the flight to Varennes, could hardly

be heard, and spoke quite unheeded ; and when he had con-

cluded, the Court abruptly rose in the midst of the commotion,

hubbub and change.

The Queen was led to her cell, keeping as she left her place,

in spite of her hopeless fatigue, the steady step wherewith she

had entered ; and as she passed she heard one woman in the

press sneering at her pride.

It was three o'clock. The first act in that long agony had

lasted, without food or breathing time, for seven hours.

Oct. 14, 1793. While the Republic thus held the old world

Before rviau- prisoner in Paris and tortured it in the person of
beuge, 8 a.m.

^j^^ Queen, out on the frontier in the water-

meadows of Avesnes, the Republic lay in its chief peril from

the old world free and armed. Coburg and every privilege held

the crest of the hills invincibly, and Maubeuge was caught fast,

unreachable beyond the entrenchments of that ridge.

Carnot, looking westward down the valley of the Helpe, saw

the deep orchards laden with October, nourished by the small

and very winding stream. He saw the last French frontier

hamlets and their mills : St. Hilaire, Dompierre, Tenieres,

dwindling away to where, far off in its broad trench, ran the

Sambre.

Before him also in this valley, as he looked westward do^vn

it, he saw stretched for some ten miles the encampment of his

army : bivouac after bivouac, one beyond the other along the

lines, and smoke rising from them. Tall hedges, not yet bare,

divided the floor of the valley and the village grounds : here

also Csesar had marched through against the Nervii : for this

corner of Europe is a pack of battlefields. Malplaquet lay just

before the army ; within a march, Fleurus ; within sound of

cannon, Jemappes.

Up above them beyond that wood of Avesnes, the fine of

the heights along the sky, was the enemy. It had loomed so
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dark before the late, dull and rainy dawn, that they had seen

the notches in that Hne which were the emplacement of guns.

The early afternoon had shone upon the sides of the hills, and

the French outposts had seen the outposts of the enemy busy in

the Httle villages that mark the foot of the slopes : St. Vaast,

Dourlers, Foursies. And all day long boomed to the north

behind the hills the sullen guns before Maubeuge. At any hour

that dull repeated sound might cease, and it would mean that

the last fortress had fallen.

All that day Carnot passed in silence. The troops, some last

detachments of w^hich had but just marched in, lay dully in

such repose as soldiers can steal : a jumble of forty patchwork

battahons, mihtia, regulars, loud volunteers, old stark gunners
;

they hstened to the distant and regular thunder of the siege.

Tn some stations the few horses were grooming : in others,

fewer still, the rare guns w^ere cleaned.

An hour before dusk the six generals were called qq^ ^^ ^^gg

to Carnot 's tent, and here and there the bugles Before Mau-

roused the troops called for reconnaissance. These ^®^^®' * P'^-

few detachments crossed the w^oods, pierced gaps in the hedges ^

to prepare the advance of the morrow, noted and exchanged

shots with the outposts of the evening, and at evening they

retired. As they retired Carnot gave orders to the guns. Out
of effective range, vague and careless of a target, they fired and
proclaimed the presence of a reheving army to the besieged.

Maubeuge in that still evening, during a lull of the siege-

pieces, heard those French guns, and Ferrant and the general

officers wdth him counselled a sortie. Only Chancel stood out

;

but Chancel was in command of the camp of Maubeuge, and his

authority was unassailable. He did not distinguish the French

fire, he thought it Austrian ; no instinct moved him. Therefore

all the next day while the battle was engaged, the garrison of

Maubeuge failed to move ; and later, for this error, Chancel w^as

tried and killed.^

When the guns had been thus fired, the reconnaissance ended.

1 So on the same field had Csesar been compelled to clear the hedgerows.
So little does the French peasantry change in a thousand years, and so

tenacious is each French province of its customs.
2 And the other version is that Chancel was for moving but that Ferrant

would not. Choose.
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The troops fell back again through the wood of Avesnes and

slept the last sleep before battle. In Paris during that same

evening, the long trial of the Queen proceeded.

• ••••••«
Oct. 14, 1793. At five, just in that hour when Carnot was
In Paris, 5 p.m. recalHng his scouts and ordering that warning

cannon, the Court gathered and the prisoner was recalled.

In her cell she had not been silent.

As a great actress in an interval between her hardest hnes

will refuse repose and will demand rather comment or praise, so

had she filled this Httle respite of two hours with questions

and with doubts professed. She had dwelt upon the forms of

the trial, she had begged her counsel to reassure her. She had

despised the evidence. She had said she feared but one wit-

ness—Manuel—and indeed all who could have spoken as eye-

witnesses to a hundred notorious truths were now over the

frontier or dead.

With her entry the trial was resumed and the file of

witnesses continued. It was as monotonous and as vague as

before. Even Manuel, whom she had feared, was vague, and

the very servants of the prison (though they had been witnesses

to conspiracy) were uncertain and rambhng. And this fatuity

of the witnesses who were so solemnly and so strictly examined

did not proceed from the turmoil of the time alone, nor even

from the certitude which all then had (and which history has

now) upon the past action of the Queen in cherishing the hope

of foreign domination and in procuring it : rather did it proceed

from the fact that these dreadful days were filled not with a

judicial but with a pohtical action, and that the Court was met

not to estabhsh truths at once unprovable and glaring, but to

see whether or no the Revolution could dare to condemn the

prisoner. It was an act of War and a challenge to What lay

entrenched up there before Maubeuge, training its guns on the

last hope, the ragged army in the valley of Avesnes below.

If all the witnesses which history possesses to-day, if Moleville,

Fersen, Mallet, could have been brought into that Court and

have had the Truth dragged from them, it would have affected

the issue very little. One thing could alone affect that issue,

the news of victory : and no news came. All reports from the

frontier had ceased.
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The lights in the Court were Ht, smoky and few. The air,

already foul from the large concourse, grew heavy even for the

free ; for the sickened prisoner it became intolerable as the night

hours drew in—six dark interminable hours. She heard the

succeeding witnesses distantly, more distantly. Her head was

troubled and her injured eyesight failed her. It was very late.

The droning of the night was in her ears. She vaguely knew at

last that there was a movement around her and that the Court

was rising. She asked faintly for water. Busne, the officer in

guard of her, brought it to her and she drank. As he supported

her mth some respect down the short passage to her cell he

heard her murmuring: ''I cannot see. ... I cannot see. . . .

I have come to the end. . .
."

She lay down when her doors had received her, and just

before midnight she fell asleep. She slept deeply and for the

last time.

• •••••«
Tuesday, October 15.

A httle before dawTi the French bugles upon the frontier

roused the troops of Avesnes ; their calls ran oct. 15 1793

down the Hne, they passed from the Diane to Before Mau-

the Generale, the woods before them sent back ^®^^®' ^ ^•^•

echoes, and soon the army moved. Far off upon the left Fro-

mentin, upon the far right Duquesnoy, began marching for-

wards and inwards, converging, but the main body in the

centre took the high road, which, if they could force its passage,

would lead them straight to Maubeuge.

The sun was still level over the glinting wet fields when
Carnot came to the summit of the long sweU whence could be
perceived, over an intervening hollow, the village of Couriers,

and above it the level fringe of trees which held the Austrian

cannon ; an impregnable crest upon whose security Coburg and
the Alhes founded the certitude of victory. The guns began.

Among the batteries of the French (too few for their task)

two batteries, one of sixteen-pounders, the other of twelve, were

the gift of the city of Paris. By some accident these, though

iU manned, silenced the Austrian fire at one critical and central

point above the Dourlers itself and close to the high road.

Whether the French aptitude for this arm had helped to train

the volunteers of the city, or whether these had such a leaven

25
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of trained men as sufficed to turn the scale, or whether (as is

more probable) some error or difficulty upon the opposing slope

or some chance shot had put the invaders out of action, cannot

be known. Carnot seized upon the moment and ordered the

charge. As his columns advanced to carry Dourlers he sent

word at full speed to either wing that each must time itself by

the centre, and forbade an advance upon the left or right until

the high road should be forced and the centre of the Austrian

position pierced or confused.

As he stood there looking down from the height where the

road bifurcates, all the battle was plain to him, but his sapper's

eye for a plan watched the mngs much more anxiously than

they watched the centre before him. The stunted spire of

Wattignies a long way off to the east, the clump that hid St.

Remy to the west, marked strong bodies of the enemy, and, in

the open plateau beyond, their numerous cavalry could crush

either extremity of his line (which at either extremity was

weak) should either be tempted forward before the centre had

succeeded. The front was long—over five miles—he could not

enforce sagacity nor even be certain of intelhgence, and as he

doubted and feared the action of his distant Heutenants, he

saw the centre advancing beneath his eyes.

The Austrian cannon had abandoned the duel. The French

line approached Dourlers, deployed, and began the ascent. A
sudden and heavy fire of musketry from the hollow road and from

the hedges met the sixteen thousand as they charged ; they did

not waver, they reached the garden walls, and closed until, to

those watching from the hill, the attempt was confused and

hidden by a rolhng smoke and the clustered houses of the village.

It was past mid-morning.

In Paris they had wakened the Queen, tardily. She wondered

Oct 15 1793.
perhaps to see Busne not there. He had suffered

In Paris, arrest in the night ; he was detained to see
7.30 a.m.

^£ Yie could tell the Court or the Committee some

secret gathered from his prisoner. It was under another guard

that she left her cell.

It was nearly nine before the Court assembled in the dull

light, and later before the futile drag of evidence was renewed.

Whether sleep had revived her, or whether some remnant of
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her old energy had returned to her for such an occasion, no

further weakness was perceived in the Queen. She sat, as she

had sat all the day before until her faintness had come upon

her, very ill, pale, and restrained, but erect and ready for every

reply. Moreover, in that morning the weary monotony of such

hours was broken by an incident which illuminated, though

it made more bitter, the last of her sad days ; for after

D'Estaing, the Admiral, had been heard to no purpose, another

noble, also a prisoner, was called ; and as she saw his face she

remembered better times, when the struggle was keen and not

hopeless, and when this bewildering Beast that called itself now
" Freedom," now " The Nation," had been tamed by the class

which still governed Europe outside and which in that day
controlled her kingdom also. It was Latour du Pin, the soldier

who had been responsible for the repression of the Mutiny at

Nancy three years—three centuries—before.

He still Hved. Against no man had '93 a better ground

for hate, and indeed the time came when the Revolution sent

him down also to meet his victims under the earth, but so far

his commanding head was firm upon his shoulders. He enjoyed,

as did all the prisoners of that time, the full use of his wealth.

He was clothed and fed in the manner of his rank. He entered,

therefore, with pride and with that mixture of gaiety and

courage upon which, since the wars of reHgion, all his kind had
justly plumed themselves : and as he entered he bowed with.

an excessive ceremony to the Queen.

The Judge asked him the formal question : Whether he

recognised the prisoner ? He bowed again and answered

:

" Indeed I know this Lady very well ;
" and in a few moments

of his examination he defended himself and her with a dis-

dainful ease that brought Versailles back vividly out of its tomb.
Revived or stung by such a memory, the Queen rephed to

question after question exactly and even with some power :

upon her frivolities, her expenses, her Trianon—all the legends

of debauch which were based upon that very real and very violent

fugue of pleasure in which she had wasted her brilliant years.

The close of that dialogue alone has a strict interest for his-

tory, when Herman came at last to the necklace. Trianon had
been on his lips a dozen times, and as he spoke the word he
remembered that other fatal thing :

—
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" Was it not in Trianon that you first came to know the

woman La Motte ?
"

" I never saw her !

"

" Was she not your victim in the affair of the necklace ?
"

" She could not be, for I had never known her !

"

" You still deny it ?
"

" I have no plan to deny. It is the truth, and I shall always

say the same."

It is a passage of great moment, for here indeed the prisoner

said precisely what was true and precisely what all. even those

who would befriend her, least believed to be true. She would

pretend a love for the French and a keen regard for their glory

—

even for the success of their armies. She would pretend to have

obeyed the King and not to have led him ; to have desired

nothing for her son, but only the welfare of the people. Trapped

and abandoned, she thought every answer, however false,

legitimate ; but in that one thing in which her very friends had

doubted her, another spirit possessed her and her words were

alive with truth.

After that episode no further movement followed. There

was opened before the Court (as the law compelled) her Mttle

pocket and the trinkets taken from her on the day of her im-

prisonment : the poor relics of her affection—the lock of hair,

the miniature—were laid before the Judges. They heard Simon,

the cobbler, in whose house her son was lodged—perhaps she

looked more curiously at his face than at others—but he had

nothing to say. They heard the porter of the Temple and

sundry others who had seen, or pretended to have seen, her

orders for the payments of sundry thousands—but all that busi-

ness was empty and all those hours were wasted : it was not

upon such vanities that the mind of Paris and of the crowded

Court was turned, but upon the Hne of Flemish hills a long

way off and upon the young men chmbing up against the guns.

Paris and the mob in the street outside that Court of Justice

and the hundreds crammed within it strained to hear, not

Valaze, nor Tiset, nor any other useless witness, but some first

breath of victory that might hft off them the oppression of

those days ; nay, some roaring news of defeat and of Coburg .

marching upon them : then at least, before their vision was «

scattered by the invader, they could tear this Austrian woman
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from her too lenient Judges for a full vengeance before they

themselves and that which they had achieved should die. At
the best or at the worst they panted for a clear knowledge of

their fortune ; but on through the day and well into the after-

noon, when the Court rose for its brief interval, no hint or

rumour even had come to Paris from before Maubeuge.

Carnot had come down the hill from the fork of the roads

;

he, and Jourdan beside him, followed behind the ^ ^ ,^ ,„^„

assault, bnngnig the headquarters of that general Before Mau-

plan some half-mile forward. So they knew that beuge, 10.30

the village of Dourlers was held. It was noon
^'"^

before the place was secured, and now all depended upon the

action of the extreme wings.

It was certain that the struggle for this central village would

be desperate : all depended upon the extreme wings. If these

(and both of them) could hold hard and neither advance too

far up the slope nor suffer (either of them) a beating-in, then

the work at Dourlers would be decisive. And indeed the village

was won, lost, and won and lost again : all the hard work was

there. The French carried it, they went beyond, they were

almost upon the ridge above it. In the upland field below the

crest of wood the Austrian cavahy under Nuffling struck them

in flank, and they were disordered. They were back in the

village of Dourlers, and the fight for it was from house to house

and from window to window. Twice it was cleared, twice lost.

The French carry to an immortal memory a lad of fourteen who
shpped forward in those attacks, got in behind the hnes of the

Hungarian Grenadiers who held the market-place, and, in lanes

beyond, drummed the charge to make his comrades think that

some were already so far forward and thus to urge them on.

Many years after in digging up that ground his Httle bones were

found buried side-long with the bones of the tall Hungarian

men, and he has now his statue beating the charge and looking

out towards the frontier from the gatew^ays of Avesnes.

I have said that the horns of that crescent, the extreme wings,

were ordered to be cautious, and warned that their caution alone

could save the fight ; for if they went too far while Dourlers

in the centre was still doubtful, that centre would certainly be

thrown back by such a general as Coburg, who knew very well
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the breaking-point of a concave line. The fourth attack upon

Dourlers was prepared and would have succeeded when Carnot

heard that Fromentin, up on the far left, up on the extreme tip

of the horn of that crescent, had carried his point of the ridge,

and, having carried it, had had the folly to pursue; he had

found himself upon the plateau above (an open plateau bare

of trees and absolutely bare of cover) with his irregulars all

boihng, and even his regulars imagining success. Weak in

cavalry, commanding men untrained to any defensive, he found

opposed to him the cavalry reserve of the enemy—a vast front of

horse suddenly charging. That cavalry smashed him all to pieces.

His regulars here and there formed squares, his irregulars tried to,

they were sabred and galloped down. They lost but four guns

(though four counted in so under-gunned an army), but, much
worse, they lost their confidence altogether. They got bunched

into the combes and hollows, the plateau was cleared. They in

their turn were pursued, and it would have been a rout but for

two accidents : the first accident was the presence of a fresh

reserve of French cavalry, small indeed, but very well disci-

phned, strict and ready, certain Hussars who in a red flash

(their uniform was red) charged on their httle horses and for

a moment stopped the flood of the enemy. The check so given

saved the fives though not the position of the French left wing.

It was beaten. It was caved in.

The second accident was the early close of an October day.

The drizzhng weather, the pall of clouds, curtained in an early

night, and the left thus faifing were not wholly destroyed : but

their failure had ruined the value of the central charge upon

Dourlers. The final attack ^ upon that central village was

countermanded ; the Austrians did not indeed pursue the

retreat of the French centre from its walls and lanes, but the

conception of the battle had failed.

In the Court-room, in Paris, during those hours, while the

Oct. 15, 1793. Judges raised the sitting, the Queen sat waiting for

In Paris, 5 p.m. their return ; they brought her soup which she

drank ; the evening darkened, the Judges reappeared, and the

trial began anew.

The witnesses called upon that last evening, when the lights

were ht and the long night had begun, were for the most part



WATTIGNIES 391

those who had come personally into the presence or into the

service of the Queen. Michonis especially, who was rightly

under a.rrest for attempting her rescue, appeared ; Brunier

appeared, the doctor who had attended to the children in the

Temple. The farce went on. The night grew deeper, the

witnesses succeeded each other. All that they had to say was

true. Nothing they said could be proved. One put forward

that she had written some note asking if the S^\^ss could

be reHed upon to shoot do\^Ti the people. She had said and

written one hundred of such things. Her counsel, who were

mere la^vyers, worried about the presentation of the document

—meanwhile night hastened onwards, and behind their veil of

October cloud the stars continually turned.

Upon the frontier the damp evening and the closed night

had succeeded one the other, and all along the ^ ^ ,^ ,„^^' = Oct, 15, 1793.

valley of the httle river it was foggy and dark. Before Mau-

The dead lay twisted where they had fallen during iJeuge, 10.30

that unwrought fight, and a tent pitched just

behind the lines held the stafi and Carnot. He did not sleep.

There was brought to him in those midnight hours a little note,

galloped in from the far south ; he read it and crumpled it

away. It is said to have been the news that the Hues of

Weissembourg were forced—and so they were. The Prussians

were free to pass those gates between the Ardennes and the

Vosges. Then Maubeuge was the last hold remaining : the

very last of all.

Jourdan proposed, in that decisive Council of a few moments,

held under that tent by lantern hght in the foggy darkness

while the day of their defeat was turning into the morrow, some
plan for reinforcing the defeated left and the playing of some
stalemate of check and countercheck against the enemy ; but

Carnot was big with new things. He conceived an adventure

possible only from his knowledge of what he commanded ; he

dismissed the mere written traditions of war which Jourdan

quoted, because he knew that now—and within twelve hours

—

all must certainly be lost or won. He took counsel with his

own great soul, and called, from his knowledge of the French,

upon the savagery and the laughter of the French service. He
knew what abominable pain his scheme must determine. He
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knew by what wTench of discipline or rather of cruelty the thing

must be done, but more profoundly did he know the temper

of young French people under arms to whom the brutahty of

superiors is native and who meet it by some miraculous reserve

of energy and of rebeUious smiles.

Those young French people, many half-mutinous, most of

them ill-clothed, so many wounded, so many more palsied by

the approach of death—all drenched under the October drizzle,

all by this time weary of any struggle whatsoever, were roused

in that night before their sleep was deep upon them.

Carnot had determined to choose 7000, to forbid them rest,

to march them right along his positions and add them to the

8000 on his right extreme wing, and then at morning, if men so

treated could still charge, to charge with such overwhelming

and unexpected forces on the right, where no such effort was

imagined, and so turn the Austrian hne.

There were no bugle-calls, no loud voice was permitted ; but

all the way down the line for five miles orders were given by

patrols whose men had not slept for thirty hours. They roused

the volunteers and the cursing regulars from the first beginnings

of their sleep ; they broke into the paltry comfort of chance

bivouac fires ; they routed men out of the straw in barns and

stables ; they kicked up the half-dead, half-sleeping boys who

lay in the wet grass marshes of the Tarsy ; and during all that

night, by the strength which only this service has found it

possible to conceive (I mean a mixture of the degrading and the

exalted, of servitude and of vision), from the centre and from the

left—from the forces which had been shot down before Dourlers

and from the men who had fled before the Austrian cavalry

when Fromentin had failed—a corps was gathered together under

the thick night, drawn up in column and bidden march through

the darkness by the lane that led towards the right of the

position. With what deep-rooted hatred of commandment sim-

mering in them those fellows went after thirty hours of useless

struggle to yet another unknown bhnd attempt, not historians

but only men who have suffered such orders know. They were

7000 ; the thick night, I say, was upon them ; the mist lay

heavy all over the wet land ; and as they went through the

brushwood and chance trees that separated the centre from the

right of the French position, they heard the drip of water from



WATTIGNIES 393

the dead, hanging leaves. Their agony seemed to them quite

wanton and purposeless. They were halted at last mechanically

like sheep at various points under various sleeping farms in

various deserted, tiny, hghtless villages. The night was far spent

;

they could but squat despairing, each squadron at its halting-

place waiting for the dawn and for new shambles. Meanwhile

it was thick night.

It was nearing midnight in Paris, but none yet felt fatigue,

neither the Judges nor their prisoner ; nor did any in q^^ ^g j„g3

the straining audience that watched the slow deter- in Paris,

mination of this business suffer the approach of ii-30p.m.

sleep. The Hst of the witnesses was done and their tale was
ended.

Herman leant forward, hawk-faced, and asked the Queen in

the level judicial manner if she had anything to add to her

defence before her advocates should plead. She answered com-
plaining of the little time that had been afforded her to defend

—and the last words she spoke to her Judges were still a vain

repetition that she had acted only as the wife of the King and
that she had but obeyed his will.

The Bench declared the examination of the v/itnesses closed.

For something like an hour that bronzed and hollow-faced man
next by her, Fouquier Tinville, put forward the case for the

Government ; he was careful to avoid the mad evidence Hebert
had supplied. When he sat down, the Defence spoke last—as

has since Rome been the custom or rather the obvious justice

of French procedure ; so that the last words a Jury may hear

shall be words for the prisoner at the bar—but this was not

a trial, though all the forms of trial were observed. Chauveau
Lagarde spoke first, his colleague next. When they had ceased

they were arrested and forbidden to leave the building, lest

certain words the Queen had whispered should mean some
communication with the invader.

The summing up (for summing up was still permitted, and
a century of Revolutionary effort was to pass before the pressure

of the Bench upon the Jury should be gradually destroyed) was
what the angers of that night expected and received. It was
three o'clock in the morning before the four questions were put
to the Jury. Four questions drawn indeed from the Indictment
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but avoiding its least proved or least provable clauses. Had
there been relations between the Executive and the foreign

enemies of the State, and promises of aid to facihtate the advance

of their armies ? If so, was Marie Antoinette of Austria proved

to have been privy to that plan ?

The Jury left the Hall. A murmur of tongues loosened rose

all around. The prisoner was led out beyond the doors of the

chamber. For one long unexpected hour she was so detained

while the Jury were still absent ; then a signal was given to her

guards and they led her in.

Oct. 16, 1793. The cold violence of formal law still dominated
In Paris, 4 a.m. the lawyers. Herman put forth the common ex-

hortation of judges against applause or blame. He read to

her the conclusions of the Jury : they were affirmative upon
every point of the four. He asked her with that same cold

violence of formahty, after the Public Prosecutor had demanded
the penalty of death set down for such actions as hers in the

new Penal Code, whether she had anything to say against her

sentence. She shook her head.

She was at the end of human things. She stood and saw

the Judges upon the Bench conferring for a moment, she stood

to hear her sentence read to her, and as she heard it she watched

them in their strange new head-dress all plumes, and she fingered

upon the rail before her with the gestures ladies learn in finger-

ing the keys : she swept her fingers gently as though over the

keys of an instrument, and soon the reading of the sentence was

done and they led her away. It was past four o'clock in the

morning.

On the terrace of his castle in Germany that night George

of Hesse saw the White Lady pass, the Ghost without a face

that is the warning of the Hapsburgs, and the hair of his head

stood up.

The long dark hours of the morning still held the troops

Oct. 16, 1793. ^^^^ ^^^ marched over from the left to the right

Before Mau- of the French position before Maubeuge. The first

feeuge, 4 a.m. arrivals had some moments in which to fall at full

length on the damp earth in the extremity of their fatigue,

but all the while the later contingents came marching in until,

before it was yet day but when already the farms about knew
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that it was morning, and when the cocks had begun to crow

in the steadings, all rose and stood to arms. The mist was

deepening upon them, a complete silence interpenetrated the

damp veil of it, nor through such weather were any Hghts per-

ceptible upon the heights above which marked the end of the

Austrian line.

The Queen went down the stone steps of the passage : she

entered regally into the cell made ready. She
^^^ ^g ^^gg

called without interval for pen and paper, and she in Paris, a little

sat down to write. She felt, after the transition ^^^^^^ four in

from the populous Court to the silence of those

walls, an energy that was not natural and that could not

endure, but that served her for an inspiration. She had tasted

but a bowl of soup since the morning—nay, since the evening

before, thirty hours—soon she must fail. Therefore she wrote

quickly while her mood was still upon her.

She sat and wrote to her dead husband's sister the letter

which, alone of all her acts, lends something permanently noble

to her name. It is a run of words exalted, dignified, and yet

tremendous, nor does any quality about that fourfold sheet of

writing, yellow with years, more astound the reader than the

quahty of revelation : for here something strong and level in

her soul, something hitherto quite undiscovered, the deepest part

of all, stands and shines. The sheet is blurred—perhaps with

tears : we do not know whether ever it was signed or ended ; but

before the morning came she laid herself upon her bed in her

poor black dress, her head was raised somewhat upon her right

hand, and so lying she began very bitterly to weep.

The priest of St. Landry, the parish church of the prison,

entered to minister to her : she spoke just such few words to

him as might assure her that he had sworn the civic oath and
was not in communion. When she knew this she would not

hear him. But he heard her murmuring against the bitter cold,

and bade her put a pillow upon her feet. She did so and was
again silent.

The hours wore on, the scent of newly-Hghted fires came
from the prison yard and the noise of men awakening. The
dripping of the damp weather sounded less in the increase of

movement, and on the pavement of the quays without began



396 MARIE ANTOINETTE
the tramp of marching and the chink of arms ; from further

ofi came the rumble of the drums : 30,000 were assembhng

to Une her Way. The two candles showed paler in the wretched

room. It was dawn.

The 16th of October broke upon the Flemish hills : the

men who had endured that night-march along; the

Before Mau- front of the battlefield, the men who had received

beuge, half- them among the positions of the extreme right,
past SIX m

g^^22 drooped under the sroT^dng light and were
the morning. ^ » o &

invigorated by no sun. The mist of the evening

and of the night from dripping and thin had grown dense and

whitened with the morning, so that to every soldier a new
despair and a new bewilderment were added from the very air,

and the bhnd fog seemed to make yet more obscure the obscure

designs of their commanders. The day of their unnatural vigil

had dawned, and yet there came no orders nor any stirring of

men. Before them slow schistous slopes went upwards and

disappeared into the impenetrable weather which hid clogged

ploughland and drenched brushwood of the rounded hill

;

hollow lanes led up through such a land to the summit of the

httle rise and the hamlet of Wattignies ; this most humble and

least of villages was waiting its turn for glory.

The downward slope which formed the eastern end of the

Austrian line, the low rounded slope whose apex was the spire

of the village, was but shghtly defended, for it was but the

extreme of a position, and who could imagine then—or who

now—that march through the sleepless night, or that men so

worn should yet be ready for new action with the morning ?

No reinforcement, Coburg knew, could come from behind that

army : and how should he dream that Carnot had found the

power to feed the fortunes of the French from their own vitals

and to drag these shambhng 7000, wrenched from West to East

during the darkness : or how, if such a thing had been done,

could any man believe that, such a torture suffered, the 7000

could still charge ?

Yet, had Coburg known the desperate attempt he would

have met it, he would have covered that ultimate flank of his

long ridge and reinforced it from his large reserve. But the

deep mist and the dead silence harshly enforced during the
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night-march had hidden all the game, and in front of Wattignies,

holding that round of sloping fields and the low semicircular

end of the ridge before the village, there were but 3000 ; the

infantry of Klebek, of Hohenlohe, and of Stern ; for their cavalry

they had behind them and alongside of the village farms a few

dragoons ; certain Croatian battalions stood in a second line.

These in that morning, expecting nothing but perhaps the few

troops as they had met easily the day before, waited under the

mist in formation and heard no sound. The morning broadened
;

the white vapour seemed hghter all around, but no voices could

be heard, nor did there come up through its curtain any rumble

of Umber from the roads below.

As the Queen so lay disconsolate and weeping bitterly,

stretched in her black gown upon the wretched ^ ^ ,„ ,„„„ .

^
Oct. 16, 1793.

bed and supportmg her head upon her hand, there in paris, about

came in the humble girl who had served her seven in the

faithfully and who was now almost distraught for
^°^^^^^'

what was to come. This child said :

—

" You have not eaten all these hours. . . . What will you
take now that it is morning ?

"

The Queen answered, still crying :
" My child, I need nothing

more : all is over now." But the girl added :
" Madam, I have

kept warm upon the hob some soup and vermicelh. Let me
bring it you." The Queen, weeping yet more, assented.

She sat up a moment (but feebly—her mortal fatigue had

come upon her—her loss of blood increased and was continued),

she took one spoonful and another ; soon she laid the nourish-

ment aside, and the morning drew on to her death.

She must change for her last exit. So much did the Revolu-

tion fear to be cheated of its defiance to the Kings that the

warders had orders not to lose sight of her for one moment :

but she would change. She would go in white to her end.

The girl who had served her screened her a little, and in the

space between the bed and the wall she crouched and put on

fresh hnen, and in place of her faded black a loose white muslin

gown. Her Tsddow's head-dress also, in which she had stood

proudly before her Judges, she stripped of its weeds, and kept

her hair covered by no more than the hnen cap.

Her Judges came in and read to her her sentence.
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The executioner, awkward and tall, came in. He must bind

her hands. " Why must you bind my hands ? The King's

hands were not bound." Yet were her hands bound and the

end of the rope left loose that her gaoler might hold it : but

she perhaps herself, before they bound her, cut off the poor

y locks ofjier hak.

They led her out past the door of the prison :

In Paris, at she was " dehvered " and signed for ; on tke steps

naif-past ten before the archway she went up into the cart,
m e morning,

^^^^i-j^g ^j^g crowd howHng beyond the great iron

gates of the Law Courts, and seeing seated beside her that

forsworn priest to whom she would not turn. . . . Nor were

these the last liumiHations : but I will not write them here.

Up and down the passages of the prison a little dog

whom she had cherished in her lonehness ran whining and

disconsolate.

The cart went lumbering on, past the Quay, over the bridge

under the murky drizzle. The windows beyond the river were

full of heads and faces ; the edges of the quays were black with

the crowd. The river Seine ran swollen with the rains ; its tide

and rolling made in such weather no mark upon the water-walls

of stone. The cart went lumbering on over the rough wet

paving of the northern bank. It turned into the Kue St.

Honore, where the narrow depth was full of noise. The long

Hne of troops stood erect and close upon either side. The dense

crowd still roared behind them : their prey sat upon the plank,

diminished, as erect as the constraint of her bonds and her

faihng strength would allow. Her Hps, for all their droop of

agony, were still proud ; her vesture was new ; her dehcate

high shoes had been chosen with care for that journey—but

her face might have satisfied them all. The painted red upon

her cheeks was dreadful against her utter paleness : from

beneath the Mnen of her cap a few whitened wisps of hair hung

dank upon her hollowed temples : a Victim. Her eyes were

sunken, and of these one dully watched her foes, one had lost

its function in the damp half-darkness of the cells : it turned

blank and bhnd upon the rabble that still followed the walking

jolt of the two cart-horses and the broad wheels. At the head

of those so following, an actor-fellow pranced upon a horse,

thrusting at her by way of index a sword, and shouting to the
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people that they held the tigress here, the Austrian. In the

midst of those so following, an American eager to see elbowed

his way and would not lose his vantage. From the windows of

the narrow gulf a continued noise of wonder, of jeers, and of

imprecations reached her. She still sat motionless and mthout

speech : the executioner standing behind her holding the loose

end of the cord, the forsworn priest sitting on the plank beside

her but hearing no words of hers.

It is said that as the tumbril passed certain masts whence

hmp tricolour pendants hung she glanced at them and murmured

a word ; it is to be beheved that, a few yards further, at the turn

into the Rue Royale, she gave way at the new sight of the

Machine set up for her before the palace gardens.

This is known, that she went up the steps of the scaffold

at hberty and stood for a bare moment seen by

the great gathering in the square, a figure against in paris, at a

the trees of what had been her gardens and the quarter past

place where her child had played. It was but a '

moment, she was bound and thrown, and the steel fell.

On the low mud and slope of Wattignies the mist began to

wreathe and thin as the hours approached high

noon. Through gaps of it the three Austrian Before Mau-

regiments could see trees now and then in the mid- beuge, about

distance, showing huge, and in a moment covered ® ®^®^ ^° ^^®
' & o '

_
mormng.

again by new whorls of vapour. But still there

was no sound. In front of them towards Dimont, to their

left round the corner of the slope in the valley of Glarges, with

every hft of vapour the landscape became apparent, when sud-

denly, as the mist finally lifted, the wide plain showed below

them roUing southwards, a vast space of wind and air, and at the

same moment they heard first bugles, then the shouts of com-

mand, and lastly the rising of the Marseillaise : Gaul was

upon them.

The sleepless men had been launched at last, the hollow

lanes were fuU of them swarming upwards : the fields were

ribbed with their open fines, and as they charged they sang.

Immortal song ! The pen has no power over colour or over

music, but though I cannot paint their hvely fury or make heard

their notes of triumph, yet I have heard them singing : I know
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the place, and I have seen their faces as they cleared the last

hedges of the rise and struck the 3000 upon every side.

These stood, wavered, fell back to re-form : then they saw new

masses of the Repubhcans roaring up from Glarges behind their

flank, broke and were scattered by the storm. The few heavy

guns of the Austrians there emplaced were trained too late to

check the onrush. The little pieces of the chmbing and the

surging men were dragged by laniards, unmasked beliind gaps

in the hurrying advance, crashed grape and were covered again

for a moment by the Hving cover of the charge. The green at

the hilltop was held, the poor j^ards and byres of Wattignies

were scoured and thundered through, and Carnot, his hat upon

his sword, and Duquesnoy his face half blood, and all the host

gloried to find before them in their halting mid-day sweat when

the great thrust was over, the level fields of the summit, the

Austrian line turned, and an open way between them and

Maubeuge.

Two charges disputed their certain victory. First the Hun-

garian cavalry galloped and swerved and broke
Oct, 16 1793, ® t/ o X

Before Mau-' against the dense and ever denser bodies that still

toeuge, just swarmed up three ways at once and converged
past noon.

upon the crested edge of the upland plain ; then

the Royal Bourbon, emigrants, nobles, swept upon the French,

heads down, ready to spend themselves largely into death.

They streamed with the huge white flag of the old Monarchy

above them, and on it the faint silver hhes, and from either

rank the cries that were shouted in defiance were of the same

tongue which since Christendom began has so perpetually been

heard along all the battle fronts of Christendom.

These also failed : a symbol in name and in flag and in

valour of that great, once good, and very ancient thing which

God now disapproved.

The strong hne of Coburg was turned. It was turned and

must roll back upon itself. Its strict disciphne preserved it, as

did the loose order of the Repubhcan advance and the maddened

fatigue of the young men who had just conquered : for these

could work a miracle but not yet achieve a plan. The enemy

fell back in order, sombre, massed and regular, unharassed,

towards the Sambre. The stragghng French soldiery, wonder-
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ing that the fighting had ceased (but wisely judged incapable

of pursuit), possessed the main road unhindered; next day

they drank with, their comrades in Maubeuge.

In this way was accomplished what a principal critic of the

art of war ^ has called " The chief feat of arms of the Republic."

It was somewhat past noon.
• ...••••

Upon that scaffold before the gardens which had been the

gardens of her home and in which her child had q^^ ^g j^^gg

played, the Executioner showed at dehberation in Paris, just

and great length, this way and that on every side, ^^^* ^^^'

the Queen's head to the people.

^ Napoleon Buonaparte,

26



PREFACE TO APPENDICES

The practice of loading every page of a modern history with

references to authority is charlatan. Such footnotes (as was

lamentably evident, for instance, in Anatole France's recent work

upon Joan of Arc) are usually copied from earher authorities,

and are, for the greater part, added without any conscientious

reference to the original. Moreover, in deahng with a subject

which has been as thoroughly written out by innumerable

scholars as has the hfe of Ma,rie Autoinette, there are very few

new pieces of evidence which would make reference excusable.

With this in mind, I have determined to omit any note of

the kind.

I had indeed in the original MS. a full series of notes recti-

fying the more glaring errors of the Cambridge History, but I

was so continually discovering new ones that the task outran

me, and I further remembered that the reader of a biography

of Marie Antoinette would have but httle interest in the mis-

fortunes of official academic history. These also, therefore, with

some reluctance I deleted from this book, reserving them for a

special article upon the subject. All that could be challenged

in the book in the way of statement of fact seems to me included

in the Appendices that follow, and I am convinced that it is

far preferable to leave the pages free to the reader, even at the

expense of having perhaps to defend myself later against the

criticism of certain points.
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APPENDIX A

THE OPERATION ON LOUIS THE SIXTEENTH
OF FRANCE

THE somewhat lengthy attempt to determine the exact

date which changed the course of Louis XVI. 's Hfe, to

which I have been compelled in the text, would have
been unnecessary had the document which proves both the

operation itself and the moment of it been pubhshed.

It is certain that Maria Theresa knew in the last year of

the old King's reign the nature of the trouble.^

Louis XVI. 's hesitation in the matter endured through the

month immediately succeeding his accession ; though in the

December^ of that year he seems to have come very near to a

decision. It is certain that the Emperor was to act with

authority in the matter ; and it is probable that Louis XVI. 's

long and disastrous hesitation was in part occasioned by his

brother-in-law's delay and postponement of his voyage to

Versailles.

Mercy was informed thoroughly of the main object of the

Emperor's visit just before it took place, ^ and Maria Theresa

at the same time specially emphasised to her Ambassador this

capital business which her son had undertaken.*

1 Maria Theresa to Mercy, drd January 1774.—" Je ne compte presque

plus que sur rentremise de Tempereur, qui a son arriv^e k Versailles, trouvera

peut-etre le moyen."
2 Marie Antoinette to Maria Theresa, 17th December 1774.—" Le

roi a eu il y a huit jours une grande conversation avec mon m^decin ; je suis

fort contente de ses dispositions et j'ai bonne esperance de suivre bientot

I'example de ma soeur."

^ Mercy to Maria Theresa, 18th March 1777.—" Relativement au sejour

que fera ici S.M. I'empereur, et b, toutes les circonstances qui pourront en resulter,

il ne me reste pas la moindre incertitude sur les hautes intentions de V.M., ec

ses ordres seront remplis avec tout le scrupule et le soin qu'exige I'importance

d'une pareille conjuncture dont il pent resulter tant de differents eflfets."

* Maria Theresa to Mercy, Slst March 1777.—" Vouspouvez bien croire

que ce point est un des plus importants a eclaircir, s'il yak esp^rer de la

succession ou point, et vous tacherez de mettre au clair cela avec I'empereur."
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We know that the operation was performed by the King's

surgeon, Lassone, and the point is to determine, in the

absence of direct evidence, the date upon which Lassone

operated.

I say "in the absence of direct evidence," for, though that

evidence exists, it is not available. All papers left by Lassone,

including the proces verbal of the operation on the King, were

ultimately brought into the collection of Feuillet de Conches.

This collector has been dead twenty years, and Dr. Des, among

others, asked, just after his death, for the production of this all-

important document ; but it was refused, and I beheve it is

stiU refused.

It is a great loss to history. Moreover, one does not see

what purpose can be served by such reticence, if, as I beheve,

it is still maintained.

As it is, we must depend upon a few veiled and discreet

allusions in the contemporary correspondence of Mercy, the

Queen, and the Empress. The principal of these consist in nine

passages, the first of which is as follows :

—

" Le 27 je me rendis de grand matin a Versailles, ou, apres avoir parle

d'affaires avec le comte de Vergennes, j'allai a 1'hotel garni qu'occupait

Tempereur. Le premier medecin Lassone avait ete pendant une heure

chez S.M., et elle etait alors dans son cabinet avec Tabbe de Vermond.**

This letter was written on 15th June 1777. Mercy, who
had been in very bad health, sends to Maria Theresa his account

of the Emperor's visit. In this letter he mentions, under the

date Tuesday, 27th May, a long interview which the Emperor

had with Lassone, he himself, Mercy, being present, and also

Vermond, the Queen's former tutor. Later in the day the

Emperor spent two hours alone with his brother-in-law, dis-

cussing, in Mercy's phrase, " confidential details." It was at

this moment, presumably, that the Emperor persuaded the King.

It will be seen, therefore, that he put off mention of the matter

until late in his visit, at the end of the month of May. Maria

Theresa, having by that time had opportunity of hearing by
word of mouth things that could hardly be written, \^Tites that

she is content so far as things have gone, but is waiting to hear

about everything from her son on his return.

She also writes to Marie Antoinette on the 29th June 1777,

as follows :-—
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" J'en attends les plus heureuses suites, et meme pour voire etat de
mariage, sur lequel on me laisse esperance : mais on reniet le tout au
retour,^ oti on pourra me parler."

It is evident that nothing was done during the Emperor's

actual stay, or in his presence. On the 29th of August, Maria

Theresa, having seen her son, is still by no means certain.^ One
must allow a fortnight (more or less) for news to reach her from
Versailles. We may be confident, therefore, that whatever was
written to her about the middle of the month of August was
not yet wholly reassuring, though this may not prove that no

operation had taken place j it may only go to show that success

was not yet certain.

It is on the 10th of September, in a letter from Marie

Antoinette to Maria Theresa, that the first note of confidence on
the part of the Queen appears. It was premature, but matters

were now certain.^

We may, therefore, take it for certain that things were

settled m)t earlier than the middle of August, nor later than the

end of the first week of September ; and it may be predicted

that when Lassone's paper sees the hght it wiU bear a date

within those three weeks.

Mercy sees by January * that everything is long settled.

The Queen knew herself to be with child in the first week in

April, and news was sent to her mother on the date which I

have given in the text.

^ "The return," of the Emperor, that is.

2 Marie Theresa to Mercy, 2'dth August 1777.—"Je le souhaite a
I'egard du roi, mais je n'en suis pas rassuree.

"

* " Ce nouveau-ne "—she writes of her sister-in-law's child—" me fait encore

plus de plaisir par I'esperance que j'ai d'avoir bientot le meme bonheur."
* " Je dois aussi ajouter la remarque tres essentielle que la reine continue a

se conduire tres-bien avec le roi, qui de son cote persiste a vivre maritalement

dans le sens le plus exact et le plus reel."



APPENDIX B

ON THE EXACT TIME AND PLACE OF
DROUET'S RIDE

THE reader or student acquainted with various records of

the French Revolution may be tempted to regard the

account of Drouet's Ride in my text as containing too

much detail for accurate history ; especially as no historian

has hitherto done more than vaguelj^- allude to it. I will there-

fore in this Appendix show the way in which I found it possible

to reproduce every circumstance of Drouet's movements from

the time when he left Ste. Menehould until the time of his

arrival at Varennes.

The berhne left Ste. Menehould shortly after eight. It

had to chmb to Germeries Wood^ on the crest of the forest,

four hundred feet in four miles. It could not possibly, there-

fore, have reached the summit till after nine, and however

fast was the run down on to Islettes (just over five miles from

Ste. Menehould) that village cannot have been reached before

9.15. From Islettes to Clermont is just four miles, and mostly

sHghtly rising. The best going could not cover the distance

in twenty minutes, which puts the earhest possible entry into

Clermont at twenty-five or twenty to ten. The change of

horses took from ten minutes to a quarter of an hour. Put
it at the lowest, and one has for the earhest possible time the

berhne can have left Clermont that it must have been within

ten minutes of ten o'clock.

From Clermont to Varennes is nine miles : a straight road,

descending shghtly on the whole, but not quite flat. Under
the best conditions that day the berhne had not covered ten

miles in the hour ; let it gallop at twelve (a pace it was quite

incapable of, save in short spells) and Varennes would still be

three-quarters of an hour off.

Now Varennes was entered just on a quarter to eleven. The
berhne cannot therefore have left Clermont later than ten ; and

^ The summit is 860 feet above the sea ; the town about 460 feet.
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cannot have arrived earlier than ten minutes to ten; so this

departure of the Royal Family from Clermont for Varennes, of

Drouet's postiUions back from Clermont for Ste. Menehould,

took place sometime in those ten minutes.

Now Drouet reached Varennes before eleven. He reached it

round about by the forest—not by the main road—and he

reached it by a gallop through a pitch dark night in dense wood

without a moon.i xhe shortest hne as the crow flies from the

last bend of the road before Clermont to Varennes Bridge is

ten miles ; any deviation through the wood, even in a straight

hne, would make it nearly twelve. It is very difficult to cover

twelve miles in an hour under such conditions, but even if you

allow Drouet that pace he must leave the high road about ten.

AH this synchronises to within a very few minutes. The

postilhons leave Clermont to turn back home in the ten minutes

before ten ; they go fast, for they are riding light ; a mile or so

up the road they meet their master. It is just here that the

forest on the northern side of the ravine touches the modern

railway and comes nearest to the road. Drouet takes to the

forest certainly not before ten and equally certainly not ten

minutes after.

So much for the hour at which he took to the wood.

Now what road did he pursue in the forest ? Only one

is possible. The forest here covers a high ridge, some three

hundred feet above the open plain. Down in the plain, parallel

to this ridge and at its base, runs the high road from Clermont

to Varennes, with a row of farms and wide fields between it

and the edge of the wood. Had Drouet gone anywhere but

along the ridge he would have had to cross some twenty

streams, to chmb and fall over as many ravines {all of clay),

to flank a dozen clay ponds and marshes, and with all this

there was no continuous path. He could not have done it

in two hours, let alone one. He was compelled to follow the

ridge. It so happens that there runs all along the ridge a

green ride called " the High Ride." It is a Gauhsh track of

great antiquity, known to the peasantry as " the Roman Way."

It does not come down as far as Clermont ; it leaves the forest

at the farm and huts of Locheres. To this farm Drouet must

have made his way by the lanes and gates of Jacques and

Haute Prise—once at Locheres, a hard gallop along the High

1 The sky was overcast.
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Ride brought him in six or seven miles to the Crossed Stone

(called also the Dead Girl) ; here another green ride crosses

the main ride of the ridge. He took this cross ride to the right

hand : it leads down and out of the forest ; one comes out

of the wood a mile or so from Varennes with the town right

below one and what was then a lane (now it is a county road)

through the open valley fields. Just before entering the town a

detour (by where the tile-works are now) would get him into

the Rue de Mont Blainville, and so to the Bridge : a detour

serving the double purpose of avoiding possible troops at the

entry to the town and of getting ahead of any carriage coming

in from Clermont. He cannot but have taken this detour,

have noted the waggon by the bridge as he passed it (he later

used it to block the bridge), and then have come up the main

street from the river.
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THE ORDER TO CEASE FIRE

THE order to cease fire, which forms the frontispiece of

this book, and which is the last executive document of

the French monarchy, has been misunderstood by not a

few critics, and its value thereby lessened.

It is, as I shall presently show, authentic, and therefore of

the highest possible interest to every student of history. The
traveller mil find it to-day in the central glass case of the square

Revolutionary Room in the Carnavalet Museum. The body of

the WTiting is not in the hand of Louis himself, but the signature

is undoubtedly his. The fines were scribbled in haste by some

one attendant upon the King, signed by him, and sent to the

palace.

Now no event of such importance and so recent has been

more variously described by eye-mtnesses than the faU of the

palace in 1792; and the particular incident of the order to

cease fire suffers, fike every other detail of those famous hours,

from a plethora, and therefore a conffict, of evidence.

It may be remarked in passing, and by way of digression,

that such difficulty cannot but attach to any episode of hard

fighting, on account of the mental condition which that exercise

produces. There is exactly the same trouble, for instance, in

determining with exactitude the all-important moment of the

evening in which the Guard failed at Waterloo.

We may confidently say, however, that two separate messages

were sent to the palace. The first was a verbal message to

cease fire, which reached Hervilly, who was directing the whole

operation. Hervilly, as we know, refused to obey, having the

action well in hand, and being yet confident of success. Either

after the southern end of the Tuileries had been forced by the

populace (who, as we now know, turned the flank of the de-

fence by fighting their way through from the Long GaUery), or

while that capital incident was in progress, Durler, a captain of

the Swiss Guards, commanding no more than a company, but
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probably the company which had the best chance of retreating,

asked for orders. It is difficult to beheve that he would have

done so unless the position was already desperate. The order

which reached him was a repetition of the former one, but it

was written, not verbal, and it is this second written order the

facsimile of which forms the frontispiece to this volume. Durler

did not see it written. He had gone in person to learn what he ^

should do, but he was back again with his men before the note

was handed to him. He was a perfectly honest and trust-

worthy man, and his testimony remains. It is evident from

this testimony that, by the time the note came, all was over.

As to the pedigree of the document :

—

Durler rose to the rank of general before his death. He
naturally regarded this piece of historic writing as among the

most precious of his possessions, and left it to his family, who
were resident in Lucerne. Chateaubriand, visiting Lucerne on

the 15th of May 1832, saw it in that town. From General

Durler's daughter and heiress it descended to his grandchildren,

Schimacher by name, and was in the early eighties the property

of M. Fehx Schimacher of Lucerne, whose agent in Paris was a

banker, Mr. de Trooz.

M. Cousin, the curator of the Municipal Museum of Paris

(the Carnavalet), hearing of it, approached Mr. de Trooz, and

offered a large sum on behalf of the city. The offer was

accepted. The pedigree of the document was drawn up by

M. Dagobert Schimacher, lawyer in Lucerne, and the whole

despatched to Paris, where the purchase was completed on the

27th July 1886, and the document deposited in the Museum,
where it now hes.
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ON THE LOGE OF THE " LOGOTACHYGRAPHE

"

THE Manege was pulled down after the consular decree

of year XI., which originated the Rue de RivoH ; the

historical reconstruction of its arrangements on the 10th

of August 1792 is the more difficult from the fact that the only

, accurate plan of it which has come down to us ^ dates from

ia period earlier than December 1791, in which month (on the

27th) the order was given to change nearly the whole of its

dispositions. The box of the Logographe can be fixed in this

plan (though not in the new place it occupied after the 5th of

January 1792),^ but not that of the Logotachygraphe.

We know ^ that the first was near the President's Chair, and
this was on the south side of the Manage, in the middle. It was

in this box that the Queen had appeared when her husband had
accepted the Constitution on the return from Varennes ; and it

was in this box that the Royal Family were supposed, until

lately, to have stayed in the three days after the fall of the

palace.

There were many such grated boxes for reporters up and

down the Hall : the proximity of the Logographe^s to the Chair

being due to the desire for accurate verbatim reports to be

recorded from the best acoustic position of the Hall.

Our estabhshment of the Logographe^s box is only of

value to the history of the 10th of August because (though a

confusion was till recently made between the two) the box in

which the Royal Family were put, that of the Logotachy-

graphe, a journal not yet pubHshed, but in preparation, and

one which had already obtained leave to have its reporting

place in the HaU, must have been near by. Its exact situation

we cannot determine, but it was certainly not far from the

Chair on the south wall, and presumably in the eastern half of it.

1 In ih.Q\Histoire des Edifices, &c., by Paris.

2 The work was finished by the 26th of January 1792.

2 By the 7th clause of the order cited.
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UPON THE "LAST PORTRAIT OF THE QUEEN"
BY KUCHARSKI

THREE " last " portraits of Marie Antoinette, each very

similar to the two others, though not repHcas, are known
to exist : each is ascribed to the painter Kucharski,

who appears for a moment at the Queen's trial, and who is

known to have painted her at Court.

These portraits are, one in Arenburg Gallery at Brussels,

another in the Carnavalet, and the third in the new Revolu-

tionary Room on the third floor at Versailles. This last is the

one which is reproduced here, because M. de Nolhac, by far

the best authority, has assured me of its authenticity. On the

other hand, it must be mentioned that the Belgian one was
vouched for by Auguste d'Arenberg ^ who bought it in 1805,

and who quotes the testimony of the painter ^ himself, who
was then aHve.

^ See "ISTotes sur quelques Portraits de la Galerie d'Arenberg," in the

Annales de VAcademie Royale d'Archeologie de Belgique, 4th series, vol. x.

1897.

^ On this painter there exists a monograph by Mycielski (Paris, 1894), and

an article published in the December number, 1905, of the Revue d'Art, Ancien

et Moderne.

He appears to have affirmed that he saw the Queen in the Temple when he

was on guard, took the sketch, noting the details of dress, &c., and completing

the work at home.
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ON THE AUTHENTICITY OF THE QUEEN'S
LAST LETTER

THE few doubts that some have put forward against the

authenticity of this famous document will, unless history

abandons its modern vices, increase with time, for it is a

document exactly suited to the type of minute, internal, hteral,

and documentary criticism by which tradition is, to-day, com-

monly assailed. It mil be pointed out that the psychology of

this letter differs altogether from that of the mass of Marie

Antoinette's Mttle scribbled notes, and equally from her serious

pohtical drafts and despatches. Critics wiU very probably be

found to dispute the possibihty of such a woman at such a

time producing such a document. The style fits ill with what
she was in Court just before it purports to have been written,

and also with what she was on her way to the scaffold just

after. Most important of all, perhaps, the sentences are com-

posed in a manner quite different from that of any other letter

of hers we possess; they have a rhythm and a composition in

them : the very opening words are in a manner whoUy more
exalted and more rhetorical than ever was her own.

It will be further and especially pointed out that the moment
when it was discovered was the very moment for forgery, and
this point is of such importance to the discussion that I must
elaborate it.

By nightfall of June 18, 1815, the experiment of founding

democracy in Europe was imagined to be at an end : Napoleon
was definitely defeated. On the 7th of July the first forces of

the AUies entered Paris, and on the 20th of November was
signed the second Treaty of Paris, whereby the reinstatement

of the old regime in France was accomphshed at a price to the

nation of 700,000,000 francs and of all its conquests. All the

power of a Mghly centraHsed Government was now in the hands
of Louis XVIIL, and it was in the highest degree profitable to

prove oneself a friend to what had but a few months before
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seemed a lost cause. Document after document appeared pro-

fessing a special knowledge of the woes of the Royal Family,

petition after petition was presented in which the petitioners

(nearly always in the same conventional and hagiographical

style) spoke of the Royal " martyrs " in the Temple and in the

Conciergerie.

In the Hght of such a character attaching to this particular

moment, note the following sequence of dates in connection with

the production of the document we are discussing.

Not two months after the signing of the Treaty of Paris the

French Chamber voted the Law of Amnesty. The seventh i

clause of this Act banished the regicides who had sat in the '

Convention. Among these was a certain Courtois, a man now

over seventy years of age, who had bought a large country

house and estate near the frontier. Note, further, that Courtois

had started as a small bootmaker and was one of the very few

pohticians of the Revolution who had followed our modern

practice of making money out of poHtics. His honesty, there-

fore, was doubtful : a thing which we cannot say of the enthusiasts

of the time. Of those we can say that their imaginations or

their passions may warp their evidence, but in the case of

Courtois we know that he was a professional poHtician of the

modern type, and would do a dishonest thing for money.

Now this Courtois had been one of a Commission named

by the Convention to examine Robespierre's papers after the

fall of Robespierre on the 28th of July 1794. He was what the

French call the Reporter of the Commission—that is, the director

of it—and it was called the " Courtois Commission." The

Commission pubhshed their report of what they had found

in Robespierre's house. It was a report two volumes in length

for which Courtois was responsible, and of which he was practi-

cally the author.

This minute and voluminous report made no mention of the

Queen's letter. Not a word is heard of it during all those twenty-

two years until the aforesaid Bill of Amnesty is before the French

Parhament of the Restoration and the regicides, including old

Courtois, passing his last days on his comfortable estate, are to

suffer exile. Then for the first time the Queen's letter appears.

On the 25th of January 1816 Courtois writes to a prominent

lawyer, an acquaintance of his wife's, a Royahst, and in touch

with the Court, telhng him that he had kept back ten pieces

among the mass of things found in Robespierre's house, tliree
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of them trinkets, a lock of hair, &c., one or two letters of no

importance—and the capital point of all, this letter of Marie

Antoinette's to her sister-in-law. He offers to exchange these

against a special amnesty to himself, or at least of a year's delay

before he is exiled, in order, presumably, to allow him to reahse

his fortune.

This is not all : the letter was not written until Courtois'

wife was dead ; and it was written on the very day of her death

and the moment after it—the moment, that is, after the death

of the only person who would presumably know—if he allowed

any one to know—whether he had or had not carefully con-

cealed these documents for so many years.

The Government of Louis XVIII. offered money for the

letter, and, having so lulled the suspicions of Courtois, sent one

of its officials without warning into his house and seized his

effects. Some days afterwards the letter (which no one had
yet seen or heard of) is produced by Royal order and shown
to Madame d'Angouleme (who is said to have fainted when she

saw it), and ordered to be read from every pulpit during Mass
on the 16th of October of every year ; a vast edition of it is

brought out in facsimile and distributed broadcast, and the

letter itself is enshrined among the pubHc exhibits at the Archives.

A lengthy analysis of the sort just concluded is necessary to

make the reader understand how and why a strong attack upon
the authenticity of the letter will sooner or later certainly be
made. I owe it to my readers to say why the apparently strong

presumption against this letter does not in my opinion hold.

First let me recapitulate what is to be said against it :

—

(1) There is no contemporary trace of it.^

(2) It appears at a moment when forged documents of that

I

sort were of the highest value both to a despotic Government
and to the vendors or producers of them.

(3) That moment is no less than twenty-two years posterior

to the supposed writing of the letter, and, during all those twenty-
two years, of the many who should have seen it, of the three

1 The woman Banlt, who was wardress of the Conciergerie, says that her
husband told her of such a letter, but her evidence is given after Louis XVIII.
had published it, and for all those twenty-two years she had said nothing about it.

Moreover she talked of its discovery with the usual clap-trap phrases of " The
Omnipotence of Heaven showing its ineffable goodness by restoring us this

monument in its most admirable way, &c." And the only contemporary account,

while it does mention the lock of hair which the Queen desired given to a
friend, says nothing of the letter.
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public men (all enemies) through whose hands it must have

passed, no one has heard of its existence nor mentioned it in

a private correspondence, nor apparently so much as spoken of

it in a conversation to a friend.

(4) It is first heard of from a man who would have every

interest in forging it and who is known to have been very

unscrupulous in poHtical deahngs for money.

(5) He makes his offer on the very day when the last witness

there could be against him dies.

(6) The document, when it does appear, appears without any

pedigree, or chain of witnesses to vouch for it, nor even any

tradition. It is vouched for only by the people who had most

interest in creating such a rehc and is forced upon the pubhc

with every apparatus at the command of a despotic Government.

(7) Most important of all, the letter is written in a high

and affecting style wholly different from all that we know of

Marie Antoinette's writing, and quite inconsistent with her

demeanour at the moment, consonant only with the sanctity

which it was at that moment desired to give to the Royal

Family.

Nevertheless I beheve the document to be without the

shghtest doubt authentic, and I will give my reasons for this

certitude :

—

(1) To forge a letter of Marie Antoinette's is pecuharly

difficult. There have been many such attempts. They have

been discovered with an ease famihar to all students of her hfe.

This difficulty hes in the great irregularity of her method of

writing, coupled with the exact persistence of certain types of

letter. She never in her hfe could write a hne straight across

a page. She never made two " d's " exactly the same, and

yet you never can mistake one of her " d's." She never crossed

a " t " quite in the same manner twice, and yet you can always

tell her way of crossing it. The absence of capitals after a full

stop is a minor point but a considerable one. She always

brought the lower loop of the " b " up to the up stroke, so

that it looks hke an " f "
; she always separated her " I's

"

from the succeeding letter.

Let the reader compare the document of which I am speaking,

reproduced in facsimile opposite page 395, and her letter of the

3rd of September 1791 to Joseph II. (opposite page 297), and he

will see what I mean. The first is reproduced on a four-fifths

scale, the second in facsimile, but the points I make can easily be
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followed upon them. Note the first "d" in the first fine of the

letter written in prison, the second " d " and the third " d " all

in the same line. Next look dowai to the seventh line and note

the " d " in " tendre," and see how the first three " d's " though

irregular are of the same type, and how the fourth, though much
less hooked, is obviously written by the same hand. Look down
two fines lower to the " d " in " plaidoyer "

; it has a complete

hook and is quite different from the other letters, and three

lines lower, in the word " deux," the hook has a sharp angle

apparent nowhere else on the page. Now if you turn to the
" d's " in her letter to her brother of the 3rd of September 1791,

you will find exactly the same characteristics. Not one " d "

Hke another, yet all obviously from the same hand ; the " d "

in the second fine wdth a full hook to it, the two " d's " in the

twelfth line much vaguer.

So with the " t's," they are crossed in every kind of way
with a short straight fine, a long curved one, a httle jab followed

by a straight, now with a slope downward, now wdth a slope

upward, but all evidently from the same hand, and their very

variety makes it impossible for them to be a forgery. The
" I's," written separately from the letter following each, are obvious

everywhere, so is that irregularity of line of which I have spoken.

Let the reader look at the third line of the letter of the 3rd of

September 1791 (opposite page 297) and at the seventh fine of the

letter written in prison, and ask himself whether it would have

been possible to copy such native irregularity.

The identity of handwriting is apparent even from these two
documents. It is absolutely convincing to any one who has

seen much of her penmanship.

(2) To the faults in grammar and in spelling I should pay
Httle attention—those things are easily copied ; but it is worth

remarking that on the third fine of the letter written in prison

she spells the infinitive of " montrer " without the final " r
"

as though it were a participle, while in the letter written to

her brother in 1791 she makes no such error. She puts an "e"
in "Jouis/' and so forth. All these discrepancies are a proof

of the authenticity of the letter. She spelt at random, and her

grammar was at random, though she got a httle more accurate

as she grew older. It would, on the contrary, be an argument

against the authenticity of the letter if particular mistakes, dis-

covered in a particular document of hers, were repea,t^ in this

last letter from the Conciergerie.

27
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(3) The letter was immediately exposed to public view ; the

paper was grown yellow, the writing was apparently old, the

ink in places faded, the creases deep and worn. Now all these

accidental featm-es could no doubt be reproduced by a modern

forger mth the advantage of modern methods, modern mechanical

appHances, modern chemical science and photography. They

could not have been achieved by a forger of 1816,

It seems to me, therefore, a document absolutely unassail-

able. The arguments against it are of the same sort which

modem scepticism perpetually brings against every form of

historical evidence that does not fit in with some favourite

modern theory. I must beheve the evidence of my senses, and

I am compelled to admit that a woman, every expression of

whose soul was different from this, and whose whole demeanour

before and after writing the letter betrayed a mental condition

quite inconsistent with the writing of it, was granted for perhaps

an hour (in spite of a fuU day's fast, the fear of imminent death

and the breakdown of her health and of aU her power), an

exaltation sufficient to produce this wonderful piece of prose,

and a steadfast control of language and a discovery of language

miraculously exceptional to her character and experience.

No other conclusion is possible to a student unless, hke any

Don, he prefers a sceptical hjrpothesis to the testimony of his

eyes and the judgment of his common sense.

APPENDIX G

THE cautious student mU attach considerable importance

to the account given by Dumas, and to the account given

by the Abbe Gabriel, especially to the former, in his La

Route de Varennes. Dumas was a novehst. His contribution to

history \^all therefore seem suspect, but it must be remembered

that he had the whole story from Choiseul himself. The motives

to which he ascribes Choiseul's departure are substantially those

given in the text ; but he particularly adds that the number of

peasants crowding round the Hussars greatly outnumbered those

soldiers ; that the local villages were rising, and that a special

reason for their anxiety was discoverable in the fact that the

recently emancipated copyholders of a local noblewoman were

on that particular day in dread of distraint upon their goods at

the hands of a mihtary force.
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Adelaide, Madame, the eldest of

Louis XV.'s daughters, her in-

fluence on Marie Antoinette, 61

;

her influence in making Maurepas
Chief Minister, 82, 83 ; catches
small-pox in nursing her father, 83

Aire, the river of Varennes, tactical

advantages of, to Nationalists, 279,

282
Aix-la-Chapelle, treaty of, 8

Amand, Jacques, peasant child
adopted by Marie Antoinette, 78

;

his death as a soldier at Jemappes,
348

America, United States of. See also

United States

tea tax imposed in Boston
coincidently with Louis XV.'s
death, 72 ; British colonies in,

origin of their revolt, 100 ; arrival

of delegates to France from, 100 ;

British colonies in, character of

population forbids extreme policy

of war in, 102 ; rebellion of

colonies in, England's certain
policy towards, 106-7 ; failure of

Burgoyne's campaign in, 108-12

;

rebellion of colonies in, stra-

tegical position at time of Bur-
goyne's march, 108-10

Anne, Fort, Burgoyne captures. 111
" Antoinette," first use of this French
form of the Queen's name, 30

Antwerp, commerce of, dependent on
opening of the Scheldt, 145-46

Archbishop's Palace. See Arche-
vech^

Archeveche, National Assembly in-

stalled in, on coming to Paris in

Days of October, 232
Argonne, hills of, their position on
the eastern road, 270 ; Koyal
carriage begins ascent of, in flight

to Varennes, 276 ; Drouet's ride
through forest of, 277-78 ; forced
by the invaders in 1792, 339

Army, British, its excellence in 1776,
101

Army,French, deplorable condition of

,

in 1792, 296
Army of the East, most reliable force

for Crown in 1789, 216
;
pointed

out by Mirabeau as support of the
Crown, 246

Artois, Comted', Louis XVI.'s young-
est brother, his admiration of Marie
Antoinette, 65; his "shocking
familiarity "with the Queen in early
days of her marriage, 92 ; scandal
of Queen's association with, 123;
receives Queen in his palace at the
Temple, 164 ; her superstition, 164

;

his appearance at the Eoyal
Session, 206 ; emigration after fall

of Bastille, 213
Assignats, creation of,»238

Auctoritas, " Sine auctoritate nulla
vita," Gallic formula, 78

Austria, extreme peril of, on partition
of Poland, 61-63

foreign policy of, Joseph II.

arrives at Versailles to influence
Queen in favour of, 103

Authority, " without it no life," 78
" Autrichienne," nickname given
Marie Antoinette by Mesdames, 64

Bailly, his role on 20th June 1789,
206 ; first Mayor of Paris, 212

Ball, Court, on Marie Antoinette's
marriage, 53 ; masked, an especial
diversion of Marie Antoinette as
Dauphine, 65 ; Fersen first meets
her at one, 66 ; of 21st January
1778, independence of United
States recognised at, 114-15

; on
Shrove Tuesday, at the Opera,
1779, Queen's undignified adven-
ture in connection with, 121 ; the
last held in Versailles, winter of
1786, 178

Bankruptcy of the Guemenees
disastrous to the Queen, 144 ;

part
of Queen's plan for defeat of States-
General, 210

Barentin, Keeper of the Seals

419
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announces fatal decision as to vote

by orders at opening of States-

General, 201 ; advises shutting of

doors against Tiers Etat, 204

;

watches the Oath in the Tennis
Court, 205

;
gives the seated leave

to be seated, 207
Barnave, nominated to bring King
back to Paris, 285 ; captured by
the Queen on return from Varennes,
288-89

Barry, Madame Du. See Du Barry
Bastille, Marie Antoinette talks

wildly of sending Turgot to, 98;

Cardinal Kohan at, 176 ; captured,

news of in Versailles, 211-12
Batz, his plan for helping the Queen

to escape, 354
Bavaria, Joseph II. first covets, 105

;

diplomatic affair of, 116-18

;

Marie Antoinette's interference

in, 116, 117 ; death of Elector of,

116 ; Prussia supports the heir of,

against Austria, 117 ; Joseph II. 's

policy in, 117 ; French money paid

to Austria on account of, 118
Bayon and Romeuf , their ride in pur-

suit of the King to Varennes, 283,

284
Beauharnais, in the Chair of the
Assembly when news of the King's
arrest at Varennes is brought, 285

Beaumarchais, de, title purchased by
Caron, 102 ; assumes trading alias

of Roderigo Hortalez, 102 ; his

birth and character, 185, 136 ; his

Mariage de Figaro {see Figaro),

reads his play in private in Prin-

cesse de Lamballe's rooms, 136
Bed of Justice, Louis XVI. 's first

recourse to, in registering Turgot's
decrees, 97, 98 ; last, held to coerce
the Parlement under influence of

the Queen, 189
Bells, of Paris, sound the attack on

the palace, 319
Bernis, Cardinal de, negotiates the

diplomatic revolution, 22
Berthier, murder of, after fall of

Bastille, 213
Bodyguard. See Garde du Corps
Boehmer and Bassange, jewellers and

partners, owners of the Diamond
Necklace, 159; show it to Mme.
de La Motte, 162 ; appeal to the
Queen for payment, 165; draw up
a report, 167

Bondy, first post-house on the Eastern
road, Fersen leaves Royal Familv
at, 262-63

Boston, British man-of-war arrives in

harbour of, to impose tea tax, at

same hour as Louis XV.'s death,

72 ; English fleet fails to blockade
French fleet in harbour of, 121

Bouille, in command of Army of the
East in '89, 216 ; in command of

Army of the East, pointed out by
Mirabeau as the support of the

Crown, 246 ; his cavalry arrive at

Varennes just too late to save the

King, 282-83
Bouillon, Duke of, officially an-

nounces accession of Louis XVI.,
72

Brandweiss, Countess of, first gover-

ness of Marie Antoinette and her

sister Caroline, 24
Brandywine, Washington's defeat on,

110
Breteuil, orders the arrest of Cardinal

de Rohan, 159
Brienne. See Lomenie
Broglie, in " Ministry of Resistance,"

to lead army for coercion of Paris,

210
Brunier, family doctor of the Queen,
admitted to the Temple, 348

Brunswick, breaks camp at end of

July 1792 and marches on Paris,

315
Burgoyne's, his campaign and sur-

render, 108-12
Burke, his lack of judgment on the

Queen, 94, 95
Busne, officer guarding the Queen

during her trial, 385
Byron, fails to blockade d'Estaing in

Boston harbour, 121

Cagliosteo, his influence over

Cardinal de Rohan, 156

Calonne, his appointment and char-

acter, 149, 150 ; his loans 151

;

designs the harbour of CherlDourg,

177 ; summons the Notables, 178
;

failure of his experiment of the
assembly of the Notables, 180 ; his

fall, April 1787, due to Marie
Antoinette, 187

Cambrai, garrison of, cut to pieces,

371
Campaign of American Rebellion,

Burgoyne's failure, 108-12 ; sur-

render of Cornwallis, 127-28

Carnot, joins the Committee of Public
Safety, 368 ; appears before Mau-
beuge with the army, 374 ; his plan
in Avesnes before the battle of

Wattignies, 375 ;
prepares for the
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attack, 382 ; his first reconnais-

sance before the battle of Wattig-
nies, Oct. 14, 383 ; orders the charge
upon Dourlers, 386 ; brings troops

over from left of French position

to the right, before Wattignies,

392, 394 ; leads the charge at

Wattignies, 400
Caroline, daughter of Maria Theresa,

later Queen of Naples, educated
with Marie Antoinette, 24

Caron. Set Beaumarchais
Catholicism, decay of, in France be-

fore Kevolution, 250
Cats, Louis XVI. 's aversion to, 76
Cease fire, order to, signed by Louis
XVL, 328

Cell, Queen's first, in the Conciergerie,

365, 366
Chaintry, posting station of, Eoyal
Family recognised at, in flight to

Varennes, 268
Chalons, King recognised at, in flight

to Varennes, 269 ; historical char-
acter of neighbourhood of, 270

Champ de Mars, massacre of, 301
Champlain, Lake, strategical value of,

in Burgoyne's campaign, 109
Chancel, hesitates to make a sortie

from Maubeuge, 383
Chartres, Due de, later Duke of

Orleans, first meeting with Marie
Antoinette, 40 ; dances with Marie
Antoinette at her first ball, 53

;

his theatrical absence from the
Court on visit of Maximilian, 91

Chaumont, his house and park in

Passv, the refuge of American dele-

gates, 100
Chauveau Lagarde, named to defend

the Queen, 374
Chauvelin, his death at Louis XV.'s

card-table, 67
Cherbourg, harbour of, visited by
Louis XVI., 177, 178

Child, early craving of Marie
Antoinette for a, 77 ; she adopts
a peasant, 77, 78 ; last of Marie
Antoinette, a girl, birth of, 178

;

death at age of eleven months,
188

Childbed, first, of Marie Antoinette,
119-20 ; second birth of an heir,

129 ; third, 163 ; fourth, 178
Choiseul, principal Minister of Louis
XV., Maria Theresa's reliance upon
him before her daughter's marriage,
26 ; his fall, 55-58 ; meets Marie
Antoinette on her journey to her
marriage, 38; recalled at beginning

of Louis XVI. 's reign through in-

fluence of Marie Antoinette, but
dismissed again, 82

Choiseul, Junior (nephew of former),
at the post of Somme-Vesle, 271-
272 ; abandons post of Somme-
Vesle, 273, 274

Chorez, Mayor of Chalons, 270
Church, Catholic, in France, attitude

of Revolution towards revenues of,

237 ; constitution of, 238
Churching, first, of Marie Antoin-

ette, 120, 121 ; second, 135 ; third,

her unpopularity evident in the
street, 164

Civil Constitution of the Clergy,
disastrous character of, 249-50

;

Mirabeau's attitude towards, 251
Civilisation, European (see Europe),
threatened by Reformation, 3

Claye, Queen's waiting-women join
Royal Family in flight at, 265

Clergy, summoned to grant taxes
before Revolution, refuse, 192

;

civil constitution of (see Civil Con-
stitution), confiscation of goods
of, 237, 238 ; unpopularity of,

257
Clery, Louis XVI. 's valet in the
Temple, 336 ; is taken from the
Temple, 348

Coburg, determines to besiege
Maubeuge, 367

Commons. See Tiers ^^tat

Compiegne, place of meeting of Louis
XV. with Marie Antoinette, 38-40

Conciergerie, Queen removed to, from
Temple, 364

Conde, emigration of, after fall of
Bastille, 213 ; town of, surrender
of, 363

Conflans, country-seat of Mercy, 124
Cornwallis enters Yorktown, 126 ;

his campaign and surrender, 127,
128

Coronation, of Louis XVI., 93-95;
Queen's presence at, 94

Council, Marie Antoinette's first

interference with, 83 ; King's
assiduity in attending, 93

;
Queen

virtually the head of, after January
1787, 179, 187-88; during "Days
of October," Marie Antoinette
present at, 225, 226

Crown, quarrel between, and States-

General opens, 204 ; advises Union
of Orders, 209

Cubieres brings news of Paris march-
ing on Versailles to Louis XVI.,
221
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D'AiGUiLLON, Due de, chief Minister

at end of Louis XV. 's reign after

Choiseul's fall, made by the Du
Barry, 55, 58, 59 ; befriends the Du
Barry at the end, 70 ; his fall, 70

;

dismissed from Foreign Affairs

by Louis XVI., 83 ; receives grant

of public money on dismissal in

the modern English fashion, 83 ;

fall of, largely due to Marie Antoin-

ette, 84
D'Angouleme, Duchess of {see also

Madame Royale), birth of, 120
Danjou during massacres of Sep-

tember, 388
Dauphin, son of Louis XV., his death

in 1765, 26
Dauphin, first, Louis XVI.'s eldest

son, birth of, 129 ; effect of his

birth on politics, 180 ; illness of,

160 ; dying, watches opening of

States-General, 200
Dauphin, second (Duke of Normandy),

his birth, 163 ; during invasion of

Tuileries by mob, on 20th June,

306 ; taken from the Queen, 355-
359 ; evidence extracted from him
against the Queen by Hebert, 373

Dead, Day of, November 2, coinci-

dence of Marie Antoinette's birth

with, 21 ; situation of Marie An-
toinette upon, in 1775, 95, 96 ; in

1789, coincidence of, 235
Deane, delegate of the revolted British

colonists in America, received bv
Louis XVL, 114

D'Epresmenil affirms the revolution-

ary principles of national govern-
ment in the Parlement, 191

D'Estaing sails from Toulon to attack
the English fleet in 1778, 115;
escapes from Byron's blockade in

Boston harbour, 121 ; appears at

Queen's Trial, 387
D'Hervilly refuses to cease fire, 328
Diamond Necklace, La Motte first

introduced to Cardinal Eohari, 127
;

the Cardinal de Eohan begins his
advances to the Queen (early 1782),
she avoids him, ]38 ; Mme. de La
Motte present at Court in 1782,
138, 139 ; Cardinal de Rohan,
bribing a porter, is present at a
fete at Trianon, 141, 142 ; Mme. de
La Motte presents petition to the
Queen, 147 ; he sees Mme. de La
Motte in his country-house in Alsace
in 1783, 149; in his palace in Paris
in March 1784 she tells him she
is now an intimate friend of the

Queen's, 151-52 ; he receives from
La Motte letters which he believes

to be written by the Queen, 155 ; is

further encouraged by Cagliostro,

and writes letters to the Queen
which he gives to La Motte, 156

;

Mme. de La Motte's husband hires

the girl d'Oliva to act the part of

the Queen, 157 ; supposed meeting
of Cardinal de Eohan and the Queen
in the park of Versailles July 24,

1784, 159 ; Necklacepossibly offered

to Queen in 1779, 159 ; Bassange,
the jeweller, shows it to Mme. de
La Motte, 162 ;

purchased by Car-

dinal de Eohan on supposed
authority of the Queen, 163 ; is

taken by the male La Motte to

London, 163; Boehmer, Bassange's
partner, begs Queen for payment,
165 ; suspicions of the Cardinal
aroused, 166 ; Mme. de La Motte
confesses her forgery, the Queen
discovers the plot, 168 ; Eohan is

arrested, 169 ; tried, 170-75 ; and
acquitted, 176

Dillon, Madame de. Queen's violent

and ephemeral friendship for, 94
Dissipation, early cause of Marie

Antoinette's, 77 ; origins of coin-

cident with accession, 90, 91

;

Joseph L's plan of reform for, 103 ;

of Queen continued after birth of

second child, 135
D'Oliva. See Oliva
Dourlers, French objective on first

day of battle of Wattignies, 385,

383 ; French carry, 389 ; and retire

from, 390
Dreux Breze, Master of Ceremonies

at opening of States-General, 200-

201 ; his famous order to the Com-
mons, 208

Dreyfus Case, parallel between, and
affair of Diamond Necklace, 174-
175, 177

Drouet, sees the Eoyal Family in

flight to Varennes, 275-76 ; his

gallop to intercept them, 277-79

;

sees Queen in Temple, 341 ; sees

Queen in prison for last time, 362
;

rides into Maubeuge, 371 ; carries

news from Maubeuge and is cap-
tured, 372

Du Barry, her name first mentioned
to Maria Theresa, 32 ; disastrous

influence upon Louis XV. 's reign,

40-44 ; her character and appear-
ance, 45-46 ; first meets Marie
Antoinette at La Muette, 48-49

;
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Marie Antoinette's antipathy to her,

54-56'; Maria Theresa attempts to

break down that antipathy, 58-62
;

Marie Antoinette's single speech
to, 61 ; her devotion to Louis XV.
at the end of his life, 69 ; she
leaves the Court, 70 ; exiled to

Burgundy on accession of Louis
XVI., 83

Dufort, French Ambassador at Vienna
at time of Marie Antoinette's
marriage, 30

Dumouriez, chief man in the War
Ministry of '92, 300

;
Queen ob-

tains his plans and betrays them
to the enemy, 300 ; at battle of

Jemappes, 342; defeated at Neer-
winden, 352 ; betrays the country,
352

Dunquerque, Duke of York's march
upon, 368

Earthquake of Lisbon. See Lis-

bon
Ecclesiastical rights of Eohan, 171
Education of Marie Antoinette, 24-

27, 33-36
Edward, Fort, Burgoyne's tardy
advance upon, 111

Elector of Bavaria, his death pre-

cipitates the Bavarian diplomatic
quarrel, 116

Elizabeth, Madame, Marie Antoin-
ette's relations with, 122 ; brought
to Paris by mob in Days of October,
230, 231

Emigration, first, 213
Emigres, disturbing element in the

Allies' camp, 296 ; their charge at

Wattignies, 400
Enghien, emigration after fall of

Bastille, 213
England, fiscal position of, during

pre-revolutionary and revolutionary

period, 86, 87 ; contrast between
fiscal position in eighteenth cen-
tury and to-day, 88 ; dominates
foreign policy of France on acces-

sion of Louis XVI., 100-2; constant
colonial policy of, 107 ; foreign
policy of, bound up with closing

of the Scheldt, 146
Episcopacy, French, corrupt con-

dition of, before Eevolution, 181-82
Etiquette, rigidity of French Courts,

37 ; strictness and publicity of, on
accession of Louis XVL, 80

Europe, civilisation of, peculiar in all

history, 1, 2
Extravagance of Marie Antoinette,

character of rather than amount
remarkable, 89, 90 ; Marie Antoin-
ette's first considerable purchase of
jewellery, 97

Falkbnstein, Count, incognito of
Joseph II., in Paris, 103

Fersen, Axel de, first meets Marie
Antoinette, 66 ; revisits Versailles,

118; Marie Antoinette obviously
in love with him, 118, 119 ; leaves
her for American War, 119;
marches south with Washington to
join the French at Yorktown, 126

;

negotiates surrender of York-
town, 128 ; comes again to

Versailles in 1784 with King of
Sweden, 155 : revisits Versailles in

1787, 183 ; his return to Versailles

just before Eevolution, 193-95

;

story of his presence in Queen's
room during days of October, 227n.;
Bouille's son received by, 253

;

organises the flight of the Eoyal
Family, 260, 261 ; drives the Eoyal
Family out of Paris in the flight to
Varennes, 261, 262 ; his farewell
to the Queen in flight to Varennes,
26 3 ; story of ring given him by the
Queen, and of his death, 263, 265

;

the Queen's letters to him after

the failure of the flight to Varennes,
292-93 ; the Queen's letter to, in

September 1791, 303 ; his last

journey to Paris to help the Eoyal
Family, 303-4 ; in regular com-
munication with Eoyal Family to

arrange invasion, 310, 311 ; his

communications with the Queen
in prison, 349-50

Feuillants, disused monastery, Eoyal
Family lodged in, 330-32

Figaro, Mariage de, play by Beau-
marchais, its political charac-
ter, 135-36

;
popularity among

smart set of the time, 140 ; King
refuses permission to act, 145,
147 ; it is played before the Court,

148 ; Paris insists on a public
performance of, 151 ; King yields,

and public performance takes
place on 27th April 1784, 152 ; its

effect upon the regime, 153
Finance. See Fiscal Problem
Finances, French, Calonne appointed

to the head of, 149, 150 ; his loans,

151
Financiers, modern, their vulgar ex-

penditure compared with that of

the Court of Versailles, 78, 79
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Fiscal Problem of the French preced-

ing the Revolution, 86 ; contrasted

with contemporary fiscal position

of England, 86, 87 ; effect of tradi-

tion upon, 88
Flanders, Regiment of, marches into

Versailles, 215 ; its character, 216 ;

banquet given to, 217-20 ; before

the palace on advance of mob, 222

Fleury, exact coincidence of his life

with the transition between the

anti-Austrian policy of France and
diplomatic revolution, 6 ; at the

Exchequer during bankruptcy of

the Guemenees, 144
Flight of Royal Family, Mirabeau's

plan for, 252 ; Bouille is asked to

advise on, 253 ; how affected by
death of Mirabeau, 255, 256

;

precipitated by the riot of April

17, 1791, 260; Fersen's role in,

260-65 ; description of, 263-91

Florida Blanca, Spanish Minister,

his terror of Great Britain at

moment of Burgoyne's surrender,

112, 113
Fontainebleau, Court gambling at,

on accession of Queen, 99 ; French
Court there at moment of Bur-

goyne's surrender, 112

Foreign Policy, French, D'Aiguillon

ceases to control, on Louis XVI.'s
accession, 83, 84 ; Vergennes con-

trols, on accession of Louis XVI.,

84 ; dominated by the fear of Eng-
land on accession of Louis XVI.,
100-2, 106-8; eagerly seeks

Spanish alliance against England,
107 ; Spanish dread of England
forbids this, 112-13; final de-

termination to accept the English
challenge, 113 ; this determination
confirmed by Burgoyne's surrender

at Saratoga, 113-14 ; refuses to

support Austria in Bavarian claim,

but under pressure from Marie
Antoinette pays compensation to

Vienna, 116-18 ; Marie Antoinette's
increasing power over, after

Maurepas' death, 134 ; attitude of,

towards opening of Scheldt, 148,

149 ;
payment of Dutch indemnity

to Austria under pressure from the
Queen, 161, 165-66, 174

Foulon, murder of, after fall of

Bastille, 213
Fouquier Tinville, his speech for the

prosecution of the Queen, 380
France, hesitation of, upon the

Reformation, 3-5
;

generally

thought in decline during early

eighteenth century, 16
France and Austria, causes of original

antagonism between, and their

finalreconciliation in the eighteenth
century, 2-9. See also Diplomatic
Revolution

Francis of Lorraine, husband of

Maria Theresa, his happy marriage,

15 ; his superstition at Marie
Antoinette's birth, 21 ; his death,

25
Frankfort, the crowning of the

Emperor, the Queen's nephew
there in 1792, 309, 312

Franklin, lands in France, 100

;

received by Louis XVI., 114
Frederick the Great, his power first

apparent at MoUwitz, 6 ; his be-

trayal of the Hapsburgs, 8 ; emo-
tion of Kaunitz on hearing of his

death, 14 ; betrays Louis XV., 21

;

his initiative in partition of Poland,
62

French Guards. See Gardes
Frangaises

French Ministerial Tradition. See

Ministerial Tradition
Fontainebleau, Dr. Johnson sees the
Queen at, 95

Frontier, north-eastern, strategical

nature of, 360

Gardes du Corps, their banquet to

the Regiment of Flanders, 217-25
Gardes Frangaises, almost only
French troops in Paris at opening
of Revolution, 209

Gates, commanding American forces,

receives Burgoyne's surrender, 112
Geoffrin, Madame, visits Vienna be-

fore Marie Antoinette's marriage,
28

George, Lake, strategical value of, in

Burgoyne's campaign, 109
Girondins, their appearance in the

Revolution, 301, 302
Goethe, his judgment on the house-

hold of Maria Theresa, 15

Goguelat, second in command of

Choiseul's Hussars, 272 ; shot at

Varennes, 282
Goltz, Prussian Ministerjat Versailles,

his letter on the date^of Burgoyne's
surrender, 112

Government, nature of'all, 195-96
Gu^menee, Madame de,*governess to

the children of France, Marie
Antoinette's friendship with, 92;
bankruptcy of, 142-44
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Guillame, companion of Drouet in his

famous ride, 277
Guines, French Ambassador in Lon-

don, protected by Marie Antoinette,
98

Haga, Comte db, incognito of King
of Sweden, 155

Handwriting of Marie Antoinette,
quite unformed, 50

Harvest, failure of, in 1775, a cause
of Turgot's unpopularity, 97 ; dif-

ficulty of bringing to Paris in

1789, 216
Hebert visits the Temple, 339 ; again,

340 ; again, 353 ; obtains the
Dauphin's evidence, 373 ; produces
it in Court against the Queen, 381

;

is passed over in the summing up
against tiie Queen, 394

Henry of Prussia, Prince, visits Ver-
sailles in 1784, 160

Herman, chief judge of the Queen
at her trial, 374 ; cross-examines
Queen on the affair of the Necklace,
387-88 ; sums up against the
Queen, 393 ;

pronounces sentence
of death, 394

Howe sails with 20,000 men to attack
Philadelphia, 110

Hudson, Valley of, strategical value
of, in Burgoyne's campaign, 109

Hue, friendly guard of the Royal
Family in the Temple, 336

Huguenots, exceptionally tolerated

in France, 5-7; contrast of their

toleration with persecution of

English Catholics, 5-7
Hungary, Joseph II. 's blundering

attempt to suppress language of,

131

Invasion, two principal avenues of,

into France, 359

Jacobin Society, nature of, 251,

252 ; Mirabeau subservient to, 251
Jarjayes, his plot to rescue the

Queen, 351, 352
Jemappes, battle of, 342
Jewellery. See Extravagance, also

Diamond Necklace
Johnson, Doctor, sees Marie Antoin-

ette at Fontainebleau, 95
Joseph II., son of Maria Theresa,

first associated with her in the
empire, 23 ; hastens the conclusion
of Marie Antoinette's marriage, 30,

81 ; accompanies Marie Antoinette
for the first day on her journey to

Versailles before her marriage, 36
;

his visit to Versailles and France,
99, 103-6 ; his insufficient char-
acter, 103 ; his ignorance of La
Marck and Lavoisier, 105 ; his

ludicrous misjudgment of French
military power, 105; revisits Ver-
sailles July 1781, 126 ; his bungling
in religion, 131 ; summons French
to abandon Revolution, 238 ; dies,

238
Jourdan, description of, 375 ; in com-
mand at Wattignies, overruled by
Carnot, 391

June the Twentieth, rising of, in 1792,
305

Jury to try the Queen, 377-78

Kaunitz, origin of his career, 9;
makes Marie Antoinette the pledge
of diplomatic revolution, 9 ; his

character and appearance, 9-11

;

his early diplomatic work for Maria
Theresa, 12 ; takes up the Austrian
Embassy in Paris, 12 ; his French
tastes, 12-13

Korff , Baroness de, alias of Duchesse
de Tourzel in flight to Varennes,
261

La Fayette volunteers for the
American War, 103 ; leaves Rich-
mond, 126 ; Marie Antoinette visits

wife of, as a compliment after sur-

render of Yorktown, 135 ; marching
from Paris to help the Court in

Days of October, 226 ; his lack of

judgment in defending the palace,

227 ; advises the Royal Family
after victory of the mob, 229 ; fails

to restrain mob on 18th April 1791,

259 ; his action in massacre of

Champ de Mars, 301
Lagny, postmaster of Chaintry, 268
La Marck, founder of the evolutionary

theory, Joseph ll.'s ignorance of,

105 ; friend of Mirabeau, introduces
him to the Crown, 242, 243 ; visits

Mirabeau' s deathbed, 255
Lamballe, Princesse de, first meeting
with Marie Antoinette, 40 ;

post
of Superintendente created for her,

with salary, 94
;
Queen's friendship

for, 92 ; companion of the Queen
in her escapade upon the sledge,

96, 97 ; accompanies Marie Antoin-
ette in her first retirement to the
Tuileries, 122 ; removed from Royal
Family in Temple, 335, 336; her
murder, 338
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La Motte, Madame de {see Diamond

Necklace), escapes from prison and
flies to London, 179 ; her supposed
innocence and martyrdom, 180

La Muette, palace or royal hunting-

box of, scene of Marie Antoinette's

first meeting with Madame du
Barry before marriage, 47 ; scene

of Marie Antoinette's condescen-
sion and patronage on accession,

81 ; Maximilian's arrival at, 91

;

Marie Antoinette visits, after her

first churching, 121 ; Queen fool-

ishly present at, during Parisian

excitement upon bankruptcy of the

Guemenees, 144
Latour du Pin bears witness for the

Queen at her trial, 387
Lavoisier, Joseph II.'s ignorance of,

105
L'Echelle, Kue de, rendezvous of

Eoyal Family and Fersen for flight

to Varennes, 261

Lee, delegate of the revolted British

colonists in America, received by
Louis XVI., 114

Legislative Assembly, receives the

Royal Family on retirement from
Tuileries, 326

;
permits the im-

prisonment of the Royal Family in

the Temple, 332
Leonard, the Queen's hairdresser,

contributes to disaster of Varennes,

272 n. ; takes note from Choiseul to

commanders of various posts, 274

Leopold, Emperor, brother of the

Queen, accession of, 238 ; receives

at Padua false news of the success

of the flight to Varennes, 292-93
;

Queen's decisive letter to, in 1791,

297 ; his death, 299

Le Quay, real name of the woman
Oliva, q.v.

Lequesnoy surrenders, 371

Lisbon, character of town of, in

eighteenth century, 19 ; earthquake

of, coincident with Marie Antoin-
ette's birth, 20-21

Logotachygraphe, Revolutionary jour-

nal, Roval Family lodged in the

reporters' box of, 329, 330
Lomenie de Brienne, proposed by the

Queen as successor to Calonne,

April 1787, 181 ; his character,

182-83 ; acting with the Queen,
attempts to adjourn the States-

General, 189 ; fall of, 195

Lorraine (Francis of, see Francis),

princesses of, umbrage given by
their precedence at the Court ball

on Marie Antoinette's marriage,
52-53

Louis XV. at opening of diplomatic
revolution, 16 ; his reticence and
hesitation in the matter of his
grandson's marriage, 27-31 ; his
appearance on Marie Antoinette's
first meeting with him, 38-40;
feels the approach of death, 67

;

effect of Court sermon on, before
death, 67 ; falls ill of small-pox,
68 ; his strong Christian faith, 69

;

dismisses Madame du Barry, 70

;

receives the Last Sacrament, 70-
72 ; his death, 72

Louis XVI. left heir on his father's

death, 26 ; his appearance at that
moment, 26 ; his mother, after the
death of the Dauphin her husband,
opposes the Austrian marriage, 28

;

her death, 29 ; ceremony of his

marriage as Dauphin to Marie
Antoinette, 50, 51 ; his accession,

73 ; supposed impotence, 74-77

;

publicly ridiculed by his wife in

early days of his marriage, 93
;

coronation of, 93-95 ; Joseph IL
visits Versailles to effect cure of,

104, 105 ; date of operation upon,
105 {see also Appendix A) ; con-
sents to receive delegates of United
States, 114 ; influence of Maurepas
upon, 133 ;

grants Moratorium on
Marie Antoinette's express prayer
in the Guemenee bankruptcy, ill

effect of this, 144 ; visits Cher-
bourg, 177, 178 ; one of very small
minority that practised religion

before Revolution, 182 ; his appear-
ance at opening of States-General,

201 ; fails to receive deputation of

Tiers Etat, 202 ;
quarrel with

States-General opens, 204 ; at Royal
Session of, 23rd June 1789, 206-7

;

his final decision on Votes by Order,
207 ; flight debated during capture
of Bastille, 212 ; his Veto discussed,

214 ; his flight again urged by the
Queen, in October 1789, 217 ; shoot-

ing at Chatillon when Paris was
marching on Versailles, 220-22

;

hesitates to fly in Days of October,
226 ; brought to Paris by mob in

Days of October, 230, 231; Marie
Antoinette ridicules him in a letter

to her relatives after Days of Oc-
tober, 233 ; his role in flight to

Varennes, 261 ; first recognised
during flight at Viels-Maisons, 267

;

and again at Chaintry, 268 ; and
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once more at Chalons, 269 ; recog-

nised in Ste. Menehould,276; vetoes

prosecution of non-juring clergy

and formation of volunteer camp,
304 ; his note of credentials to

Mallet du Pan, 311; ridiculed at

his last review, 321 ; retires from
Tuileries, 325 ; signs order to cease

fire, 328 ; his sword removed in

the Temple, 336 ; separated from
his family in the Temple, 340 ; con-

demned to death, 344 ; last inter-

view with his family, 345 ; his exe-

cution, 346, 347

Madame. See Adelaide
Madame Elizabeth, her passage of

arms with Petion, 287-88 ; watches
sun rise with the Queen before

attack upon the palace, 320. See

also Elizabeth
MadameRovale, the Queen's daughter,

her first Communion, 232, 234-35.

See also D'Angouleme
MaUlard leads march of Paris on

Versailles, 223
Mallet du Pan negotiates with the
enemy for the King, 310, 311,

312
Mandat, head of the Paris Militia,

his organisation of defence of the
palace in August 1792, 320, 321;
murder of, 322

Manege, the Riding-school of the
Tuileries, National Assembly in-

stalled in, 232
Mangin, his ride to carry news to

Paris of the arrest of the King,
284-85

Manifesto of Brunswick, the Queen
the author of its threat against

Paris, 310-12; (Clause VIII.)

known in Paris, 312 ; announced to

the Assembly, 316
Manuel bears evidence against the

Queen, 384
Mareuil, Commissioners meet Royal
Family at, returning to Paris from
Varennes, 285-86

Maria of Saxony, widow of the first

Dauphin, and mother of Louis
XVI., her opposition to Austrian
marriage, 28 ; her death, 29

Maria Theresa, devotion of Kaunitz
to, 11 ; character of, 13, 14

;

married life of, 15 ; her negotia-
tion for French alliance, 18 ; health
at birth of Marie Antoinette, 21

;

her negotiations for Marie Antoin-
ette's marriage, 27, 28 ; associates

her son Joseph with her govern-
ment, 30; hears of the Du Barry,

32 ; letter to Marie Antoinette on
her leaving Vienna, 36 ; her judg-
ment of a happy marriage, 37;
early letters of Marie Antoinette to

her, 54 ; her repeated letters to

Marie Antoinette as Dauphine,
urging reconciliation with Du
Barry, 59, 61, 63 ; her anxiety as

to Louis XVI. 's condition, 65, 76,

77, 105, also Appendix A ; her
letters advising Marie Antoinette's
policy, 82 ; she hears news of Marie
Antoinette's first pregnancy, 115;
her last illness and death, 125

Marie Theresa Charlotte. See Ma-
dame Royale

Marly, Court gambling at, 99
Marriage, slowness of negotiations for

Marie Antoinette's, 27-31 ; Maria
Theresa's judgment upon a happy,
37 ; ceremony of Marie Antoin-
ette's, at Versailles, 49-51

;
great

storm coincident with, 51
;
public

disaster in Paris on occasion of,

53-54 ; doubts upon, 74-77
Marseillaise, first sung in Marseilles,

309 ; at Wattignies, 399
Marseilles, Battalion of, organised,

309 ; marched into Paris, 313

;

brawl with Paris troops, 316 ; their

artillery against the palace, 327

;

their capture of prisoners from the
Guard, 329

;
parley with Swiss be-

fore attacking Tuileries, 327
Martin, d'Auch, refuses oath in

Tennis Court, 205
Maubeuge, its position on the first

line of invasion, 359 ; last strong-
hold againt invasion on north-
eastern frontier, 361, 362; threat-
ened by Coburg, 367; Drouet
arrives in, 371, 372 ; lack of provi-
sions in, 373 ; cavalry patrol cut
their way out of, 374 ; hears the
guns of the French advance, 383

;

attempt to force passage to, on 15th
of October fails, 385-90; extreme
peril of, in consequence of this, 391

;

relieved by French victory at
Wattignies, 401

Maubourg nominated to bring the
King back to Paris, 285

Maurepas, chosen to be Minister on
accession of Louis XVI., 82 ; his
death, 132 ; character of, 133

Maury, example of French hierarchy
before Revolution, 182

Maximilian, Marie Antoinette's
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youngest brother, visits Paris in

1775, 91
Mayence, siege of, prevents invasion,

355
Mayor of Paris, Bailly the first, 212
Measles, Queen suffers from, in spring

of 1779, 121
Meaux, first passage of Eoyal Family

through, in flight to Varennes,
266 ; Marie Antoinette and Barnave
at, during return journey, 288, 289

Mercenaries, most troops in Paris in

1789 foreign, 209
Mercy, d'Argenteau, becomes Ambas-

sador at Versailles for Maria
Theresa in 1766, 27 ; notes Artois'

"shocking familiarity" with the
Queen, 92 ; desires the Queen to be
crowned with the King, 93 ; tries

to dissuade Queen from opposing
Turgot, 98 ; intrigues for Marie
Antoinette to support Austria's

Bavarian policy, 105, 106 ; influ-

ences Marie Antoinette in favour

of Austrian policy on the Bavarian
succession, 117-18; a description

of him and his household, 124-25
;

clumsily pressed by Joseph II. to

influence Queen in affair of Scheldt,

137 ; meets Mirabeau in La Marck's
house, 243 ;

Queen betrays to him
the plans of the French defence in

1792, 300 ; in regular communica-
tion with Eoyal Family to arrange
invasion, 311

Mesdames, Louis XV.'s daughters,
Marie Antoinette first meets at

Compiegne, 39 ; support Marie
Antoinette as Dauphine against

the Du Barry, 60 ;
gradually lose

their influence over the Dauphine,

63; give the name of "Autrichi-
enne " to Marie Antoinette, 64

Michonis, the Municipal, sympathetic
jailer of the Queen, 350 ; helps the
Batz plot, 354 ; his plot to help the
Queen out of the Conciergerie, 369-
870

Militia, new popular, of Paris, after

July '89, La Fayette at head of, 212;
of Versailles, their part in the Days
of October, 218-19 ; new of Paris,

their failure to restrain the mob on
18th April 1791, 259

Ministerial tradition, French, its

transformation in early years of

Louis XVI. produces the Kevolu-
tion, 81, 82

Ministry, French, permanent char-

acter of, 148

Ministry of Eesistance, Queen's plan
to destroy States-General, 210-13

;

fails, 213
Mirabeau, noted by populace at open-

ing of States-G-eneral, 200 ; reluct-

antly accepts oath in Tennis Court,
205 ; his doubtful reply to Dreux
Breze, 208 ; during Days of
October, 223 ; his influence on
the Court, 239-56 ; his position in

1790, 241, 242; La Marck, friend
of, introduces to the Crown, 242

;

his debts and subsidy, 243, 244
;

his interview with the Queen, 245
;

his written advice to the Crown,
246, 247 ; his attitude towards
Civil Constitution of the Clergy,
250, 251 ; his plan for the flight of
the Eoyal Family and Civil War,
251-53 ; his death, 255

Mireur, from Montpellier, sings the
Marseillaise in Marseilles, 309

Mohawk Valley, British force in,

marching to join Burgoyne, re-

pulsed, 111
Monarchy, French, its national nature,

41
;
publicity of, 41-42 ; mystical

quality of, 78-80
;
publicity of, 80

;

fate of, had Mirabeau survived, 240
Monsieur. >S'ee Provence
Montmedy decided on as refuge for

the Eoyal Family, 260
Moratorium, or stay of legal pro-

ceedings, granted by King to the
Guemenees on their bankruptcy,
144

Mounier, in chair of Assembly during
Days of October, 223

MoUwitz, first great Prussian vic-

tory, 6

Mozart meets little Marie Antoinette,
28

Nancy, mutiny at, 247, 248
Napoleon, his verdict upon the affair

of the Diamond Necklace, 177 ; his

judgment of power to defend the
Tuileries, 325 ; upon Wattignies,
401

Narbonne, Archbishop of, example of

French hierarchy before the Eevolu-
tion, 182

National Assembly (before p. 218,

see States-General) passes last

clauses of new Constitution coinci-

dently with Banquet of the Body
Guard, October 1789, 218; votes

thanks for suppression of mutiny
at Nancy, 248 ; installed in Manege
after Days of October, 232
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Navy, British, terror inspired by, in

1776, 100 ; French, Sartines, Mini-
ster of, on accession of Louis XVI.

,

85 ; sails from Toulon to attack
English forces in America, 1778,

115
Necker, his character and religion,

98, 99 ; his daughter, offered in

marriage to Fersen and to Pitt,

finally marries M. de Stael, 98

;

fails to administrate finances, and
is dismissed for the first time in

1781, 127 ; Queen responsible for

his return to the Finances after fall

of Lomenie, 195 ; character of, 197 ;

ostensibly fixes number of Tiers

Etat, 197 ; re-summons Notables in

late 1788, 198 ; abandons question
of "Vote by Orders," 198 ; his ap-

pearance and long speech at open-
ing of States-General, 201-2

;

calculated absence from Eoyal
Session, 206 ; dismissal of, July 11,

1789, 210 ; recalled by Louis XVI.,
213 ; flight of, 248

Neerwinden, Dumouriez' defeat at,

352
New Order, the Queen's plan for

efficient despotic government be-

fore Eevolution, 190-92 ; its break-
down, 192

Noailles, Madame de, Mistress of the
Ceremonies to Marie Antoinette as

Dauphine, 37, 48
Nobles, minority of, joins Commons

led by Orleans, 209
Nord, Comte du, incognito of the
Grand Duke Paul, 139

Notables, Assembly of, summoned by
Calonne, 178 ; failure of the ex-

periment of, 180 ; stupidly re-

summoned by Necker, 198

Oath of Tennis Court. See Tennis
Court

October, Days of, 215-32
(Eil de Boeuf during Days of October,

228
Oliva or "d'Oliva," employed by
Mme. de La Motte to represent the
Queen, 157

;
plays the part of the

Queen in the meeting with Rohan,
158-59 ; arrested in Brussels,

winter of 1785, 175 ; acquitted,

176
Orleans, Duke of. See also Chartres

Duke of (formerly Due de Char-
tres), his opposition to the Queen's
government before the Revolution,

190 ; cheered by mob at opening

of States-General, 200 ; ambition
for throne, supports Paris against
Crown in first movement of Revolu-
tion, 209

Pannjzaedi, destruction of the ori-

ginal telegram in Dreyfus Case
compared to Vergennes' action in
Diamond Necklace case, 168

Paris, Marie Antoinette's entry to, as
Dauphine, 65 ; supported by Duke
of Orleans in 1789, 209; Queen's
plan for coercion of, in July 1789,
210 ; names of regiments coercing,

210 ; rises and captures Bastille,

210-12 ; new municipality of,

Bailly elected Mayor, 212 ; marches
on Versailles in October 1789,
220-22, 225 ; Royal Family brought
to, by the mob in the Days of
October, 230, 231 ; re-entry of Royal
fugitives from Varennes into, 289-
291; Queen's attitude towards, after
return from Varennes, 298 ; threat
to destroy, in Brunswick's Mani-
festo, drawn up by the Queen,
310-13

Parlement of Paris exiled by Louis
XV., 59 ; nature of, 97 ; its opposi-
tion to Turgot's reforms, 97, 98 ; de-
mand the States-General, 183-84

;

refuses to acceptLomenie's reforms,
189 ; makes a final appeal for the
States-General, 191

;

Passy, Chaumont's house in, the re-

fuge of the American delegates,

100
Paul, Grand Duke, heir to Catherine

of Russia, visits Versailles, 139-42
;

hears Beaumarchais read Figaro,
140

Persuasion the only instrument of
Government, 40, 41

Petion nominated to bring King back
to Paris, 285 ; his adventure with
Madame Elizabeth, 287-88 ; as
Mayor of Paris in 1792 receives
the Marseillese, 313

Philadelphia attacked successfully
by Howe, contemporaneously with
Burgoyne's advance, 110

Picard recognises the King during
flight at Viels-Maisons, 267

Pillnitz, Declaration of, its exact
significance, 302

Pinks, affair of the, plot to get the
Queen out of the Conciergerie, 369,

370
Planta, a gentleman follower of Car-

dinal de Rohan's, present at the
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supposititious interview with the

Queen, 159
Poland, its partition, character of,

61-63
Polignac, Comtesse de, friendship of

Marie Antoinette with, 92 ;
Queen

quarrels with, 179 ; her clique,

scandal of public subsidies to, 123
;

emigration after fall of Bastille,

213
Pompadour, Madame de, Mistress of

Louis XV., her role in diplomatic

revolution, 18 ; her character and
dignity, 43, 44

Portugal, King and Queen of, chosen
as god-parents of Marie Antoinette,

18-19
Pot, first holder of post of Master of

Ceremonies, 208 n.

Premonition of Marie Antoinette

relative to Temple, 164
Protestant States of Europe, French

diplomatic support of, after Eefor-

mation, 5-6

Provence, Comtesse de, unintentional

insult to, at birth of the Dauphine,
129

;
possibly protects Mme. de La

Motte, 139
Provence, Monsieur, Comte de, present

at the first playing of Figaro, 152

;

brought to Paris by the mob in

Days of October, 230, 231
Prussia, revelation of power of, at

MoUwitz, 6
;
growing menace of

Poland to, in modern times, 62

Pacing introduced into France on
accession of Louis XVL, 92

Eed Book, publication of, 239
Reformation, origin of the cycle

which closes with the Diplomatic
Revolution, 2 ; its probable effect

if universal, 3 ; French hesitation

upon, 3, 4
Religious Orders, Joseph II. 's sup-

pression of, 131
Representation never so full as in

States-General of 1789, 198
Representative System, its character
and origin in Europe, 184-87

Resistance, Ministry of. See Min-
istry

Rheims, Louis XVI. 's coronation at,

93-95 ; flight by way of, rejected

by King, 260
Rhodes, title of Pot, 208 n.

Riding-school. See Manege
Ring, the Queen's, story of, 263-65
Robespierre at Oath in Tennis

Court, 205 ; during Days of

October, 223 ; demands the
Queen's trial on the breakdown
of French armies in Holland, 352

Roderigo Hortalez. See Beaumar-
chais

Roederer advises King to retire

from Tuileries, 325
Rohan, Bishop, coadjutor of, later

Cardinal de, Marie Antoinette's first

meeting with, 38 {see Diamond
Necklace ; after acquittal King
strips him of his functions and
exiles him) ; his later career and
death, 177

Rohan, Cardinal de, example of

French hierarchy before the
Revolution, 182

Romeuf. See Bayon
Rosalie, name of the girl who served

the Queen in the Conciergerie, 365
Rothschild, difficulty of trying one

to-day compared with difficulty of

trying a Rohan in eighteenth cen-
tury, 171

Royal Session. See Session
Royale, Madame. See Madame
Royale

Saceament, Last, received by Louis
XV., 71; parallel between it and
the French Monarchy, 78

St. Antoine, Gate of, Marseillese

march in by, 313 ; workmen's
quarter of, join St. Marcel in

insurrection of Aug. 10, 316, 317
St. Cloud, Palace of, bought for first

Dauphin in his illness, 160 ; scene
of Mirabeau's interview with the
Queen, 244, 245; Louis' abortive
attempt to reach, on 18th April

1791, 259
St. Germain I'Auxerrois, Church of,

Madame Royale's communion in,

234
St. Landry, schismatic priest of,

appointed to accompany Queen at

her execution, 395

St. Lawrence, Valley of, strategical

value during rebellion of American
colonies, 108, 109

St. Marcel. See St. Antoine
Ste. Menehould, its position, 270

;

Royal Family at, in flight to

Varennes, 275-76
Saratoga, Burgoyne blockaded near,

and surrenders, 112 ; news of

Burgoyne's capitulation at, reaches
Versailles, after Vergennes had
determined to recognise United
States, 113
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Sauce, oflBcial at Varennes, his action
in detaining the King, 279-81

Scheldt, opening of the, first men-
tioned, 134 ; Marie Antoinette
supports her brother in, 137

;

character of quarrel over, explained,

145, 146 ; Joseph II. 's increasing-

irritation over, 148 ; Vergennes
refuses to support Austria in, 149

;

the Dutch fire on one of Joseph
II.'s ships in, 4th October 1784,

160 ; French Cabinet again, under
pressure from Queen, pay the Dutch
indemnity to Austria for this in-

cident, 161 ; money actually paid
over, 164-65 ; and is received in

cash by Austria when affair of

Diamond Necklace is at its height

;

consequent unpopularity of Queen,
174

September, Massacres of, 337, 338
Sergent serves out ammunition to

the rebels, 317
Session, Eoyal, summoned for 22nd

of June 1789, 204 ; held, June 28rd,
206-7

Sieyes at Oath in Tennis Court, 205
Silesia, forcible occupation of, by

Prussia, moral revolution involved
by this, 8

Simon, reputed tenderness of, in the
Temple, 341

Sledge, Queen's escapade upon, 96,

97
Soissons, Marie Antoinette's arrival

at, on her journey to her marriage,
38

Solstice, summer, date unlucky for

the Bourbons, 261-63, 305
Somme-Vesle, posting station of,

place arranged for the first cavalry
guard during flight to Varennes,
271 ; Choiseul's hussars at, 272

;

abandoned by Choiseul, 273,
274

Souberbielle visits Queen in Concier-
gerie, 369 ; on jury that tries her,

377
Spain, greatness of, in sixteenth cen-

tury, difficulty of understanding
to-day, 4 ; French maintain their

independence against, 5

Stahrenberg, Austrian Ambassador in

Paris after Kaunitz, 18 ; his last

letter to Maria Theresa announces
certitude of Marie Antoinette's
marriage, 27

Stars and Stripes first seen in Europe,
100

States-General, Crown of mediaeval re-

presentative system in Europe, 185
;

Parlement insists on their being
summoned, 184-89; Lomenie and
the Queen propose calling them
within five years with the object
of adjourning and nullifying the
summons, 189 ; summoned by ad-
ministrative order, accepted by the
Queen, on 8th August 1788, 192
(after October 1789 and p. 222,
see National Assembly) ; number
of Tiers Etat in, ostensibly fixed

by Necker, 197 ; only fully repre-
sentative assembly in Europe, 198

;

opening of, 198-202; declared
" National Assembly," 204 ; Eoyal
session of, June 23, 1789, 206-^7;

under military threat declare
themselves "inviolable," 209; per-
manent sitting of, during capture
of Bastille, 211-12

Stormont, Lord, English Ambassador
at Versailles, present at the ball

where news of the Independence
of the United States was received,
leaves Versailles, 115

Strasburg, Marie Antoinette's arrival

at, on her journey to her marriage,
37 ; Bishop of, see Eohan

Sweden, Gustavus, King of, visits

Versailles in 1784; his Quixotic
character, 155 ; his death, 300

Swiss Guard before palace of Ver-
sailles in Days of October, 1789,
222 ; their mutiny at Nancy, 247

;

their character and position before
the fall of the palace, 314 ; turned
through long gallery and forced out
of the Tuileries by the mob, 328

TALLEYEikND, example of French
Hierarchy before the Eevolution,
182

;
proposes confiscation of the

goods of the Clergy, 237 ; visits

Mirabeau's deathbed, 255
Tea Tax. See Boston and America
Temple, Artois receives Marie Antoin-

ette at, her premonitions with
regard to, 164 ; Eoyal Family first

lodged in, 333-35
Tennis Court, Oath of, 205
Theatre, Marie Antoinette's, atTrianon

inaugurated, 123 ; Mercy's dis-

approval of, 124
Ticonderoga abandoned by American

forces^ before Burgoyne, 110
Tiers Etat, number of, ostensibly

fixed by Necker, 197 ; Louis XVI.
fails to receive deputation of, 202

;

affirms in May '89 principle of
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voting in One Assembly, 202

;

summons Clergy and Nobles, 203
;

committed to first revolutionary

act by declaring themselves the

National Assembly, 204 ; remain
in Hall after order to disperse,

23rd June 1789, 207
Tison, jailor and spy upon the Koyal
Family in the Temple, 386 ; wife

of, goes mad, 354
Toulouse, Archbishop of, Confessor

of Marie Antoinette, 244
Tourzel, Madame de, made governess

of children of France after Mme.
de Polignac's emigration, 214

Duchess of, her role during
flight to Varennes, 261 ; Duchesse
de, removed from Royal Family in

Temple, 335
Trial of the Queen, preliminary in-

terrogation, 373-74 ; main trial,

377-400
Trianon, public exaggeration of its

real cost, theatre started in, 123
;

theatre at, thrown open to large

audience, 135 ; Queen retires to,

after death of her last child, 188

;

theatre at, re-opened with a new
play of Beaumarchais' in the midst
of the Diamond Necklace affair,

172; Marie Antoinette at, during
Days of October, 224

Tron§on Ducourdray named to de-

fend the Queen, 374
Tuileries, arrival of Royal Family at,

in Days of October, 231 ; invaded
by mob on 20th June 1792, 305,

306; fall of, 307-29; extent of

armed force in defence of, 313,

315 ; condition and garrison of,

just before the attack upon, 318-

320 ; last review before defence of,

321 ; beginning of attack upon,

322, 323 ; Napoleon's judgment of

power to defend, 325
Turgot, enters Ministry after acces-

sion of Louis XVI., 84 ; Marie
Antoinette not connected with
nomination of, 84 ;

policy and
character of, 85 ; fiscal problem
presented to him, 86-88 ; his way
of dealing with it, 89 ; is lavish

with funds to the Queen, 85, 89-

90; his reforms cause popular
suffering, 90 ; their unwise side,

97 ; opposed by the Parlement of

Paris, 97 ; his fall largely due to

the Queen, 98 ; servant of the
Queen in the Temple and authority

for history of period, 349

United States of America re-

cognised by Vergennes before the
news of Saratoga, 113 ; delegates
of, received by Louis XVI., 114;
formally recognised by France,
21st of January 1778, 115 ; France
goes to war to support, 115

Valenciennes, surrender of, 363
Vallet, son-in-law of postmaster at

Chaintry, recognises King, 268
Valmy, battle of, 339, 340; mill of,

passed by fugitives in flight to

Varennes, 275
Varennes, flight to, described, 263-

291 ; town of, Drouet enters, 278 ;

Royal Family detained in, 279-81

;

departure of Royal Family from,

282, 283
VergenneSjbecomes director of foreign

policy on accession of Louis XVI.,
his great abilities, 84 ; his acute

panic just before Burgoyne's sur-

render, 110; caution and fear of

England at moment of Burgoyne's
surrender, 113; determines to re-

cognise United States before hear-

ing news of Saratoga, 113 ; refuses

to support Austria in Bavarian
claim, but under pressure from
Queen pays compensation to

Vienna, 116-18
;

practically first

Minister after Maurepas' death,

133; his patriotic refusal to sup-

port Joseph 11. in the affair of the
Scheldt, 149 ; but consents to pay
indemnity, 161 ; his policy of

silence in the case of the Diamond
Necklace compared to the French
modern Foreign Office destroying
the Pannizardi telegram, 168

;

death of, 179

Vermond (physician), brother of

Abbe, attends Queen's first child-

birth, 120
Vermond (Abb^), Marie Antoinette's

tutor, librarian of Mazarin collec-

tion and protege of Lomenie de
Brienne, 33 ; attempts to educate
Marie Antoinette, 33-36; emi-

gration after fall of Bastille, 213

Versailles, palace of, eruption of mob
into, in Days of October, 227-
229

Veto of Crown over legislation,

discussion on, 214
of Louis XVI. against prosecu-

tion of non-juring Clergy and
formation of volunteer camp, 304

Viels-Maisons, posting station, Louis
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XVI. first recognised at, in flight to

Varennes, 267
Viet, postmaster at Chalons, 269
Vilette, Eetaux de, an old soldier,

forges the so-called Queen's letters

for the La Motte, 155, 156 ; writes

a letter, purporting to be from
Queen, asking Eohan for money,
162 ; takes Diamond Necklace from
Rohan acting as supposed Queen's
messenger, 163 ; arrested at Geneva
in the spring of 1786, 175 ; con-
demned to transportation, 176

Vote by Order, prime question before

States-General, 198 ; decision as

to, announced by Barentin, 201

;

decision as to, in Royal Session,

207 ; Crown advises Union of

Orders, 209

Walpolb, Horace, his admiration
for Marie Antoinette, 95

War, first declaration of, between
Europe and Revolution, respon-
sibility for, 293-95 ; advance

towards, originates in Queen's letter
to her brother, 297 ; declared on
20th April 1792, 800

Washington, his defeat on the
Brandywine, 110; marches south
to join the French before York-
town, 126

Weissembourg, lines of, their strate-
gical importance, 355

Wattignies, battle of, described, 385-
401 ; village of, scene of final

charge against Austrians before
Maubeuge, 396

Weber, family of, Marie Antoinette
put out to nurse with, 23

Wine, Marie Antoinette's curious
aversion to, 77, 92; Mercy, an
excellent judge of, 124

York, Duke of, marches on
Dunquerque, 368

Yorktown, Cornwallis surrenders at,

128 ; coincident with Joseph II.'s

"Edict of Toleration " and birth of
Marie Antoinette's heir, 131, 132

28
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OLIVER CROMWELL. With an In-
troduction by C. H. Firth, M.A., and
Notes and Appendices by Mrs. S. C. LoMAS.
Three Volumes. Demy Zvo. i8j. net.

Celano (Brothei-" Thomas of). THE
LIVES OF FRANCIS OF ASSISI.
Translated by A. G. Fekrers Howell.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. ^s. net.

Chambers (Mrs. Lambert). Lawn Tennis
for Ladies. Illustrated. Cj-owh Zz'o. 2S. 6d.

net.

Chandler (Arthur), Bishop of Bloemfontein.
ARA CGELI: An Essay in Mystical
Theology. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8z/o.

3J. 6d. net.

Chesterfield (Lord). THE LETTERS OF
THE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD TO
HIS SON. Edited, with an Introduction by
C. Strachey, with Notes by A. Calthrop.
Two Vohones. Cr. Zvo. 12s.

Chesterton (G.K.). CHARLES DICKENS.
With two Portraits in Photogravure. Seventh
Edition. Cr. %vo. ts.

ALL THINGS CONSIDERED. Sixth
Edition. Fcap. Zvo. s^-

TREMENDOUS TRIFLES. Fourth
Edition. Fcap. Zvo. 5J.

Clausen (George), A.R.A., R.W.S. SIX
LECTURES ON PAINTING. Illustrated.

Third Edition. Large Post. Zvo. -^s. 6d.net.
AIMS AND IDEALS IN ART. Eight

Lectures delivered to the Students of the
Royal Academy of Arts. Illustrated. Secofid
Edition. Large Post Svo. s^- ''^^•

Clutton-Broek (A.) SHELLEY: THE
MAN AND THE POET. Illustrated.

Demy Zvo. -js. 6d. net.

Cobb CW. F.), M.A. THE BOOK OF
PSALMS : with an Introduction and Notes.
Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. net.

Coekshott ( Winifred), St. Hilda's Hall,
Oxford. THE PILGRIM FATHERS,
Their Church and Colony. Illustrated.

Demy Bvo. js. 6d. net.

Collingwood (W. G.), M.A. THE LIFE
OF JOHN RUSKIN. With Portrait.
Sixth Edition. Cr. Zvo. zs. bd. net.

Colvill (.Helen H.). ST. TERESA OF
SPAIN. Illustrated. Second Edition,.
Demy Zvo. js. 6d. net.

•Condamine (Robert de la). THE
UPPER GARDEN. FcaJ>. 8vo. 5s. net.

Conrad '(Joseph). THE MIRROR OF
THE SEA : Memories and Impressions.
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Coolidge (W. A. B.), M.A. THE ALPS
Illustrated. Demy 8vo. js. 6d. net.

Cooper(C. S.),F.R.H.S. See Westell (W.P.)

Coulton (G, G.). CHAUCER AND HIS
ENGLAND. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Demy Zvo. los. 6d. net.

Cowper /William). THE POEMS.
Edited with an Introduction and Notes by
J. C. Bailky, M.A. Illustrated. Demy
SzfO. 10s. 6d. net.

Crane (Walter), R.W.S. AN ARTIST'S
REMINISCENCES. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Demy 8z'o. iSs. net.

INDIA IMPRESSIONS. Illustrated.
Second Edition. Demy %vo. js. 6d. net.

Crispe (T. E.). REMINISCENCES OF A
K.C. With 2 Portraits. Secojtd Edition.
Demy Svo. xos. 6d, net.

Crowley (Ralph H.). THE HYGIENE
OF SCHOul LIFE. Illustrated. Cr.
8vo. s^. 6d. net.

Danto (Alighieri). LA COMMEDIA DI
DANTE. The Italian Text edited by
PagetToynbee, M.A., D.Litt. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Davey (Richard). THE PAGEANT OF
LONDON. Illustrated. In Two Volwnes.
Demy 8vo. 153-. net.

Davis (H. W. C), M.A., Fellow and Tutor
of Balliol College. ENGLAND UNDER
THE NORMANS AND ANGEVINS:
1066-1272. Illustrated. De?ny 8vo. zos. 6d.

net.

Deans (R. Storry). THE TRIALS OF
FIVE QUEENS: Katharine of Aragon,
Anne BoleYxN, Marv Queen of Scots,
Marie Antoinette and Caroline of
Brunswick. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Demy 8vo. los. 6d. net.

Dearmer (Mabel). A CHILD'S LIFE
OF CHRIST. Illustrated. Large Cr.
Svo. 6s.

D'Este (Margaret). IN THE CANARIES
WITH A CAMERA. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo.

JS. 6d. net.

Dickinson (G. L.), M.A,, Fellow of King's
College, Cambridge. THE GREEK
VIEW OF LIFE. Seventh and Revised
Edition. Crown 8vo. 2s. 6d. net.

Ditchfield (P. H.). M.A., F.S.A. THE
PARISH CLERK. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Demy Svo. 7s. 6d. net.

THE OLD-TIME PARSON. Illustrated,

Second Edition. Demy Svo. js. 6d. net.

Douglas (Hugh A.). VENICE ON FOOT.
With the Itinerary of the Grand Canal.
Illustrated. Secojtd Edition. Fcap, 8vo.

Ss. net.
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Douglas (James). THE MAN IN THE
PULPIT. Cr. ivo. 7.S. 6d. net.

Dowden (J.). D.D., Late Lord Bishop of

Edinburgh. FURTHER STUDIES IN
THE PRAYER BOOK. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Driver (S. RO, D.D., D.C.L., Regius Pro-
fessor of Hebrew in the University of
Oxford. SERMONS ON SUBJECTS
CONNECTED WITH THE OLD
TESTAMENT. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Duff (Nora). MATILDA OF TUSCANY.
Illustrated. Demy Svo. los. 6d. net.

Dumas (Alexandre). THE CRIMES OF
THE BORGIAS AND OTHERS. With
an Introduction by R. S. Garnktt.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE CRIMES OF URBAIN GRAN-
DIERAND OTHERS. Illustrated. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

THE CRIMES OF THE MARQUISE
DE BRINVILLIERS AND OTHERS.
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo, 6s.

THE CRIMES OF ALI PACHA AND
OTHERS. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

MY MEMOIRS. Translated by E. M.
Waller. With an Introduction bj? Andrew
Lang. With Frontispieces in Photogravure.
In six Volumes. Cr. Zvo. 6s. each volume.
Vol. I. 1802-1821. Vol. IV. 1830-1831.
Vol. II. 1822-1825. Vol. V. 1831-1832.
Vol. III. 1826-1830. Vol. VI. 1832-1833.

MY PETS. Newly translated by A. R.
Allinson, M.A. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s,

Dunean (David), D.Sc, LL.D. THE LIFE
AND LETTERS OF HERBERT
SPENCER. Illustrated. Demj}' Zvo. 15s.

Dunn-Pattison (R. P.). NAPOLEON'S
MARSHALS. Illustrated. Vemj' 8vo.

Second Edition. J2S. 6d. net.

THE BLACK PRINCE. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Demy Zvo. js. 6d. net.

Durham (The Earl of). A REPORT ON
CANADA. With an Introductory Note.
Demy Zvo. i,s. 6d. net.

Dutt(W.A.). THE NORFOLK BROADS.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WILD LIFE IN EAST ANGLIA. Illus-

trated. SecondEdition. Demy 8vo. js. 6d.

net.

Edmonds (Major J. E.), R.E. ; D. A.
Q.-M, G. See Wood (W. Birkbeck).

Edwardes (Tickner). THE LORE OF
THE HONEY BEE. Illustrated. Cr.
8vo. 6s,

LIFT-LUCK ON SOUTHERN ROADS.
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Egerton (H. E-), M.A. A HISTORY OF
BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. Third
Edition. Demy 8vo. js, 6d. net.

Everett-Green (.Mary Anne). ELIZA-
BETH ; ELECTRESS PALATINE AND
QUEE^J OF BOHEMIA. Revised by
her Niece S. C. Lomas. With a Prefatory
Note by A. W. Ward, Litt.D. Demy 8vo.
loj. 6d. net,

Fairbrother (W. H.), M.A. THE PHILO-
SOPHY; OF T. H. GREEN. Second
Edition. Cr. Sz>o, 3^. 6d.

Fea (Allan). THE FLIGHT OF THE
KING. Illustrated. New and Revised
Edition. Demy 8vo. -js. 6d. net.

SECRET CHAMBERS AND HIDING-
PLACES. Illustrated. New and Revised
Edition. Demy 8vo. -js. 6d. net.

JAMES 11. AND HIS WIVES. Illustrated.

Demy 8vo. xos. 6d. net.

Fell (E. F. B.). THE FOUNDATIONS
OF LIBERTY. Cr. 8vo, 55. net.

Firth (C. H), M.A., Regius Professor of
Modern History at Oxford. CROM-
WELL'S ARMY : A History of the English
Soldier during the Civil Wars, the Common-
wealth, and the Protectorate. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

FitzGerald (Edward). THE RUBAIYAT
OF OMAR KHAYYAM. Printed from
the Fifth and last Edition. With a Com-
mentary by Mrs. Stephen Batson, and a
Biography of Omar by E. D. Ross. Cr.
Evo. 6s.

*Fleteher (B. F. and H. P.). THE
ENGLISH HOME. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Demy 8vo. 12J. 6d, net.

Fletcher (J. S.). A BOOK OF YORK-
SHIRE. Illustrated. Demy 8vo. ^s. 6d,

net.

Flux (A. W.), M.A., William Dow Professor
of Political Economy in M'Gill University,

Montreal. ECONOMIC PRINCIPLES.
Demy 8vo. js. 6d. net.

Foot (Constance M.). INSECT WON-
DERLAND. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. 8vo, 3J. 6d. net.

Forel (A.). THE SENSES OF INSECTS.
'I'ranslatcd by Macleod Yearsley. Illus-

trated. Demy 8vo, 10s. 6d. net.

Fouqu6 (La Motte). SINTRAM AND
HIS COMPANIONS. Translated by A.
C. Farquharson. Illustrated. Demy8vo.
7S. 6d. net. Half White Vellum, 10s. 6d.

net.

Fraser (J. F.). ROUND THE WORLD
ON A WHEEL. Illustrated. Fifth
Edition. Cr, ivff. 6s.
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Galton (Sir Francis), F.R.S. ; D.C.L.,
Oxf. ; Hon. Sc.D., Camb. ; Hon. Fellow
Trinity College, Cambrid2:e. MEMORIES
OF MY LIFE. Illustrated. Third Edition.
Demy Zvo. loj. td, net.

Garnett (Lucy M. J.). THE TURKISH
PEOPLE ; Their Social Life, Religious
Beliefs and Institutions, and Domestic
Life. Illustrated. Demy 8vo. los. 6d.

net,

Gibbins (H. de B.), Litt.D., M.A. IN-
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND : HISTORI-
CAL OUTLINES. With 5 Maps. Fifth
Edition- Demy Zvo. xos. 6d.

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF
ENGLAND. Illustrated . Sixteenth
Edition. Cr, Zvo. 3^,

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS.
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 2s. 6d.

See also Hadfield, R.A.

Gibbon (Edward). MEMOIRS OF THE
LIFE OF EDWARD GIBBON. Edited
by G. BiRKBECK Hill, LL.D. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

•THE DECLINE AND FALL OF THE
ROMAN EMPIRE. Edited, with Notes,
Appendices, and Maps, by J. B. Bury,
M.A., Litt.D., Regius Professor of Modern
History at Cambridge. Illustrated. In
Seven Volumes. Demy %vo. Gilt Tof,
Each -LOS. 6d. net,

Gibbs (Philip.) THE ROMANCE OF
GEORGE VILLIERS: FIRST DUKE
OF BUCKINGHAM, AND SOME MEN
AND WOMEN OF THE STUART
COURT. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Demy Zvo. 15^. net.

Gloag (M. R.) and Wyatt (Kate M.). A
BOOK OF ENGLISH GARDENS.
Illustrated. Dejny Zvo. 1.0s. 6d. net.

Glover (T. R.), M.A., Fellow and Classical

Lecturer of St. John's College, Cambridge.
THE CONFLICT OF RELIGIONS IN
THE EARLY ROMAN EMPIRE.
Fourth Edition. Demy Zvo. -js. 6d. net.

Godfrey (Elizabeth). A BOOK OF RE-
MEMBRANCE. Being Lyrical Selections
for every day in the Year. Arranged by
E. Godfrey. Second Edition. Fcap. Zvo.

IS. 6d. net.

ENGLISH CHILDREN IN THE OLDEN
TIME. Illustrated. Second Edition. Demy
Svo. ys. 6d. net.

Godley (A. D.), M.A., Fellow of Magdalen
College, Oxford. OXFORD IN THE
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Demy 2>vo. 7s. 6d. net.

LYRA FRIVOLA. Fourth Edition. Fcap.
Svo. zs. 6d.

VERSES TO ORDER. Second Edition.
Fcap. Zvo. 25. 6d.

SECOND STRINGS. Fcap. Zvo. is. 6d.

Goll (August). CRIMINAL TYPES IN
SHAKESPEARE.

_
Authorised Transla-

tion from the Danish by Mrs. Charles
Weekes. Cr. 8vo. sj. net.

Gordon (Lina Duff) (Mrs. Aubrey Water-
field). HOME LIFE IN ITALY : Letters
FROM THE Apennines. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Demy 8z'0. 10s. 6d. net.

Gostling (Frances M.). THE BRETONS
AT HOME. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Demy 8vo. \os. 6d. net.

Graham (Harry). A GROUP OF SCOT-
TISH WOMEN. Illustrated. Secotid
Edition. DeJJty 8vo. 10s. 6d. net.

Grahame (Kenneth). THE WIND IN
THE WILLOWS. Illustrated. Fifth
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Gwynn (Stephen), M.P. A HOLIDAY
IN COxVNEMARA. Illustrated. Demy
8vo. 10s 6d. net.

Hall (Cyril). THE YOUNG CARPEN-
TER. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 5^.

Hall (Hammond). THE YOUNG EN-
GINEER; or Modern Engines and THEIR
Models. Illustrated. Secojtd Edition.
Cr. 8vo. zs.

Hall (Mary). A WOMAN'S TREK FRO.M
THE CAPE TO CAIRO. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Demy 8vo. i6j. net.

Hannay (D.). A SHORT HISTORY OF
THE ROYAL NAVY. Vol. I., 1217-1688.
Vol. XL, 1689-1815. De?ny 8vo. Each
JS. 6d. net.

Hannay (James 0.), M.A. THE SPIRIT
AND ORIGIN OF CHRISTIAN
MONASTICISM. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE WISDOM OF THE DESERT. Fcap.
8z'o. 3^. 6d. net.

Harper (Charles G.). THE AUTOCAR
ROAD-BOOK. Four Volumes with Maps.
Cr. 8vo. Each js. 6d. net.

Vol. I.

—

South of the Thames.
Vol. II.

—

North and South Wales
and West Midlands.

Headley (F. W.). DARWINISM AND
MODERN SOCIALISM. Second Edition.
Cr. 8vo. sj. net.

Henderson (B. W.), Fellow of Exeter,
College, Oxford. THE LIFE AND
PRINCIPATE OF THE EMPEROR
NERO. Illustrated. New and cheaper
issue. Demy 8vo. js. 6d. net.

Henderson (M. Sturge). GEORGE
MEREDITH : NOVELIST, POET,
REFORMER. Illustrated. SecondEdition.
Cr. %vo. 6s.
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Henderson (T. F.) and Watt (Fpaneis).
SCOTLAND OF TO-DAY. Illustrated.

Second Editioft. Cr, Zvo. 6s.

Henley (W. E.). ENGLISH LYRICS.
CHAUCER TO POE, 1340-1849. Second
Edition. Cr. %vo. "zs. 6d. net.

Heywood (W.). A HISTORY OF PE-
RUGIA. Illustrated. Demy Zvo. \zs. 6d.

net.

Hill (George Francis). ONE HUNDRED
MASTERPIECES OF SCULPTURE.
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. lor. 6d. net.

Hind (C. Lewis). DAYS IN CORNWALL.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

HobhOUSe (L. T.), late Fellow of CCC,
Oxford. THE THEORY OF KNOW-
LEDGE. Demy Svo. los. 6d. net.

Hodgetts (E. A. Brayley). THE COURT
OF RUSSIA IN THE NINETEENTH
CENTURY. Illustrated. Two volutnes.

Dejny Zvo. 24J. net,

Hodgson (Mrs. V/.). HOW TO IDENTIFY
OLD CHINESE PORCELAIN. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. Post Zvo. 6s.

Holdieh (Sir T. K.), K.C.I.E., C.B., F.S.A.
THE INDIAN BORDERLAND, 1880-
1900. Illustrated. Second Edition. Detny
Zvo. los. 6d. net.

Holdsworth fV7. S.I, D.C.L. A HISTORY
OF ENGLISH LAW. In Four Volumes.
Vols. /., //., ///. Demy Zvo. Each los. 6d.

net.

Holland (Clive). TYROL AND ITS
PEOPLE. Illustrated. Demy Zvo. \os. 6d.

net.

Hopsbupgh (E. L. S.), M.A. LORENZO
THE MAGNIFICENT; and Florence
IN KER Golden Age. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Demy Zvo. 15J. net.

WATERLOO : with Plans. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. ss.

Hosie (Alexander). MANCHURIA. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. De/ny Zvo. ys. 6d.

net.

Hulton (Samuel F.). THE CLERK OF
OXFORD IN FICTION. Illustrated.

Demy Zvo. tos. 6d. net.

Humphreys (John H.). PROPOR-
TIONAL REPRESENTATION. Cr. Zvo.

2,s. 6d. net.

Hutchinson (Horace G.). THE NEW
FOREST. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6r.

Hutton (Edward). THE CITIES OF
UMBRIA. Illustrated. Fcurth Edition,

THE 'cities of SPAIN. Illustrated.
Fourth Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s.

FLORENCE AND THE CITIES OF
NORTHERN TUSCANY.WITH
GENOA. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Crown Zvo. 6s.

ENGLISH LOVE POEMS. Edited with
an Introduction. Fcap. Zvo. %s. 6d. net.

COUNTRY V/ALKS ABOUT FLORENCE
Illustrated. Fcap. Zvo. 55-. net.

IN UNKNOWN TUSCANY With an
Appendix by William Heywood. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. Demy Zvo. yj, 6d.

net.

ROJME. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

Hyett (F. A.) FLORENCE : Her History
AND Art to the Fall of the Republic.
Dem.y Zvo. js. 6d. net.

Ibsen (Henrik). BRAND. A Drama.
Translated by William Wilson. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. -xs. 6d.

Inge ( W. R.), M.A., Fellow and Tutor of

Hertford College, Oxford. CHRISTIAN
MYSTICISM. (The Bampton Lectures of

1899.) Demy Zvo. xis. 6d. net.

Innes (A. D.), M.A. A HISTORY OF THE
BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and
Plans. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

ENGLAND UNDER THE TUDORS.
With Maps. Third Edition. Demy Zvo.
loj. 6d, net.

Innes (Mary). SCHOOLS OF PAINT-
ING. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. ^s. net.

James (Norman G. B.). THE CHARM
OF SWITZERLAND. Cr. Zvo. 5^. net.

Jeffery (Reginald W.), M.A. THE
HISTORY OF THE THIRTEEN
COLONIES OF NORTH AMERICA,
1497-1763. Illustrated. Demy Zvo. ys. 6d.

net.

Jenks (E.), M.A., B.C.L. AN OUTLINE
OF ENGLISH LOCAL GOVERNMENT.
Seco7td Edition. Revised by R. C. K.
Ensor, M.A. Cr. Zvo. 2s. 6d.

Jerningham (Charles Edward). THE
MAXIMS OF MARMADUKE. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. ^s.

Johnston (Sir H. H.), K.C.B. BRITISH
CENTRAL AFRICA. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Cr. ^to, iZs. net.
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*THE NEGRO IN THE NEW WORLD.
Illustrated. Demy Zvo, ids. net.

Jones (R. Crorapton), M.A. POEMS OF
THE INNER LIFE. Selected by R. C.

Jones. Thirteenth Edition. Fcap Zvo.

2S. 6d. net.

Julian (Lady) of Norwich. REVELA-
TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Edited by
Grace Warrack. Fourth Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 3J. 6d.

•Kappa.' LET YOUTH BUT KNOW:
A Plea for Reason in Education. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3J. 6d. net.

Keats (John). .
THE POEMS. Edited

with Introduction and Notes by E. de
S^LiNCOURT, 1\LA. With a Frontispiece in

Photogravure. Second Editio?t, Revised.
Demy Zvo. js. 6d. net.

Keble (John). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR.
With an Introduction and Notes by W.
Lock, D.D., Warden of Keble Coliege.

Illustrated. Third Editioji. Fcap. Zvo.

3^. td. ; padded 7norocco, 5^.

Kempis (Thomas a). THE IMITATION
OF CHRIST. With an Introduction by
Dean Farrar. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Fcap. Zvo. 3J. 6d. ; padded
morocco, ^s.

Also translated by C. Bigg, D.D. Cr.

Zvo. 3J. bd,

Kerr (S. Parnell). GEORGE SELWYN
AND THE WITS. Illustrated. Demy
Zvo. I2J. 6^. net.

Kipling (Rudyard). BARRACK-ROOM
BALLADS. 1002"/; Thoztsand. Twenty-
ninth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. Also Fcap.
Zvo, Leather. 5J. net.

THE SEVEN SEAS. 84M Thomand.
Sevejiteenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. Also
Fcap. Zvo, Leather, ss. net.

THE FIVE NATIONS, joth Thousand.
Seventh Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. Also Fcap.
Zvo, Leather. 5J. net.

DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES.
Edition.
Leather.

Cr. Zvo.

5J. net.

Nineteenth
6s. Also Fcap. Zvo,

Knox (Winifred F.). THE COURT OF
A SAINT. Illustrated. Demy Zvo.

los. 6d. 7iet.

Lamb (Charles and Mary), THE WORKS.
Edited by E. V. Lucas. Illustrated. In
Seven Volumes. Demy Zvo. js. 6d. each.

Lane-Poole (Stanley). A HISTORY OF
EGYPT IN THE MIDDLE AGES.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Lankester (Sir Ray), K.C.B., F.R.S.
SCIENCE FROM AN EASY CHAIR.
Illustrated. Fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s,

Leach (Henry). THE SPIRIT OF THE
LINKS. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Le Braz (Anatole). THE land of
PARDONS. Translated by Frances I^.I.

GosTLiNG. Illustrated. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Lees (Frederick^ A SUMMER IN
TOURAINE. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d. net.

Lindsay (Lady Mabel). ANNI DOMINI

:

A^ Gospel Study. With Jvlaps. Tzco
Volumes. Super Royal Zvo. los. net.

Llewellyn (Ov/en) and Ra.ven-Hill (L.).THE SOUTH-BOUND CAR. Illustrated.
Cr. Zvj. 6s.

Lock (Walter), D.D., Warden of Keble
College. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER.
BUILDER. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo.
2,s. 6d.

THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Lodge (Sir Oliver), F.R.S. THE SUB-
STANCE OF FAITH, ALLIED WITH
SCIENCE : A Catechism for Parents and
Teachers. Te^ith Editio7t. Cr. Zvo. is. netMAN AND THE UNIVERSE : A Study
OF THE Influence of the Advance in
Scientific Knowledge upon our under-
standing of Christianity. Ninth
Edition. Cy-own Zvo. 5^. net.

THE SURVIVAL OF MAN. A .Study in
Unrecognised Human Faculty. Fifth
Edition. Crowji Zvo. ^s. ftet.

Lofthouse (W. F.\ M.A. ETHICS AND
ATONEMENT. With a Frontispiece.
Demy Zvo. 5J. net.

Lorimer (George Horace). LETTERS
FROM A SELF-]MADE iMERCHANT
TO HIS SON. Illustrated. Eighteenth
Edition. Cr. Zvo, 3^. 6d.

OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Illustrated.
SecondEdition. Cr. Zvo. 6s,

Lorimer (Norma). BY THE WATERS
OF EGYPT. Illustrated. Deniy Zvo. 16s.

?iei.

Lucas (E, v.). TtlE LIFE OF CHARLES
LAIVIB. illustrated. Fifth and Revised
Editiofi in One Volume. Demy Zvo. ^s. 6d.
net.

A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. Illus-

trated. Twelfth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A WANDERER IN LONDON. Illus-

trated. Tenth Editio?i. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A WANDERER IN PARIS. Illustrated.

Sixth Edition. Cr, Zvo. 6s.
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THE OPEN ROAD : A Little Book for

Wayfarers. Seventeenth Edition. Fcp.
2vo. ^s. ', India Paper^ -js. 6d.

THE FRIENDLY TOWN: a Little Book
for the Urbane. Sixth Edition. Fcap. Zvo.

KS. • India Paper, js. 6d.

FIRESIDE AND SUNSHINE. Sixth
Edition. Fcap. ivo. 5J.

CHARACTER AND COMEDY. Sixth
Edition. Fcap. 2,vo. s^.

THE GENTLEST ART. A Choice of

Letters by Entertaining Hands. Sixth
Edition. Fcap Zvo. 5J.

A SWAN AND HER FRIENDS. Illus-

trated. Demy Zvo. 12J. 6d. net.

HER INFINITE VARIETY : A Feminine
Portrait Gallerv. Fifth Edition.

Fcap. 8vo. 5s.

LISTENER'S LURE : Att Oblique Nar-
ration. Eighth Edition. Fcap. Zvo. s^-

GOOD COMPANY: A Rally of Men.
Second Edition. Fcap. Bvo. 5^.

ONE DAY AND ANOTHER. Fourth
Edition. Fcap. Bz'o. 5^.

OVER BEMERTON'S : An Easy-Going
Chronicle. Ni7ith Edition. Fcap. Zvo.

M. (R.). THE THOUGHTS OF LUCIA
HALLIDAY. With some of her Letters.

Edited by R. M. Fcap. Zvo. -zs. 6d. net.

Maeaulay (Lord). CRITICAL AND
HISTORICAL ESSAYS. Edited by F.

C. Montague. M.A. Three Volumes.
Cr. Zvo. i8s.

McCab3 (Joseph) (formerly Very Rev. F.

Antony, O.S.F.). THE DECAY OF
THE CHURCH OF ROME. Third
Edition. Dejny %vo. -js. 6d. net.

MeCullagli (Francis). The Fall of Abd-ul-

Hamid. Illustrated. Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d.

net.

MacCunn (Florence A.). MARY
STUART. Illustrated. New and Cheaper
Editiofi. Large Cr. Bvo. ts.

McDoueall (William), M.A. (Oxen., M.B.
. (CantiTb.). AN INTRODUCTION TO

SOCIAL PSYCHOLOGY. Third Edition.

Cr. Bvo. 5J. net.

* Mdlle. Mori ' 'Author of). ST. CATHER-
INE OF SIENA AND HER TIMES.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Demy Bvo.

JS. 6d. 7tet.

Maeterlinck (Maurice). THE BLUE
BIRD : A Fairy Play in Six Acts.
Translated by Alexander Teixeira de
Mattos. Twentieth Editioft. Fcap. Zvo.

Deckle Edges. 3j. dd. net. A Iso Fcap. Zvo.

Paper covers, is. net.

Mahaffy ^J. P.), Litt.D. A HISTORY OF
THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Maitland (F. W.), M.A., LL.D. ROMAN
CANON LAW IN THE CHURCH OF
ENGLAND. RoyalZvo. js. 6d.

Marett (R. R.), M.A., Fellow and Tutor of
Exeter Collejre, Oxford. THE THRES-
HOLD OF RELIGION. Cr. Zvo. ^s. td.

net.

Marriott (Charles). A SPANISH HOLI-
DAY. Illustrated. Demy Zvo. -js. 6d. net.

Marriott (J. A. R.), M.A. THE LIFE
AND TIMES OF LORD FALKLAND.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Demy Zvo.

•JS. 6d. net.

Masefield (John). SEA LIFE IN NEL-
SONS TIME. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo.
3,5. td. net.

A SAILOR'S GARLAND. Selected and
Edited. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3^. bd.

net.

AN ENGLISH PROSE MISCELLANY.
Selected and Edited. Cr. Zvo. ts.

Masterman (C. F. G.), M.A., M.P.,
TENNYSON AS A RELIGIOUS
TEACHER. Second EditioJt. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

THE CONDITION OF ENGLAND.
Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Mayne (Ethel Colburn). ENCHANTERS
OF MEN. Illustrated. Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d.

net.

Meakin (Annette M. B.), Fellow of the
Anthropological Institute. WOMAN IN
TRANSITION. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

GALICIA : The Switzerland of Spain.
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. t2s. 6d. net.

Medley (D. J.), M.A., Professor of History
in the University of Glasgow. ORIGINAL
ILLUSTRATIONS OF ENGLISH CON-
STITUTIONAL HISTORY, Comprising
A Selected Number of the Chief
Charters and Statutes. Cr. Zvo. js. 6d.

net.

Methuen. (A. M. S.), M.A. THETRAGEDY
OF SOUTH AFRICA. Cr. Zvo. 2s. net.

ENGLAND'S RUIN: Discussed in Four-
teen Letters to a Protectionist.
Ninth Edition. Cr. Zvo. -^d. net.

Meynell (Everard). COROT AND HIS
FRIENDS. Illustrated. Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d.

net.

Miles (Eustace), M.A. LIFE AFTER
LIFE: or, The Theory of Reincarna-
tion. Cr. Zvo. 2J. 6d, net.

THE POWER OF CONCENTRATION :

How to Acquire it. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. ^s. 6d. net.

Millais (J. G.). THE LIFE AND LET-
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT
MILLAIS, President of the Royal Academy.
Illustrated. Ne^iV Edition. Demy Zvo.

"JS. 6d. 7tet.

Milne (J. G.), M.A. A HISTORY OF
EGYPT UNDER ROMAN RULE,
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s.
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Mitton (G. E.), JANE AUSTEN AND
HER TIMES. Illustrated. Second and
Cheaper Edition. Large Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Moffat (Mary M.). QUEEN LOUISA OF
PRUSSIA. Illustrated. FouriA Edition,
Cr. %vo. 6j.

Money (L. G. Chiozza), M.P. RICHES
AND POVERTY (1910). Tenth Edition.
Demy Qvo. 55-. net.

MONEY'S FISCAL DICTIONARY, 1910.
Deftly 8vo. Second Edition, ^s, net.

Moore (T. Sturge). ART AND LIFE.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. $s. net.

Moorhouse (E. Hallam). NELSON'S
LADY HAMILTON. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Demy Zvo. 7J. dd. net.

Morgan (J. H.), M.A. THE HOUSE
OF LORDS AND THE CONSTITU-
TION. With an Introduction by the Lord
Chancellor. Cr. Zvo. is. net.

Morton (A, Anderson), See Brodrick (M.).

Norway (A. H.)- NAPLES. Past and
Present. Illustrated. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Oman (C. W. C), M.A., Fellow of All
Souls', Oxford. A HISTORY OF THE
ART OF WAR IN THE MIDDLE
AGES. Illustrated. Dejny ivo. \os. 6d.

net.

ENGLAND BEFORE THE NORMAN
CONQUEST. With Maps. Second
Edition. Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d. net.

Oxford (M. N.), of Guy's Hospital. A
HANDBOOK OF NURSING. Fifth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 3^. 6d.

Pakes (W. C. C). THE SCIENCE OF
HYGIENE. Illustrated. Demy 8w. 15J.

Parker (Erie). THE BOOK OF THE
ZOO ; By Day and Night. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Parsons (Mrs. C). THE INCOMPAR-
ABLE SIDDONS. Illustrated. Demy
Bvo. i2o~. 6d. net.

Patmore (K. AO- THE COURT OF
LOUIS XIII. Illustrated. Third Edition.
Demy Zvo. xos. 6d. net.

Patterson (A. H.). MAN AND NATURE
ON TIDAL WATERS. Illustrated. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

Petrie {W. M. Flinders), D.C.L., LL.D.,
Professor of Egyptology at University Col-
lege. A HISTORY OF EGYPT. Illus-

trated. In Six yditmes, Cr, Zvo. 6s.

tach.

Vol. I. From the Earliest Kings to
XVIth Dynasty. Sixth Edition.

Vol. II. The XVIIth and XVIIIth
Dynasties. Fourth Edition.

Vol. III. XIXth to XXXth Dynasties.
Vol. IV. Egypt under thr Ptolemaic
Dynasty. J. P. Mahaffy, Litt.D.

Vol. V. Egypt under Roman Rule. J. G.
Milnk, M.A.

Vol. VI. Egypt in the Middle Ages.
Stanley Lane- Poole, M.A.

RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN
ANCIENT EGYPT. Lectures delivered
at University College, London. Illustrated.

Cr. %vo. 23. 6d.

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL
EL AMARNA LETTERS. Cr. Zvo.

2J. 6d.

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the
Papyri. First Series, ivth to xiith Dynasty.
Edited by W. M. Flinders Petrie. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 3J. 6d.

EGYPTIAN TALES.
_
Translated from the

Papyri. Second Series, xviiith to xixth
Dynasty. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. ^s. 6d.

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. A
Course of Lectures delivered at the Royal
Institution. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo, 3s. bd.

Phelps (Ruth S.). SKIES ITALIAN : A
Little Breviary for Travellers in
It.^lv. Fca/>. 8vo. ^s. net.

Phythian (J. Ernest). TREES IN NA-
TURE, MYTH, AND ART. Illustrated.

Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Podmore (Frank). MODERN SPIRIT-
UALISM. Two Vohimes. Demy 8vo.

MESMERISM AND CHRISTIAN
SCIENCE : A Short History of Mental
Healing. Second Editioft. Demy 8vo.
T.QS. 6d. net.

Pollard (Alfred V7.). SHAKESPEARE
FOLIOS AND QUARTOS. A Study in

the Bibliography of Shakespeare's Plays,

1594-1685. Illustrated. Folio. 21s. net.

Powell (Arthur E.). FOOD AND
HEALTH. Cr. 8vo. 3^-. 6d. net.

Power (J. O'Connor). THE MAKING OF
AN ORATOR. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Price (L. L.), M.A., Fellow of Oriel College.

Oxon. A HISTORY OF ENGLISH
POLITICAL ECONOMY FROM ADAM
SMITH TO ARNOLD TOYNBEE.
Seventh Edition, Cr. 8vo. zs. 6d.

Pullen-Burry (B.). IN A GERMAN
COLONY; or. Four Weeks in New
Britain. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. %s. net.

Pyeraft (W. P.). BIRD LIFE. Illustrated.

Demy 8vo, los, 6d. net.
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Ragg (Lonsdale), B.D. Oxon. DANTE
AND HIS ITALY. Illustrated. Demy
Zvo. 12J. bd. net.

*Rappoport (Angelo SO- HOME LIFE IN
RUSSIA. Illustrated. DemyZvo. los. td.

net.

Raven-Hill (L.)- See Llewellyn (Owen).

Rawlings (Gertrude). COINS AND
HOW TO KNOW THEM. Illustrated.

Third Editio7t. Cr. Zvo. ^s. net.

Rea (Lilian). THE LIFE AND TIMES
OF MARIE MADELEINE COUNTESS
OF LA FAYETTE. Illustrated. Demy
Zvo. T.OS, 6d. 7iet.

Read (C Stanford), M.B. (Loud.),

M.R.C.S., L.R.C.P. FADS AND FEED-
ING. Cr. Zvo. 2S. 6d. net.

Rees (J. D.), C.I.E., M.P. THE REAL
INDIA. Seco7id Edition. Demy Svo.

los. 6d. net.

Reich (Emil), Doctor Juris. WOMAN
THROUGH THE AGES. Illustrated.

Two Volumes. Demy Svo. 2is. net.

Reid (Arehdall). M.B. THE LAWS OF
HEREDITY. Second Edition. Demy
Zvo, 2 1J. net.

Richmond (Wilfrid), Chaplain of Lincoln's

Inn. THE CREED IN THE
EPISTLES. Cr. Zvo. is. bd. net.

Roberts (M. E.). See Channer (CC).

Robertson (A.), D.D., Lord Bishop of

Exeter. REGNUM DEI. (The Bampton
Lectures of iqoi.) A New and C/uaJ>er
Edition. Demy Svo. -js. 6d. net.

Robertson (C Grant), M.A., Fellow of

AH Souls' College, Oxford. SELECT
STATUTES, CASES, AND CONSTI-
TUTIONAL DOCUMENTS, 1660-1S32.

Demy Zvo. xos. 6d. net.

Robertson (Sir G- S.),K.C.S.I. CHITRAL:
The Story of a Minor Siegs. Illustrated.

Third Edition. Demy Svo. los. 6d. net.

Roe (Fred). OLD OAK FURNITURE.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Detny 8va.

los. 6d. net.

Royde-Smith (N. G.). THE PILLOW
BOOK : A Garner of Many Moods.
Collected. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo.

4J. 6d. net.

POETS OF OUR DAY. Selected, with an
Introduction. E'cap. Zvo. ^s.

Rumbold (The Right Hon. Sir Horace),
Bart., G. C. B.. G. C. M. G. THE
AUSTRIAN COURT IN THE NINE-
TEENTH CENTURY. Illustrated.

Sec071d Editio7t. Demy Zvo. iZs. net.

Russell (W. Clark). THE LIFE OF
ADMIRAL LORD COLLINGWOOD.
Illustrated. Fourth Editiofi. Cr. 2>vo. ds.

St. Francis of Assisi. THE LITTLE
FLOWERS OF THE GLORIOUS
MESSER, AND OF HIS FRIARS.
Done into English, with Notes by William
Heywood. Illustrated. De77iy Zvo. ^s. net.

• Saki ', (H. IVIunro). REGINALD. Second
Edition. Fcap. Zvo. q.s. 6d. net.

REGINALD IN RUSSIA. Fca^. Svo.

2s. 6d. net.

Sanders (Lloyd). THE HOLLAND
HOUSE CIRCLE. Illustrated. Seco7id
Edition. De77iy Zvo. 12J. 6d. net.

*Seott (Ernest). TERRE NAPOLEON,
AND THE EXPEDITION OF DIS-
COVERY DESPATCHED TO AUS-
TRALIA BY ORDER OF BONAPARTE,
1800-1804. Illustrated. Second Editioji.

De7/ty Zvo. 10s. 6d. net.

Selineourt (Hugh de). GREAT RALEGH.
Illustrated. De77iy Zvo. los. 6d. net.

Selous (Edmund). TOMMY SMITH'S
ANIMALS. Illustrated. Elevefith Edition
Fcap. Zvo. 2J. bd.

TOMMY SMITH'S OTHER ANIMALS.
Illustrated. Fifth Edition. Fcap. Zvo.
Q.S. 6d.

*Shafer (Sara A.). A. WHITE PAPER
GARDEN. Illustrated. Demy Zvo. -js.ed.

net.

Shakespeare (William).
THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1623; 1632; 1664;

1685. Each ^4 4J. net, or a complete set,

;^i2 12S. net.

Folios 2, 3 and 4 are ready.

THE POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKE-
SPEARE. With an Introduction and Notes
by George Wyndham. Detfiy Zvo. Buck'
ra77i, gilt top. 10s. 6d.

Sharp (A.). VICTORIAN POETS. Cr.

Zvo. 2J. 6d.

Sidgwick (Mrs. Alfred). HOME LIFE
IM GERMANY. Illustrated. Secoid
Editio7t. De77iy Zvo. 10s. 6d. 7tet.

Sime (John). See Little Books on Art.

Sladen (Douglas). SICILY: The New
Winter Resort. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 5s. net.

Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF
NATIONS. Edited with an Introduction

and numerous Notes by Edwin Cannan,
IM.A. TiVO \'ol:o7ies. De77iy Zvo. 21s. net.

Smith (Sophia S.). DEAN SWIFT. Illus-

trated. Demy Zvo. \os. 6d. fiet.

Snell (F. J.). A BOOK OF EXMOOR.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

' StaneliiTe ' GOLF DO"S AND DONT'S.
Seco/id Edition. Fcap. Zvo. u.
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stead (Francis H.), iM.A. HOW OLD
AGE PENSIONS BEGAN TO BE.
Illustrated. Detny Zvo. as. 6d. net.

Stevenson (R. L.). THE LETTERS OF
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS. Selected
and Edited by Sir Sidney Colvin. Ninth
Edition, Two Volumes. Cr. 8z'0. 12s.

VAILIMA LETTERS. With an Etched
Portrait by William Strang. Eighth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. Buckram. 6s.

THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON. See
Balfour (G.).

Stevenson (M. I). FROM SARANAC
TO THE MARQUESAS. Being Letters
written by Mrs. M. I. Stevenson during
1887-88. Cr. 8vo. 6s. net.

LETTERS FROM SAMOA.'iBgi-gs. Edited
and arranged by M. C. Balfour. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

StOPP (Vernon F.), M.A., Canon of Win-
Chester. DEVELOPMENT AND
DIVINE PURPOSE. Cr. Zvo. 5J. net.

Streatfeild (R. A.). MODERN MUSIC
AND MUSICIANS. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Demy Zvo. "js. 6d. net.

Swanton (E. W.). FUNGI AND HOW
TO KNOW THEM. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo.

6s. net.

*Sykes (Ella C)- PERSIA AND ITS
PEOPLE, Illustrated. Demy Zvo. ioj. 6d.

net.

Symes (J E.). M.A. THE FRENCH
REVOLUTION. Second Edition. Cr.
%vo. IS. 6d.

Tabor (Margaret E.). THE SAINTS IN
ART. Illustrated. Fcap. 8vo- 3J. 6d. net.

Taylor (A. E.). THE ELEMENTS OF
METAPHYSICS. Second Edition. Demy
Ez'o. loj. 6d. net,

Taylor (John W.). THE COMING OF
THE SAINTS. Illustrated. Demy Zvo.

•JS. td. net.

Thibaudeau (A. C). BONAPARTE AND
THE CONSULATE. Translated and
Edited by G. K. Fortescue, LL.D. Illus-

trated. Demy Zvo. \os. 6d. net.

Thompson (Francis). SELECTED
POEMS OF FRANCIS THOMPSON.
With a Biographical Note by Wilfrid
Meynell. With a Portrait in Photogravure.
Seventh Edition. Fcap. Zvo. 5^. net,

Tileston (Mary WO- DAILY STRENGTH
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Eighteenth Edi-
tion. Medium i6mo. 2J. 6d. net. Also an
edition in superior binding, 6s,

Toynbee (Paget\ M.A., D. Litt. DANTE
IN ENGLISH LITERATURE: FROM

CHAUCER TO CARY. Two Volumes.
De7ny Zvo. 21s. net.

See also Oxford Biographies.

Tozer (Basil). THE HORSE IN HIS-
TORY. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Trench (Herbert). DEIRDREWEDDED,
AND OTHER PoEMS. Seco7id and Revised
Edition. Large Post Zvo. 6s.

NEW POEMS. Second Edition. Large
Post Zvo. 6s.

APOLLO AND THE SEAMAN. Large
Post Zz'O. Paper, is. 6d. net; cloth, 2s, 6d.

net,

Trevelyan (G- M.), Fellow of Trinity College,
Cambridge. ENGLAND UNDER THE
STUARTS. With Maps and Plans. Foufth
Edition. Detny Zvo. loj. 6d. net.

Triggs (Inigo H.), A.R.I.B.A. TOWN
PLANNING: Past, Present, and
Possible. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Wide Royal Zvo. 15J. net.

Vaughan (Herbert M.}, B.A.(Oxon), F.S.A.
THE LAST OF THE ROYAL STUARTS,
HENRY STUART, CARDINAL, DUKE
OF YORK. Illustrated. Secotid Edition.
Demy Zvo. 10s. 6d. net.

THE MEDICI POPES (LEO X. and CLE-
MENT VII.). Illustrated. Demy Zvo. 15J.

net.

THE NAPLES RIVIERA. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

FLORENCE AND HER TREASURES.
Illustrated. Fcap. Zvo. ^s. net.

Vernon (Hon. W. Warren), M.A. READ-
INGS ON THE INFERNO OF DANTE.
With an Introduction by the Rev. Dr.
INIOORE. Two Volumes. Second Edition,
Cr. Zvo. 1 5J. net.

READINGS ON THE PURGATORIO
OF DANTE. With an Introduction by
the late Dean Church. Two Volumes.
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. i ^f. ftet.

READINGS ON THE PARADISO OF
DANTE. With an Introduction by the
Bishop of Ripon. Two Volumes. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. i$s. net.

Vincent (J. E.). THROUGH EAST
ANGLIA IN A MOTOR CAR. Illus-

trated. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Waddell (Col. L. A.), LL.D., C.B. LHASA
AND ITS ]\IYSTERIES. With a Record
of the Expedition of 1903-1904. Illustrated.

Third ami Cheaper Edition. Medium Zvo.

JS. 6d. net.

Wagner (Richard). RICHARD WAG-
NER'S MUSIC DRAMAS: Interpreta-

tions, embodying Wagner's own explana-
tions. By Alice Leighton Cleather
and Basil Crump. In Three Volumes,
Fcap. Zvo. 2J. 6d. each.

Vol. I.—The Ring of the Nibelung.
Third Edition.

Vol. III.—Tristan and Isolde.
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Waineman (Paul). A SUMMER TOUR
IN FINLAND. Illustrated. Demy 8w.
icw. (id. net.

Walkley (A. B.). DRAMA AND LIFE.
Cr. Svo. 6s,

Waterhouse (Elizabeth). WITH THE
SIMPLE-HEARTED: Little Homilies to

Women in Country Places. Third Edition.
Small Pott 2,vo. 2S. vet.

COMPANIONS OF THE WAY. Being
Selections for Morning and Evening Read-
ing. Chosen and arranged by Elizabeth
Waterhouse. Large Cr. Bvo. 53-. net.

THOUGHTS OF A TERTIARY. Second
Edition, Small Pott 8vo. is. net.

Watt (Francis). See Henderson (T. F.).

Welgall (Arthur E. P.). A GUIDE TO
THE ANTIQUITIES OF UPPER
EGYPT : From Abydos to the Sudan
Frontier. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. js. 6d. net.

Welch (Catharine). THE LITTLE
DAUPHIN. Illustrated. Cr. &vo. 6s.

V/ellS (J.), M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Wad-
ham College. OXFORD AND OXFORD
LIFE. Third Edition. Cr.Zvo. 3^.6^.

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Tenth
Edition. With 3 Maps. Cr. %vo. 3J. 6d.

Westell (W. Pereival). THE YOUNG
NATURALIST. Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Westell (W. Pereival), F.L.S., M.B.O.U.,
and Cooper (C. S.), F.R.H.S. THE
YOUNG BOTANIST. Illustrated. Cr.
%vo. 3J. 6d. net.

*Wheeler (Ethel R.). FAMOUS BLUE
hTOCKINGS. Illustrated. Demy Zvo.

\os. 6d. net.

Whibley (C. ). See Henley (W. E.).

White (George F.), Lieut.-Col. A CEN-
TURY OF SPAIN AND PORTUGAL,
1788-1898. Detny 8vo. 12s. 6d. fiet.

Whitley (Miss). See Dilke (Lady).

Wilde (Oscar). DE PROFUNDI S.
Twelfth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 5J. net.

THE WORKS OF OSCAR WILDE. In
Twelve Volumes. Fcap. Zvo. $s. net each
volume.

I. Lord Arthur Savii.e's Crime and
THE Portrait of Mr. W. H. ii. The

Duchess ok Padua, hi. Poems, iv.

Lady Windermere's Fan. v. A Woman
OF No Importance, vi. An Ideal Hus-
band. VII. The Importance of being
Earnest. viii. A House ok Pome-
granates. IX. Intentions, x. De Pro-
FUNDIS AND PrISON LeTTERS. XI. EsSAYS.
XII. Salom6, a Florentine Tragedy,
and La Sainte Courtisane.

Williams (H. Noel). THE WOMEN
BONAPARTES. The Mother and three
Sisters of Napoleon. Illustrated. In Two
Volumes. Demy 8vo. 24J. net.

A ROSE OF SAVOY : Marie Adelaide ok
Savoy, Duchksse de Bourgogne, Mother
OF Louis xv. Illustrated. Second
Edition, Demy 8vo, i^s. net.

*THE FASCINATING DUC DE RICHE-
LIEU : Louis FRAN901S Armand du
Plessis, Mar^chal Due de Richelieu.
Illustrated. Demy Zvo. 15J. net.

Wood (Sir Evelyn), F.M., V.C, G.C.B.,
G.C.M.G. FROJvI MIDSHIPMAN TO
FIELD-MARSHAL. Illustrated. Fifth
and Cheaper Edition, Detny 8vo, js, 6d,

net,

THE REVOLT IN HINDUSTAN. 1857-
59. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Wood (W. Birkbeek\ M.A., late Scholar of
Worcester College, Oxford, and Edmonds
(Major J. E.), R.E., D.A.Q.-M.G. A
HISTORY OF THE CIVIL WAR IN
THE UNITED STATES. With an
Introduction by H. Spenser Wilkinson.
With 24 Maps and Plans. Third Edition.
Detny 8vo. 12s. 6d. net.

Wordsworth (W.). THE POEMS. With
an Introduction and Notes by Nowell
C. Smith, late Fellow of New College,
Oxford. In Three Volumes. Demy Bvo,
15J. net.

POEMS BY WILLIAM WORDSWORTH.
Selected with an Introduction by Stopford
A. Brooke. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. js. 6d,

net.

Wyatt (Kate M.). See Gloag (M. R.).

Wyllie (M. A.). NORWAY AND ITS
FJORDS. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Yeats (W. B.). A BOOK OF IRISH
VERSE. Revised and Enlarged Edition,
Cr. 8va. 35. 6d.

Young (Filson). See The Complete Series.
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Part II.—A Selection of Series.

Ancient Cities.

General Editor, B. C. A. WINDLE, D.Sc, F.R.S.

Cr. %vo, 4>r. (>d. net.

With Illustrations by E. H. New, and other Artists.

Bristol. By Alfred Harvey, M.B.
Canterbury. By J. C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A.
Chester. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc, F.R.S.
Dublin. By S. A. O. Fitzpatrick.

Edinburgh. By M. G. Williamson, M.A.
Lincoln. By E. Mansel Sympson, M.A.
Shrewsbury. By T. Auden, M.A., F.S.A.
Wells and Glastonbury. By T. S. Holmes.

The Antiquary's Books.

General Editor, J. CHARLES COX, LL.D., F.S.A

Demy %vo. Ts. 6d. net.

With Numerous Illustrations.

Archeology and False Antiquities.
By R. Munro.

Bells of England, The. By Canon J. J.
Raven. Second Edition.

Brasses of England, The. By Herbert
W. Macklin. Second Edition.

Celtic Art in Pagan and Christian
Times. By J. Romilly Allen.

Domesday Inquest, The. By Adolphus
Ballard.

English Church Furniture. By J. C. Cox
and A. Harvey. Second Edition.

English Costume. From Prehistoric Times
to the End of the Eighteenth Century. By
George Clinch.

English Monastic Life. By the Right Rev.
Abbot Gasquet. Fourth Edition.

English Seals. By J. Harvey Bloom.
Folk-Lore as an Historical Science. By

Sir G. L. Gomme.

Gilds and Companies of London, The-
By George Unwin.

Manor and Manorial Records, The.
By Nathaniel J. Hone.

Medieval Hospitals of England, The.
By Rotha Mary Clay.

Old Service Books of the English
Church. By Christopher Wordsworth,
M.A., and Henry Littlehales. Second
Edition.

Parish Life in Medieval England. By
the Right Rev. Abbot Gasquet. Second
Edition.

•Parish Registers of England, The. By
J. C. Cox.

Remains of the Prehistoric Age in

England. By B. C. A. Windle. Second
Edition.

Royal Forests of England, The. By
J. C. Cox, LL.D.

Shrines of British Saints. By J. C Wall.

The Arden Shakespeare.

Demy Zvo. 2s. 6d. net each volume.

An edition of Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited with a full Introduction,

Textual Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page.

All's Well That Ends Well.
Antony and Cleopatra.
Cymbeline.
Comedy of Errors, The.
Hamlet. Second Edition,
Julius Caesar.
King Henry v.

King Henry vi. Pt. i.

King Henry vi. Pt. it.

King Henry vi. Pt. hi.

King Lear.
King Richard hi.

Life and Death of King John, The.
Love's Labour's Lost.
Macbeth.

Measure for Measure.
Merchant of Venice, The.
Merry Wives of Windsor, The.
Midsummer Night's Dream, A.
Othello.
Pericles.
Romeo and Juliet.
Taming of the Shrew, The.
Tempest, The.
Timon of Athens.
Titus Andronicus.
Troilus and Cressida.
Two Gentlemen of Verona, Thr.
Twelfth Night.



Methuen and Company Limited

Classics of Art.

Edited by Dr. J. H. W. LAING.

With numerous Illustrations, Wide Royal %vo. Gilt top.

The Art of thb Greeks. By H. E. Walters.
I2J. dd. net.

Florentine Sculptors of the Renais-
sance. Wilhelm Bode, Ph.D. Translated
by Jessie Haynes. izj. td. net.

•George Romney. By Arthur B. Chamber-
lain. I2J. bd. net,

Ghirlandaio. Gerald S. Davies. Second
Edition, lOJ. td.

Michelangelo, By Gerald S. Davies.
I2J. ^d. net.

R.UBHNS. By Edward Dillon, M.A. 25J. net,

Raphael. By A. P. Oppe. 125. td. net.

Titian. By Charles Ricketts. 12J. 6d. net.

Turner's Sketches and Drawings. By
A. J. FiNBERG. I2J. (yd, net. Second
Edition.

Velazquez. By A. de Beruete. loj. td. net.

The " Complete " Series.

Fully Illustrated, Demy %vo.

Th^ Complete Cook. By Lilian Whitling.

7J. dd. net.

The Complete Cricketer. By Albert E.

Knight, ^s. 6d. net.

The Complete Foxhunter, By Charles

Richardson. 12J. 6^. net. Second Edition.

The Complete Golfer. By Harrj' Vardon.
lOJ. fid. net. Eleventh Edition.

The Complete Hockey-Player. By Eustace
E.White, ^s. net. Second Edition.

The Complete Lawn Tennis Player. By
A. Wallis Myers, xos, 6d. net, Secofi'd

Edition,

The Complete Motorist. By Filson

Young. I2J. 6d. net. New Edition
{Seventh).

The Complete Mountaineer. By G. D.
Abraham. 15^. net. Second Edition.

The Complete Oarsman. By R. C. Leh-
mann, M.P. los. 6d. net.

The Complete Photographer. By R.
Child Bayley. los. td. net. Fourth
Edition.

The Complete Rugby Footballer, on the
New Zealand System. By D. Gallaher
and W. J. Stead. lor, (>d. net. Second
Edition.

The Complete Shot.
Buckell. 12^. td. net.

By G. T. Teasdaie
Third Edition,

The Connoisseur's Library.

With numerous Illustrations, Wide Royal Zvo. Gilt top. 2^s, net.

English Furniture. By F. S. Robinson.

English Coloured Books. By Martin
Hardie.

European Enamels. By Henry H. Cunyng-
hame, C.B.

Glass. By Edward Dillon.

Goldsmiths' and Silversmiths' Work. By
Nelson Dawson. Second Edition.

Illuminated Manuscripts. By J, A.
Herbert.

Ivories. By Alfred Maskell.

Jewellery. By H. Clifford Smith. Second
Edition.

Mezzotints. By Cyril Davenport.

Miniatures. By Dudley Heath.

Porcelain. By Edward Dillon.

Seals. By Walter de Gray Birch.
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Handbooks of English Church History.

Edited by J. H. BURN, B.D. Crown Svo. 2s. 6d. net.

The Foundations of the Engush Church.
By J. H. Maude.

The Saxon Church and the Norman Con-
quest. By C. T. Cruttwell.

The Medieval Church and the Papacy.
By A. C. Jennings.

The Reformation Period. By Henry Gee.

The Struggle with Puritanism. By Bruce
Blaxland.

The Church of England in the Eigh-
teenth Century. By Alfred Plummer.

The Illustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books.

Fcap. Sz'o, 3J'. 6d. net each volume.

WITH COLOURED ILLUSTRATIONS.

Old Coloured Books. By George Paston.
IS, net.

The Life and Death of John Mytton,
Esq. By Nimrod. Fifth Edition.

The Life of a Sportsman. By Nimrod.

Handley Cross. By R. S. Surtees. Third
Edition.

Mr. Sponge's Sporting Tour. By R. S.

Suitees.

Jorrocks' Jaunts and Jollities. By R.
S. Surtees. Third Edition.

Ask Mamma. By R. S. Surtees.

The Analysis of the Hunting Field. By
R. S. Surtees.

The Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search of
the Picturesque. By William Combe.

The Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search of
Consolation. By William Combe.

The Third Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search
of a Wife. By William Combe.

The History of Johnny Quae Genus. By
the Author of ' The Three Tours.'

The English Dance of Death, from the
Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical
Illustrations by the Author of ' Doctor
Syntax.' Two Volumes.

The Dance of Life: A Poem. By the
Author of 'Dr. Sj'ntax.'

Life in London. By Pierce Egan.

Real Life in London. By an Amateur
(Pierce Egan). Tvoo Volumes.

The Life of an Actor. By Pierce Egan.

The Vicar of Wakefield. By Oliver
Goldsmith.

The Military Adventures o? Johnny
Newcombe. By an OfBcer.

The National Sports of Great Britain.
With Descriptions and 50 Coloured Plates by
Henry Aiken.

The Adventures of a Post Captain. By
a Naval Officer.

Gamonia. By Lawrence Rawstone, Esq.

An Academy for Grown Horsemen. By
Geoffre}' Gambado, Esq.

Real Life in Ireland. By a Real Paddy.

The Adventures of Johnny Newcombe in

the Navy. By Alfred Burton.

The Old English Squire. By John Care-

less, Esq.

The English Spy. By Bernard Blackmantle.
Two Volumes, js, net.

WITH PLAIN ILLUSTRATIONS.

The Grave : A Poem. By Robert Blair.

Illustrations of the Book of Job. In-

vented and engraved by William Blake.

Windsor Castle. By W. Harrison Ains-
worth.

The Tower of London. By W. Harrison
Ainsworth.

Frank Fairlegh. By F. E. Smedley.

Handy Andy. By Samuel Lover.

The Compleat Angler. By Izaak Walton
and Charles Cotton.

The Pickwick Papers.
ens.

By Charles Dick-



Methuen and Company Limited

Leaders of Religion.

Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M.A., Canon of Westminster, With Pofitaits.

Crown Svo. 2s. net.

Cardinal Newman. By R. H. Hutton.

John Wesley. By J. H. Overton, M.A.

Bishop Wileerfokce. By G. W. Daniell,
M.A.

Cardinal Manning. By A. W. Hutton,
M.A.

Charles Simeon. By H. C. G. oMoule, D.D.

John Knox. By F. MacCunn. Second
Edition.

John Howe. By R. F. Horton, D.D.

Thomas Ken. By F. A. Clarke, M.A.

George Fox, the Quaker. By T. Hodg-
kin, D . C. L. Third Edition.

John Keble. By Walter Lock, D.D.

Thomas Chalmers. By Mrs. Oliphant.

Lancelot Andrewes. By R. L. Ottley,

D.D. Second Edition.

Augustine of Canterbury. By E. L.
Cutts, D.D.

William Laud. By W. H. Hutton, M.A.
Third Edition.

John Donne. By Augustus Jessop, D.D.

Thomas Cranmer. By A. J. Mason, D.D.

Bishop Latimer. By R. M. Carlj^le and
A. J. Carlyle, M.A.

Bishop Butler. By W. A. Spooner, ^LA,

The Library of Devotion.

With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes,

Small Pott %vo^ gilt top, cloth^ 2s. ; leather, 2s. 6d. net.

OF St. Augustine.The Confessions
Seventh Edition,

The Imitation of Christ. Sixth Edition.

The Christian Year. Fourth Edition.

Lyra Innocentium. Second Edition.

The Temple. Second Edition.

A Book of Devotions. Second Edition.

A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy
Life. Fourth Edition.

A Guide to Eternity.

The Inner Way. Second Edition,

On the Love of God.

The Psalms of David.

Lyra Apostolica.

The Song of Songs.

The Thoughts of Pascal. Second Edition.

A Manual of Consolation from the
Saints and Fathers.

Devotions from the Apocrypha.

The Spiritual Combat.

The Devotions of St. Ansklm.

BiSHor Wilson's Sacra Privata.

Grace Abounding to the Chief of Sin
ners.

Lyra Sacra : A Book of Sacred Verse.

Second Edition.

A Day Book
Fathers.

from the Saints axd

AA Little Book of Heavenly Wisdom
Selection from the English Mystics.

Light, Life, and Love. A Selection from
the German Mystics.

An Introduction to the Devout Life.

The Little Flowers of the Glorious
Messer St. Francis and of his Friars.

Death and Immortality.

The Spiritual Guide. Second Edition.

Devotions for Every Day in the Week
and the Great Festivals.

Preces Private.

HoRjB Mystics : A Day Book from the

Writings of Mystics of Many Nations.
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Little Books on Art.

JVt^^ many Illustrations. Demy i6mo. Gilt top. 2s. ^d. net.

Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from 30 to 40 Illustrations,
including a Frontispiece in Photogravure.

Albrecht Durer. J. Allen.

Arts of Japan, The. E. Dillon.

Bookplates. E. Almack.

Botticelli. Mary L. Bloomer.

BuRNE-JoNES. F. de Lisle.

•Christian Symbolism. Mrs. H. Jenner.

Christ in Art. Mrs. H. Jenner.

Claude. E. Dillon.

Constable. H. W. Tompkins.

Corot. a. Pollard and E. Birnstingl.

Enamels. Mrs. N. Dawson.

Frederic Leighton. A. Corkran.

George Romney. G. Paston.

Greek Art. H. B. Walters.

Greuze and Boucher. E. F. Pollard.

Holbein. Mrs. G. Fortescue.

Illuminated Manuscripts. J. W. Bradley.

Jewellery. C. Davenport.

John Hoppner. H. P. K. Skipton.

Sir Joshua Reynolds. J. Sime.

Millet. N. Peacock.

Miniatures. C. Davenport.

Our Lady in Art. Mrs. H. Jenner.

Raphael. A. R. Dryhurst. Second Edition.

Rembrandt. Mrs. E. A. Sharp,

Turner. F. Tyrrell-Gill.

Vandyck. M. G, Smallwood.

Velasquez. W. Wilberforce and A. R.
Gilbert.

Watts. R. E. D. Sketchley.

The Little Galleries.

Demy idnw. 2s, 6d. net.

Each volume contains 20 plates in Photogravure, together with a short outline of
the life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted.

A Little Gallery of Reynolds.
A Little Gallery of Romney.
A Little Gallery of Hoppner.

A Little Gallery of Millais.

A Little Gallery of English Poets.

The Little Guides.

With many Illustrations by E. H. New and other artists, and from photographs.

Small Pott %vOy gilt top, cloth, 2s. 6d. net; leather, ^s. 6d. net.

The main features of these Guides are (i) a handy and charming form
j (2) illus-

trations from photographs and by well-known artists
j (3) good plans and maps ; (4)

an adequate but compact presentation of everything that is interesting in the

natural features, history, archaeology, and architecture of the town or district treated.

Cambridge and its Colleges. A. H.
Thompson. Third Edition, Revised.

English Lakes, The. F. G. Brabant.

Isle of Wight, The. G. Clinch.

Malvern Country, The. B. C A. Windle.

North Wales. A. T. Story.

Oxford and its Colleges. J. Wells.

Ninth Edition.

Shakespeare's Country. B. C. A. Windle.
Third Edition.

St. Paul's Cathedral. G. Clinch.

Westminster Abbey. G. E. Troutbeck.
Second Edition.

Buckinghamshire. E. S. Roscoe.

Cheshirk. W. M. Gallichan.
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Cornwall. A. L. Salmon.

Derbyshire. J. C. Cox.

Devon. S. Baring-Gould. Second Edition.

Dorset. F. R. Heath. Second Edition.

Essex. J. C. Cox.

Hampshire. J. C. Cox.

Hertfordshire. H. W. Tompkins.

Kent. G. Clinch.

Kerry. C. P. Crane.

Middlesex. J. B. Firth.

Monmouthshire. G. W. Wade and J. H.
Wade.

Norfolk. W. A. Dutt. Second Edition^
Revised.

Northamptonshire. W. Dry.

*Northumberland. J, E. Morris.

Nottinghamshire. L. Guilford.

Oxfordshire. F. G. Brabant.

Somerset. G. W. and J. H. Wade.
*Staffordshire. C. E. Masefield.

Suffolk. W. A. Dutt.

Surrey. F. A. H. Lambert,

Sussex. F. G. Brabant. Third Edition.

Wiltshire. F. R. Heath.

Yorkshire, The East Riding. J. E.
Morris.

Yorkshire, The North Riding. J. E.
Morris.

Brittany. S. Baring-Gould.

Normandy. C. Scudamore.

Rome. C. G. Ellaby.

Sicily. F. H. Jackson.

The Little Library.

With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces,

Small Pott Zvo. Gilt top. Each Volume^ clothy is, 6d.net; leather^ 2s. 6d. tid.

Anon. A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH
LYRICS. Second Edition.

Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU-
DICE. Two Volumes.

NORTHANGER ABBEY.
Bacon (Francis). THE ESSAYS OF
LORD BACON.

Barham (R. H.). THE INGOLDSBY
LEGENDS. Two Volumes.

Barnet (Mrs. P. A.). A LITTLE BOOK
OF ENGLISH PROSE.

Beckfopd (William). THE HISTORY
OF THE CALIPH VATHEK.

Blalce (William). SELECTIONS FROM
WILLIAM BLAKE.

Borrow (George), LAVENGRO. Two
Volumes.

THE ROMANY RYE.

Brov/ning (Robert). SELECTIONS
FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF
ROBERT BROWNING.

Canning (George). SELECTIONS FROM
THE ANTI-JACOBIN : with George
Canning's additional Poems.

Cowley (Abraham). THE ESSAYS OF
ABRAHAM COWLEY.

Crabbe (George). SELECTIONS FROM
GEORGE CRABBE.

Craik (Mrs.). JOHN HALIFAX,
GENTLEMAN. Two Volumes.

Crashaw (Richard). THE ENGLISH
POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW.

Dante (Alighieri). THE INFERNO OF
DANTE. Translated by H. F. Carv.

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trans-
lated by H. F. Gary.

THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Trans-
lated by H. F. Gary.

Darley (George). SELECTIONS FROM
THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY.

Deane (A. C). A LITTLE BOOK OF
LIGHT VERSE.

Dickens(Charles). CHRISTMAS BOOKS.
Two Volumes.

Ferrier (Susan), MARRIAGE. Two
Volumes.

THE INHERITANCE. Two Volumes.

Gaskell (Mrs.). CRANFORD.
Hawthorne (Nathaniel). THE SCARLET
LETTER.

Henderson (T. F.). A LITTLE BOOK
OF SCOTTISH VERSE.

Keats (John). POEMS.
Kinglake (A. W.). EOTHEN. Second
Edition.

Lamb (Charles). ELIA, AND THE LAST
ESSAYS OF ELIA.

Locker (F.). LONDON LYRICS.

Longfellow (H. W.). SELECTIONS
FROM LONGFELLOW.
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The Little LisnAitY—ccnimued.

Mapvell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF
ANDREW MARVELL.

Milton (John). THE MINOR POEMS OF
JOHN MILTON.

MoiP (D. M.). MANSIE WAUCH.
Nichols (J. B. B.). A LITTLE BOOK
OF ENGLISH SONNETS.

Rochefoucauld (La). THE MAXIMS OF
LA ROCHEFOUCAULD.

Smith (Horace and James). REJECTED
ADDRESSES.

Sterne (Laurenee). A SENTIMENTAL
JOURNEY.

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY
POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY-
SON.

IN MEMORIAM.
THE PRINCESS.

MAUD.
Thackeray (W. M.). VANITY FAIR.

Three Volumes.
PENDENNIS. Three Volumes.
ESMOND.
CHRISTMAS BOOKS.

Vaughan (Henry). THE POEMS OF
HENRY VAUGHAN.

THE COMPLEATWalton (Izaak).
ANGLER.

Waterhouse (Elizabeth). A LITTLE
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH.
Thirteenth Edition.

Wordsworth (W.). SELECTIONS FROM
WORDSWORTH.

Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (S. T.)
LYRICAL BALLVDS.

The Little Quarto Shakespeare.

Edited by W. J. CRAIG. With Introductions and Notes.

Pott i6mo. In /^o Volumes, Gilt top. Leather, price is. mt each volume.

Mahogany Revolving Booh Case. los, net.

Miniature Library.

Gilt top.

EuPHRANOR : A Dialogue on Youth. By
Edward FitzGerald. Demy -^imo. Leather,
2S. net.

The Life of Edward, Lobd Herbert of
Cherburv. Written by himself. Demy
2'2mo. Leather^ -zs, net.

PoLONius : or Wise Saws and Modern In-
stances. By Edward FitzGerald. Demy
^imo. Leather, 2S. net.

The RubAiyAt of Omar KhayyAm. By
Edward FitzGerald. Fourth Edition.
Leather, is. net.

The New Library of Medicine.

Edited by C. W. SALEEBY, M.D., F.R.S.Edin. Bemy Svo,

Care of the Body, The. By F. Cavanagh.
Second Edition, ys. 6d. net.

Children of the Nation, The. By the
Right Hon. Sir John Gorst. Second Edition.
js. 6d. net.

Control of a Scourge, The ; or, How
Cancer is Curable. Ey Chas. P. Childe.
qs. td. net.

Diseases of Occupation. By Sir Thomas
Oliver, zos. 6d. net.

Drink Problem, The, in its Medico-Socio-
logical Aspects. Edited by T. N. Kelynack.
ys. 6d. net.

Drugs and tmb Drug Habit. By H,
Sainsbury.

Functional Nerve Diseases. By A. T.
Schoneld. ys. 6d. net.

•Heredity, The Laws of. Ey Archdall
Reid. lis. net.

Hygiene of Mind, The. By T. S. Clouston.
Fifth Edition, ys. 6d. net.

Infant Mortality. By Sir George Nev/-
man. ys. 6d. net.

Prevention of Tuberculosis (Consump-
tion), The. By Arthur Newsholme.
loj. ()d. net.

Air and Health. Ey Ronald C. Macfie.
7J. td. net. Second Edition.
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The New Library of Music.

Edited by ERNEST NEWMAN. Illustrated, Demy Svo. ^s. 6d. net.

Hugo Wolf. By Ernest Newman. Illus-

trated.

Handel. By R. A. Streatfeild. Illustrated.

Second Editiofi.

Oxford Biographies.

Illustrated. Fcap. %vo. Gilt top. Each volume^ clot.hy 2s. 6d. net ; leather

^

3i', 6d. net.

Dante Alighieri. By Paget Tonybee,
M.A., D. Litt. Third Edition.

GiROLAMO Savonarola By E. L. S. Hors-
burgh, M.A. Second Edition.

John Howard. By E. C. S. Gibson, D.D.,
Bishop of Gloucester.

Alfred Tennyson. By A. C. Benson, M.A.
Second Edition.

Sir Walter Raleigh. By I. A Taylor.
Erasmus. By E. F. H. Capey.

The Young Pretender. By C. S. Terry.

Robert Burns. By T. F. Henderson.

Chatham. By A. S. M'Dowall.

Francis of Assisi. By Anna M. Stoddart.

Canning. By W. Alison Phillips.

Beaconsfield. By Walter Sichel,

Johann Wolfgang Goethe. By H. G.
Atkins.

Francois Fenelon. By Viscount St. Cyres.

Romantic History,

Edited by MARTIN HUME, M.A. Illustrated. Deniy%vo.

A series of attractive volumes in which the periods and personalities selected are

such as afford romantic human interest, in addition to their historical

importance.

The First Governess of the Nether-
lands, Margaret of Austria. Eleanor
E. Tremayne. \os. 6d. net.

Two English Queens and Philip. Martin

Hume, M.A. 15J. net.

The Nine Days' Qceen. Richard Davey.
With a Preface by Martin Hume, M.A.
Second Edition, los. 6d, net.

Handbooks of Theology.

The Doctrine of the Incarnation. By R.
L. Ottley, D.D. Fifth Edition, Revised.
Demy Zvo. i^s. 6d.

A History of Early Christian Doctrine.
By J. F. Bethune-Baker, M.A. Demy Svo.

lof. 6d.

An Introduction to the History ok
Religion. By F. B. Jevons, M.A.
Litt. D. Ei/th Edition. Dtvty Zvo. 10s. 6d,

An Introduction to the History of the
Creeds. By A. E. Burn, D.D. De?ny
8zio. 10s. 6d.

The Philosophy of Religion in England
and America. By Alfred Caldecott, D.D.
Demy 2>7io. jos. 6d.

The XXXIX. Articles of the Church of
England, indited by E. C. S. Gibson,
D.D. ^Seventh Edition. Demy ivo. 12s. 6d.
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The Westminster Commentaries.

General Editor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Keble College.

Dean Ireland's Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford.

The Acts of the Apostles. Edited by R.
B. Rackham, M.A, Demy ivo. Fifth
Edition, lor. dd.

The First Epistle of Paul the Apostle
TO THE Corinthians. Edited by H. L.
Goudge, M.A. Third Ed. Demy Zvo. 6s.

The Book of Exodus. Edited by A. H.
M'Neile, B.D. With a Map and 3 Plans.
Demy Zvo. loj. 6d.

The Book of Ezekiel. Edited by H. A.
Redpath, M.A., D.Litt. Detny ivo. xos. td.

The Book of Genesis, Edited with Intro-
duction and Notes by S. R. Driver, D.D.
Eighth Edition. Demy %vo. tos. 6d.

Additions and Corrections in the Seventh
Edition of The Book of Genesis. By
S. R. Driver, D.D. Demy Svo. is.

The Book of Job. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson,
D.D. Second Edition. Demy %vo. 6s.

The Epistle of St. James. Edited with In-
troduction and Notes by R. J. Knowling,
D.D. Second Edition. Demy Zvo. 6s.

Part III.—A Selection of Works of Fiction

Albanesi (B. Maria). SUSANNAH AND
ONE OTHER. Eourth Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

LOVE AND LOUISA. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE BROWN EYES OF MARY, Third
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

I KNOW A MAIDEN. Third Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE INVINCIBLE AMELIA: or, The
Polite Adventuress. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. ^s. 6d.

THE GLAD HEART. Fifth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Allerton (Mark). SUCH AND SUCH
THINGS. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Annesley (Maude). THIS DAY'S MAD-
NESS. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Bagot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY.
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE PASSPORT. Fourth Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

ANTHONY CUTHBERT. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

LOVE'S PROXY. Cr. Svo. 6s.

DONNA DIANA. Second Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

CASTING OF NETS. Tweifth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Bailey (H. C). STORM AND TREASURE.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Ball ;Oona H.) (Barbara Burke). THEIR
OXFORD YEAR. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s.

BARBARA GOES TO OXFORD, Illus-
trated. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Baring-Gould (S.). ARMINELL. Fifth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. Seve?ith
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

JACQUETTA, Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

NOEMI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

THE BROOM - SQUIRE. Illustrated,
Fifth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

DARTMOOR IDYLLS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

BLADYS OF THE STEWPONEY. Illus-
trated. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

PABO THE PRIEST. Cr. Svo. 6s.

WINEFRED. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

ROYAL GEORGIE. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s.

CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

IN DEWISLAND. Second Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

THE FROBISHERS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

DOMITIA. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

MRS, CURGENVEN OF CURGENVEN.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Barr (Robert). IN THE MIDST OF
ALARMS. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6-.

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Fi/th
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.
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THE MUTABLE MANY. Third Edition.
Cr, Zvo. ()s.

Begbie (Harold). THE CURIOUS AND
DIVERTING ADVENTURES OF SIR
JOHN SPARROW ; or, The Progress
OF AN Open Mind. Second Edition. Cr.
%vo. 6s.

Bellce (H.). EMMANUEL BURDEN,
MERCHANT. Illustrated. SecondEdition.
Cr. Sz'o. 6s.

A CHANGE IN THE CABINET. Third
Edition, Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Benson (E. F.). DODO : A Detail of the
Day. Sixteenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Birmingham (George A.). THE BAD
TIMES. Second Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s.

SPANISH GOLD. Sixth Edition. Cr.
Bivo. 6s.

THE SEARCH PARTY. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Bowen (Marjorie). I WILL MAIN-
TAIN. Fifth Edition. Cr.Zvo.'6s.

Bretherton(Ralph Harold). AN HONEST
MAN. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Capes (Bernard^ WHY DID HE DO
IT ? Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Castle (Agnes and Egerton). FLOWER
O' THE ORANGE, and Other Tales.

Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.)- THE GETTING
WELL OF DOROTHY. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. -^s. 6d.

Conrad (Joseph). THE SECRETAGENT

:

A Simple Tale. Fourth Ed. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A SET OF SIX. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Corelll (Marie). A ROMANCE OF TWO
WORLDS. Thirtieth Ed. Cr. Zvo. ts.

VENDETTA. Twenty-eighth Edition. Cr.

Zvo. 6s.

THELMA. Forty-first Ed. Cr, Zvo. 6s.

ARDATH: THE STORY OF A DEAD
SELF. Nineteenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Sixteenth Edi-
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

WORMWOOD. Seventeenth Ed. Cr.Zvo. 6s.

EARABBAS : A DREAM OF THE
WORLD'S TRAGEDY. Forty-fifth

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Fifty-sixth

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. Twelfth
Edition, iiith Thousand. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN
SUPREMACY. Second Edition. isoth

Thousand. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

GOD'S GOOD MAN ; A SIMPLE LOVE
STORY. Fourteenth Edition, x^ind Thou-
sand. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

HOLY ORDERS : the Tragedy of a
Quiet Life. Second Edition. x'zoih

Thousand. Crown Zvo. 6s.

THE MIGHTY ATOM. Txventy-ninth

Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

BOY : a Sketch. Twelfth Edition. Cr. %vo.
6s.

CAMEOS. Fourteenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Cotes (Mrs. Everard). See Dunean (Sara
Jeannette).

Crockett (S. R.). LOCHINVAR. Illus-

trated. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE STANDARD BEARER. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Croker (Mrs. B. M.). THE OLD CAN-
TONMENT. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

JOHANNA. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE HAPPY VALLEY. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A NINE DAYS' WONDER. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

PEGGY OF TBE BARTONS. Seventh
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

ANGEL. FiJ^h Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

KATHERINE THE ARROGANT. Sixth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s,

Cuthell (Edith E.). ONLY A GUARD-
ROOM DOG. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

Dawson (Warrington). THE SCAR.
Second Edition. Cr. Zz'o. 6s.

THE SCOURGE. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Douglas (Theo.). COUSIN HUGH,
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Doyle (A. Conan). ROUND THE RED
LAMP. Eleventh Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Duncan (Sara Jeannette) (Mrs. Everard
Cotes).

A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION. Illus-

trated. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

COUSIN CINDERELLA. Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo, 6s.

THE BURNT OFFERING. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Elliot (Robert). THE IMMORTAL
CHARLATAN. Second Edition. Crown
Zvo. 6s.

Fenn (G. Manville). SYD BELTON ; or,

The Boy who would not go to Sea. Illus-

trated. Secotid Ed. Cr. Zvo. y. 6d.

Findlater (J. H.l. THE GREEN GRAVES
OF BALGOWRIE. Fifth Edition. Cr.

Zvo, 6s.

THE LADDER TO THE STARS. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Findlater (Mary). A NARROW WAY.
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

OVER THE HILLS. Second Edition. Cr.

Zvo. 6s.

THE ROSE OF JOY. Third Edition.

Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A BLIND BIRD'S NEST. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo, 6s.
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Franeis (M. E.). (Mrs. Francis Rlundell).
MARGERY O' THE MILL. Third Edi-

tion. Cr. Sz'O. 6s.

HARDY-ON-THE-HILL. TAifd Edition.
Cr. Zz'O. 6j.

GALATEA OF THE WHEATFIELD.
Second Edition. Cr, 8z'o. 6s.

Eraser (Mps. Hugh). THE SLAKING
OF THE SWORD. Second Edition.
Cr. Sz'o. 6s.

GIANNELLA. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

IN THE SHADOW OF THE LORD.
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Fry (B. and C. B.). A MOTHER'S SON.
Fifth Edition. Cr. Bz'o. 6s.

Gerard (Louise). THE GOLDEN CEN-
TIPEDE. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Gibbs (Philip). THE SPIRIT OF RE-
VOLT. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Gissing (George). THE CROWN OF
LIFE. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Glendon (George). THE EMPEROR OF
THE AIR. Illustrated. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Hamilton (Cosmo). _
MRS. SKEFFING-

TON, Second Edition. Cr.Svo. 6s.

Harraden (Beatrice). IN VARYING
MOODS. Fourteenth Edition. Cr. Qvo. 6s.

THE SCHOLAR'S DAUGHTER. Fourth
Edition. Cr. 2,vo. 6s.

HILDA STRAFFORD and THE REMIT-
TANCE MAN. Tivel/thEd. Cr.Svo. 6s.

INTERPLAY. Fifth Editio?i. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Hichens (Robert). THE PROPHET OF
BERKELEY SQUARE. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s,

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE.
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

FELIX. Seventh Edition. Cr. Svo.

THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN.
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

BYEWAYS. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Nineteenth
Edition. Cr, Svo, 6s.

THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. Seventh
Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

BARBARY SHEEP. Second Edition. Cr,
Svo. 6s,

Hilliers (Ashton). THE MASTER-GIRL.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Hope (Anthony). THE GOD IN THE
CAR. Eleventh Edition, Cr. Svo, 6s,

A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Edition. Cr.
Svo, 6s.

A MAN OF MARK. Seventh Ed, Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN-
TONIO. Sixth Edition. Cr. Svo, 6s.

PHROSO. Illustrated. Eighth Edition.
Cr. Svo, 6s,

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Eighth Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE KING'S MIRROR. Fifth Edition.
Cr. %vo, 6s.

Third \

6s.
I

Eighth

QUISANTE. Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. Svo. 6s.

A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC. Illus-

trated. Fourth Edition. Cr, Svo. 6s.

TALES OF TWO PEOPLE. Third Edi-
Hon. Cr. Svo, 6s.

THE GREAT MISS DRIVER. Fourth
Edition. Cr, Svo. 6s.

Hueffer (Ford Maddox). AN ENGLISH
GIRL: A Romance. Second Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

MR. APOLLO: A Just Possible Stoky.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Hutten (Baroness von). THE HALO.
FiftJi Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Hyne (C J. Cuteliffe). MR. HOR-
ROCKS, PURSER. Fifth Edition. Cr.
Svo. 6s.

PRINCE RUPERT, THE BUCCANEER.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr, Svo.
6s.

Jacobs (W. W.). MANY CARGOES.
Thirty-second Editio7t. Cr. Svo. 3J. 6d,

SEA URCHINS. Sixteenth Edition. Cr.
Svo. 3J. 6d.

A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated.

Ninth Edition. Cr. Svo. 3J. 6d.

LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illustrated. Eighth
Edition. Cr. Svo. 3J. 6d.

THE SKIPPER'S.WOOING. Ninth Edition,
Cr. Svo. 3J. 6d.

AT SUNWICH PORT. Illustrated. Tejith
Edition. Cr. Svo. -^s. 6d.

DIALSTONE LANE. Illustrated. Seventh
Edition.. Cr. Svo. 3J. 6d.

ODD CRAFT. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.
Cr, Svo. 3J. 6d.

THELADY OF THE BARGE. Illustrated.

Eighth Edition. Cr. Svo, 3J. 6d.

SALTHAVEN. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 3 V. 6d.

SAILORS' KNOTS. Illustrated. Fifth
Edition. Cr, Svo, 35-. 6d,

James (Henry). THE SOFT SIDE.
Second Edition. Cr. Svo, 6s.

THE BETTER SORT. Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE GOLDEN BOWL. 2'hird Edition,
Cr, Svo. 6s,

Le Queux (William). THE HUNCHBACK
OF WESTiMINSTER. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE CLOSED BOOK. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. Svo. 6s,

BEHIND THE THRONE. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

THE CROOKED WAY. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s.

Lindsey (William). THE SEVERED
MANTLE. Cr. Svo. 6s.

London (Jack). WHITE FANG. Seventh
Edition. Cr, Svo. 6s,



26 Methuen and Company Limited

Lubbock (Basil). DEEP SEA WAR-
RIORS. Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr.

Bvo. 6s.

Lucas (St John). THE FIRST ROUND.
Cr. 8t'0. 6s.

Lyall (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN,
NOVELIST. 44//i Thousand. Cr. Zvo.

3J. 6d.

Maartens (Maapten). THE NEW RELI-
GION : A Modern Novel. Third Edition.
Cr. Sva. 6s.

BROTHERS ALL; More Stories of
Dutch Peasant Life. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE PRICE OF LIS DORIS. Second
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

M'Capthy (Justin H.). THE DUKE'S
MOTTO. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Macnaughtan (S.). THE FORTUNE OF
CHRISTINA M'NAB. Fifth Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Malet (Lucas). COLONEL ENDERBY'S
WIFE. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. Second
Edition. Cr. %vo. 6s.

THE WAGES OF SIN. Sixteenth Editiofi^-

Cr. 8vo. 6.r.

THE CARISSIMA. Fifth Ed. Cr.Zvo.6s.
THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fifth Edi-

tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD
CALMADY. Seventh Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Mann (Mrs. M. E.). THE PARISH
NURSE. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

A SHEAF OF CORN. Second Edition.
Cr. 8z'o. 6s.

THE HEART-SMITER. Second Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

AVENGING CHILDREN. SecondEdition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Marsh (Richard). THE COWARD BE-
HIND THE CURTAIN. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE SURPRISING HUSBAND. Second
Edition. Cr. 8-jo. 6s.

A ROYAL INDISCRETION. Second
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

LIVE MEN'S SHOES. Second Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Marshall (Archibald). MANY JUNES.
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE SQUIRE'S DAUGHTER. Third
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Mason (A. E. W.). CLEMENTINA.
Illustrated. Seventh Edition. Cr. 8vo. zs.

net.

Maud (Constance). A DAUGHTER OF
FRANCE. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Maxwell (W. B.). VIVIEN. Ninth Edi-
tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE RAGGED MESSENGER. Third
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

FABULOUS FANCIES. Cr, 8vo. 6s.

THE GUARDED FLAME. Seventh Edi-
tion. Cr. 8vo, 6s.

ODD LENGTHS. Second Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

HILL RISE. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE COUNTESS OF MAYBURY: Be-
tween You AND I. Fourth Edition. Cr.
Bvo. 6s.

Meade (L. T.). DRIFT. Second Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s,

RESURGAM. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s,

VICTORY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

A GIRL OF THE PEOPLE. Illustrated.

Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. y. 6d.

HEPSY GIPSY. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo.

2S. 6d.

THE HONOURABLE MISS: A Story
OF AN Old-fashioned Town. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 3J. 6d.

Mitford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE
SPIDER. Illustrated. Seventh Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 3J. 6d,

Molesworth (Mrs.). THE RED GRANGE.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo.

3s. 6d.

Montague (C. E.). A HIND LET
LOOSE. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Montgomery (K. L.). COLONEL KATE.
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Morrison (Arthur). TALES OF MEAN
STREETS. Seventh Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

A CHILD OF THE JAGO. Sixth Edition.
Cr. 8vo, 6s.

THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fourth Edi-
tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Nesbit (E.), (Mrs. H. Bland). THE RED
HOUSE. Illustrated. Fifth Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Noble (Edward). LORDS OF THE SEA.
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Ollivant (Alfred). OWD BOB, THE
GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. With a
Frontispiece. Eleventh Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Oppenheim (E. Phillips). MASTER OF
MEN. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s,

Oxenham (John\ A WEAVER OF
WEBS. Illustrated. Fifth Ed. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE GATE OF THE DESERT. Sixth
and Cheaper Edition. Cr. 8vo. zs. net.

PROFIT AND LOSS. Fourth Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE LONG ROAD. Fourth Edition. Cr.

Bvo. 6s.

THE SONG OF HYACINTH, AND
OTHER STORIES. Second Edition,
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

MY LADY OF SHADOWS. Fourth Edi-
tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Pain (Barry). THE EXILES OF FALOO.
Second Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s,

Parker (Gilbert). PIERRE AND HIS
PEOPLE. Sixth Edition. Cr, Bvo. 6s.
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MRS. FALCHION. Fifth Edition. Cr.lvo.
6s,

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE.
Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo 6s.

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus-

trated. Tctttk Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC :

The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Sixth
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH.
The Last Adventures of ' Pretty Pierre.'
Fourth Edition. Cr, Zvo. 6s.

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illus-

trated. Seventeenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a
Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated.
Seventh Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES.
Third Edition. Cr. ^vo. -iiS. 6d.

NORTHERN LIGHTS. Fourth Edition.
Cr. %vo. 6s.

Pasture (Mrs. Henry de la). THE
TYRANT. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8w. 6s.

Patterson (J. E.). WATCHERS BY THE
SHORE. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS
OF A THRONE. Illustrated. Fourth
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

I CROWN THEE KING. Illustrated. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

LOVE THE HARVESTER: A Story of
THE Shires. Illustrated. Third Edition.
Cr. Svo. 3J. 6d.

THE MYSTERY OF THE GREEN
HEART. Third Edition. Cr.8vo. 6s.

Phillpotts (Eden). LYING PROPHETS.
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Fifth Edi-
tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece.
Seventh Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE RIVER. Third Edition. Cr. Ivo. 6s.

THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Fourth
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE SECRET WOMAN. Fourth Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

KNOCK AT A VENTURE. Third Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE PORTREEVE. Fourth Edition. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

THE POACHER'S WIFE. Seccnd Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE STRIKING HOURS. Second Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Pickthall (Marmaduke). SAib THE
FISHERMAN. Eighth Edition. Cr. 8vo.

6s.

Q' (A. T. Quiller Couch). THE WHITE
WOLF. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE MAYOR OF TROY. Fourth Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

MERRY-GARDEN and other Stories.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

MAJOR VIGOUREUX. Third Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Querido asrael). TOIL OF MEN. Trans-
lated by F. S. Arnold. Cr. Svo. 6s.

Rawson (Maud Stepney). THE EN-
CHANTED GARDEN. Fourth Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE EASY GO LUCKIES : or, One Way
OF Living. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

HAPPINESS. Second Edition. Cr.8vo. 6s.

Rhys (Grace). THE BRIDE. Second
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Ridge (W. Pett). ERB. Second Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

A SON OF THE STATE. Third Editioft.

Cr. 8vo. 3J. 6d.

A BREAKER OF LAWS. Cr. Bvo. 2s. 6d.
MRS. GALER'S BUSINESS. Illustrated.
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE WICKHAMSES. Foi^rth Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

NAME OF GARLAND. Third Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

SPLENDID BROTHER. Fourth Editioft.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Ritchie (Mrs. David G.). MAN AND
THE CASSOCK. Second Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Roberts (C. G. D.). THE HEART OF THE
ANCIENT WOOD. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

Robins (Elizabeth). THE CONVERT.
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Rosenkrantz (Baron Falle). THE
MAGISTRATE'S OWN CASE. Cr.
%vo. 6s.

Russell (W. Clark). MY DANISH
SWEETHEART. Illustrated. Fifth
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

ABANDONED. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

MASTER ROCKAFELLAR'S VOYAGE.
Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. ^s. 6d.

Sandys (Sydney). JACK CARSTAIRS
OF THE POWER HOUSE. Illustrated.

Secojid Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Sergeant (Adeline). THE PASSION OF
PAUL MARILLIER. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

*Shakespear (Olivia). UNCLE HILARY.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Sidgwiek (Mrs. Alfred). THE KINS-
MAN. Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr.
Bvo. 6s.

THE SEVERINS. Fourth Edition. Cr.
Bvo. 2J. net,

Stewart (Newton V.). A SON OF THE
EMPEROR : Being Passages from the
Life of Enzio, King of Sardinia and
Corsica. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Swayne (Martin Lutrell). THE BISHOP
AND THE LADY. Second Edition.

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
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Thupston (E. Temple). MIRAGE. Fourth
-Edition. Cr. %vo. (>s.

Unclerhill (Evelyn). THE COLUMN OF
DUST. Cr. U'o. 6s.

Vorst (Marie Van). THE SENTIMEN-
TAL ADVENTURES OF JIMMY BUL-
STRODE. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

IN AMBUSH. Seco;id Edition. Cr. Bvo.
6s.

Waineman (Paul). THE WIFE OF
NICHOLAS FLEMING. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

Watson (H. B. Marriott^ TWISTED
EGLANTINE. Illustrated. T/iird Edi-
tion. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE HIGH TOBY. Third Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 6s.

A MIDSUMMER DAYS DREAM. Third
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE CASTLE BY THE SEA. Third
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.

THE PRIVATEERS. Illustrated. Second
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

A POPPY SHOW: Being Divers and
Diverse Tales. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE FLOWER OF THE HEART. Third
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Webling (Peggy). THE STORY OF
VIRGINIA PERFECT. Third Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

*THE SPIRIT OF MIRTH. Cr.'8z'o. 6s.

Wells (H. G.). THE SEA LADY, Cr.
8z'o. 6s, Also Medium 8vo. 6d.

Weyman (Stanley). UNDER THE RED
ROBE. Illustrated. Tzventy-third Edition.
Cr, 8vo. 6s.

Whitby (Beatrice). THE RESULT OF
AN ACCIDENT. Second Edition. Cr.
8vo. 6s.

White (Edmund). THE HEART OF
HINDUSTAN. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo.

6s.

White (Percy). LOVE AND THE WISE
MEN. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Williamson (C N. and A. M.). THE
LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR: The
Strange Adventures of a Motor Car. Illus-

trated. Seventeenth Edition. Cr. 8vo.
6s. Also Cr.8vo. is. net.

THE PRINCESS PASSES : A Romance of
a Motor. Illustrated. Ninth Edition.
Cr 8vo. 6s,

MY FRIEND THE CHAUFFEUR. Illus-

trated. Tenth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s,

LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER.
Eleventh Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE CAR OF DESTINY AND ITS
ERRAND IN SPAIN. Illustrated. Fifth
Edition. Cr. 8z>o. 6s.

THE BOTOR CHAPERON. Illustrated.

Sixth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

SCARLET RUNNER. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

SET
_
IN SILVER. Illustrated. Third

Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

LORD LOVELAND DISCOVERS
AMERICA. Second Editiofi. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Wyllarde (Dolf;. THE PATHWAY OF
THE PIONEER (Nous Autres). Fourth
Edition, Cr. 8vo, 6s.

Books for Boys and Girls.

Illust7'ated. Crown Svo. ^s. 6d.

The Getting Well of Dorothy. By Mrs.
W. K. Clifford. Second Edition.

Only a Guard-Room Dog. By Edith E.
Cuthell.

Master Rockafellar's Voyage. By W.
Clark Russell. Fourth Edition.

Syd Belton ; Or, the Boy who would not
go to Sea. By G. Manville Fenn. Second
Edition.

The Red Grange. By Mrs. Molesworth,
Second Edition.

A Girl of the People.
Fourth Edition.

By L, T. Meade.

Hepsy Gipsy. By L. T. Meade, zs. 6d.

By L. T. MeadeThe Honourable Miss
Second Edition.

There was once a Prince. ByMrs. M. E.

Mann. ^
When Arnold comes Home. By Mrs. M. E.
Mann.
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The Novels of Alexandre Dumas.

Medium Svo. Price 6d. Double Volumes^ is.

ActA.

The Adventures of Captain Pamphile,

Amaury.
The Bird of Fate.

The Black Tulip.

The Castle of Eppstein.

Catherine Blum.

C6CILE.

The Chatelet.

The Chevalier D'Harmental. (Double
volume.)

Chicot the Jester.

The Comte de Montgomery.
Conscience.

The Convict's Son.

The Corsican Brothers; and Otho the
Archer.

Crop-Eared Jacquot.

DoM GORENFLOT.

The Fatal Combat.

The Fencing Master.
Fernande.

Gabriel Lambert.
Georges.

The Great Massacre.

Henri de Navarre.

H^LfeNE de ChAVERNV.

The Horoscope.

Louise de la Valli^re. (Double volume.)

The Man in the Iron Mask. (Double
volume.)

MaItre Adam.

The Mouth of Hell.

Nanon. (Double volume.)

Olympia.

Pauline ; Pascal Bruno ; and Bontekoe.
PkRE LA RuiNE.

The Prince of Thieves.

The Reminiscences of Antony.
Robin Hood.
Samuel Gelb.

The Snowball and the Sultanetta.

Sylvandire.

The Taking of Calais.

Tales of the Supernatural.

Tales of Strange Adventure.

Tales of Terror.

The Three Musketeers. (Double volume.)

The Tragedy of Nantes.

Twenty Years After. (Double volume.)

The Wild-Duck Shooter.

The Wolf-Leader.

Methuen's Sixpenny Books.

Medium Zvo.

Albanesl (E. Maria). LOVE AND
LOUISA.

I KNOW A MAIDEN.
Anstey (F.). A BAYARD OF BENGAL.
Austen (J.). PRIDE AND PREJUDICE
Bagot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY."
CASTING OF NETS.
DONNA DIANA.

Balfour (Andrew). BY STROKE OF
SWORD.

Baring-Gould (S.). FURZE BLOOM.
CHEAP JACK ZITA.
KITTY ALONE.
URITH.
THE BROOM SQUIRE.
IN THE ROAR OF THE. SEA.
NOEMI.
A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. Illustrated.
LITTLE TU'PENNY.
WINEFRED.
THE FROBISHERS.
THE QUEEN OF LOVE.
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ARMINELL.
BLADYS OF THE STEWPONEY.

BaPP (Robert). JENNIE BAXTER.
IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS.
THE COUNTESS TEKLA.
THE MUTABLE MANY.

Benson (E. F.). DODO.
THE VINTAGE.

Bronte (Charlotte). SHIRLEY.

Brownell (C. L.). THE HEART OF
JAPAN.

Burton (J. Bloundelle). ACROSS THE
SALT SEAS.

Caffyn (Mrs.). ANNE MAULEVERER.

Capes (Bernard). THE LAKE OF
WINE.

Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). A FLASH OF
SUMMER.

MRS. KEITH'S CRIME.

Corbett (Julian)- A BUSINESS IN
GREAT WATERS.

Croker (Mrs. B. M.). ANGEL.
A STATE SECRET.
PEGGY OF THE BARTONS.
JOHANNA.
Dante (Alighieri). THE DIVINE
COMEDY (Gary).

Doyle (A. Conan). ROUND THE RED
LAMP.

Duncan (Sara Jeannette). A VOYAGE
OF CONSOLATION.

THOSE DELIGHTFUL AMERICANS.

Eliot (George). THE MILL ON THE
FLOSS.

Findlater (Jane H.). THE GREEN
GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE.

Gallon (Tom). RICKERBY'S FOLLY.

Gaskell (Mrs.). CRANFORD.
MARY BARTON.
NORTH AND SOUTH.

Gerard (Dorothea). HOLY MATRI-
MONY.

THE CONQUEST OF LONDON.
MADE OF MONEY.

Gissing (G.). THE TOWN TRAVELLER.
THE CROWN OF LIFE.

Glanville (Ernest). THE INCA'S
TREASURE.

THE KLOOF ERIDK

Gleig (Charles), HUNTER'S CRUISE.

Grimm (The Brothers). GRIMM'S
FAIRY TALES.

Hope (Anthony). A MAN OF MARK.
A CHANGE OF AIR.
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT
ANTONIO.

PHROSO.
THE DOLLY DIALOGUES.

Hornung (E. W.). DEAD MEN TELL
NO TALES.

Ingraham ^J. H.). THE THRONE OF
DAVID.

Le Queux (W.l. THE HUNCHBACK
OF WESTMINSTER.

Levett-Yeats (S. K.). THE TRAITOR'S
WAY.

ORRAIN.

Linton (E. Lynn). THE TRUE HIS-
TORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON.

Lyall (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN.

Malet (Lucas). THE CARISSIMA.
A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION.

Mann (Mrs. M. E.). MRS. PETER
HOWARD.

A LOST ESTATE.
THE CEDAR STAR.
ONE ANOTHER'S BURDENS.
THE PATTEN EXPERIMENT.
A WINTER'S TALE.

Marehmont (A. W.). MISER HOAD-
LEY'S SECRET.

A MOMENT'S ERROR.

Marryat (Captain). PETER SIMPLE.
JACOB FAITHFUL.

March (Richard). A METAMORPHOSIS.
THE TWICKENHAM PEERAGE.
THE GODDESS.
THE JOSS.

Mason (A. E. W.). CLEMENTINA.

Mathers (Helen). HONEY.
GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT.
SAM'S SWEETHEART.
THE FERRYMAN.
Meade (Mrs. L. T.). DRIFT.

Miller (Esther). LIVING LIES.

Mitford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE
SPIDER.

Montresop (F. F.). THE ALIEN.
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Morrison (Arthur). THE HOLE IN
THE WALL.

Nesbit (E.). THE RED HOUSE.

Norris (W. E.). HIS GRACE.
GILES INGILBY.
THE CREDIT OF THE COUNTY.
LORD LEONARD THE LUCKLESS.
MATTHEW AUSTEN.
CLARISSA FURIOSA.

Oliphant (Mrs.). THE LADY'S WALK.
SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE.
THE PRODIGALS.
THE TWO MARYS.

Oppenheira (E. P.). MASTER OF MEN
Parker (Gilbert). THE POMP OF THE
LAVILETTES.

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC.
THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD.

Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS
OF A THRONE.

I CROWN THEE KING.

Phillpotts (Eden). THE HUMAN BOY.
CHILDREN OF THE MIST.
THE POACHER'S WIFE.
THE RIVER.

'Q' (A. T. Quiller Coueh). THE
WHITE WOLF.

Ridge (W. Pett). A SON OF THE STATE.
LOST PROPERTY.
GEORGE and THE GENERAL.

ERB.

Russell (W. Clark). ABANDONED.
A MARRIAGE AT SEA.
MY DANISH SWEETHEART.
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS.

Sergeant (Adeline). THE MASTER OF
BEECHWOOD.

BALBARA'S MONEY.
THE YELLOW DIAMOND.
THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME.

Sidgwiek (Mrs. Alfred). THE KINS
MAN.

Surtees (R. S.). HANDLEY CROSS.
MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR.
ASK MAMMA.

Walford (Mrs. L. B.). MR. SMITH.
COUSINS.
THE BABY'S GRANDMOTHER.
TROUBLESOME DAUGHTERS.

Wallace (General Lew). BEN-HUR.
THE FAIR GOD.

Watson (H. B. Marriott). THE ADVEN-
TURERS.

CAPTAIN FORTUNE.

Weekes (A. B.). PRISONERS OF WAR,

Wells (H. G.). THE SEA LADY.

White (Percy). A PASSIONATE PIL-
GRIM.
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