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CHAPTER XXXIX
 

I went this summer to Forges, to try, by means of the waters
there, to get rid of a tertian fever that quinquina only suspended.
While there I heard of a new enterprise on the part of the
Princes of the blood, who, in the discredit in which the King held
them, profited without measure by his desire for the grandeur of
the illegitimate children, to acquire new advantages which were
suffered because the others shared them. This was the case in
question.

After the elevation of the mass—at the King's communion—
a folding-chair was pushed to the foot of the altar, was covered
with a piece of stuff, and then with a large cloth, which hung
down before and behind. At the Pater the chaplain rose and
whispered in the King's ear the names of all the Dukes who were
in the chapel. The King named two, always the oldest, to each
of whom the chaplain advanced and made a reverence. During



 
 
 

the communion of the priest the King rose, and went and knelt
down on the bare floor behind this folding seat, and took hold of
the cloth; at the same time the two Dukes, the elder on the right,
the other on the left, each took hold of a corner of the cloth; the
two chaplains took hold of the other two corners of the same
cloth, on the side of the altar, all four kneeling, and the captain of
the guards also kneeling and behind the King. The communion
received and the oblation taken some moments afterwards, the
King remained a little while in the same place, then returned to
his own, followed by the two Dukes and the captain of the guards,
who took theirs. If a son of France happened to be there alone,
he alone held the right corner of the cloth, and nobody the other;
and when M. le Duc d'Orleans was there, and no son of France
was present, M. le Duc d'Orleans held the cloth in like manner.
If a Prince of the blood were alone present, however, he held the
cloth, but a Duke was called forward to assist him. He was not
privileged to act without the Duke.

The Princes of the blood wanted to change this; they were
envious of the distinction accorded to M. d'Orleans, and wished
to put themselves on the same footing. Accordingly, at the
Assumption of this year, they managed so well that M. le Duc
served alone at the altar at the King's communion, no Duke being
called upon to come and join him. The surprise at this was very
great. The Duc de la Force and the Marechal de Boufflers, who
ought to have served, were both present. I wrote to this last to
say that such a thing had never happened before, and that it was



 
 
 

contrary to all precedent. I wrote, too, to M. d'Orleans, who
was then in Spain, informing him of the circumstance. When he
returned he complained to the King. But the King merely said
that the Dukes ought to have presented themselves and taken hold
of the cloth. But how could they have done so, without being
requested, as was customary, to come forward? What would the
king have thought of them if they had? To conclude, nothing
could be made of the matter, and it remained thus. Never then,
since that time, did I go to the communions of the King.

An incident occurred at Marly about the same time, which
made much stir. The ladies who were invited to Marly had the
privilege of dining with the King. Tables were placed for them,
and they took up positions according to their rank. The non-
titled ladies had also their special place. It so happened one day;
that Madame de Torcy (an untitled lady) placed herself above
the Duchesse de Duras, who arrived at table a moment after
her. Madame de Torcy offered to give up her place, but it was a
little late, and the offer passed away in compliments. The King
entered, and put himself at table. As soon as he sat down, he saw
the place Madame de Torcy had taken, and fixed such a serious
and surprised look upon her, that she again offered to give up her
place to the Duchesse de Duras; but the offer was again declined.
All through the dinner the King scarcely ever took his eyes off
Madame de Torcy, said hardly a word, and bore a look of anger
that rendered everybody very attentive, and even troubled the
Duchesse de Duras.



 
 
 

Upon rising from the table, the King passed, according to
custom, into the apartments of Madame de Maintenon, followed
by the Princesses of the blood, who grouped themselves around
him upon stools; the others who entered, kept at a distance.
Almost before he had seated himself in his chair, he said to
Madame de Maintenon, that he had just been witness of an
act of "incredible insolence" (that was the term he used) which
had thrown him into such a rage that he had been unable to
eat: that such an enterprise would have been insupportable in a
woman of the highest quality; but coming, as it did, from a mere
bourgeoise, it had so affected him, that ten times he had been
upon the point of making her leave the table, and that he was only
restrained by consideration for her husband. After this outbreak
he made a long discourse upon the genealogy of Madame de
Torcy's family, and other matters; and then, to the astonishment
of all present, grew as angry as ever against Madame de Torcy.
He went off then into a discourse upon the dignity of the Dukes,
and in conclusion, he charged the Princesses to tell Madame de
Torcy to what extent he had found her conduct impertinent. The
Princesses looked at each other, and not one seemed to like this
commission; whereupon the King, growing more angry, said; that
it must be undertaken however, and left the robes; The news of
what had taken place, and of the King's choler, soon spread all
over the Court. It was believed, however, that all was over, and
that no more would be heard of the matter. Yet the very same
evening the King broke out again with even more bitterness than



 
 
 

before. On the morrow, too, surprise was great indeed, when it
was found that the King, immediately after dinner, could talk of
nothing but this subject, and that, too, without any softening of
tone. At last he was assured that Madame de Torcy had been
spoken to, and this appeased him a little. Torcy was obliged to
write him a letter, apologising for the fault of Madame de Torcy;
and the King at this grew content. It may be imagined what a
sensation this adventure produced all through the Court.

While upon the subject of the King, let me relate an anecdote
of him, which should have found a place ere this. When M.
d'Orleans was about to start for Spain, he named the officers who
were to be of his suite. Amongst others was Fontpertius. At that
name the King put on a serious look.

"What! my nephew," he said. "Fontpertius! the son of a
Jansenist—of that silly woman who ran everywhere after M.
Arnould! I do not wish that man to go with you."

"By my faith, Sire," replied the Duc d'Orleans, "I know not
what the mother has done; but as for the son, he is far enough
from being a Jansenist, I'll answer for it; for he does not believe
in God."

"Is it possible, my nephew?" said the King, softening.
"Nothing more certain, Sire, I assure you."
"Well, since it is so," said the King, "there is no harm: you can

take him with you."
This scene—for it can be called by no other name—took place

in the morning. After dinner M. d'Orleans repeated it to me,



 
 
 

bursting with laughter, word for word, just as I have written it.
When we had both well laughed at this, we admired the profound
instruction of a discreet and religious King, who considered it
better not to believe in God than to be a Jansenist, and who
thought there was less danger to his nephew from the impiety of
an unbeliever than from the doctrines of a sectarian. M. d'Orleans
could not contain himself while he told the story, and never spoke
of it without laughing until the tears came into his eyes. It ran all
through the Court and all over the town, and the marvellous thing
was, that the King was not angry at this. It was a testimony of his
attachment to the good doctrine which withdrew him further and
further from Jansenism. The majority of people laughed with all
their heart. Others, more wise, felt rather disposed to weep than
to laugh, in considering to what excess of blindness the King had
reached.

For a long time a most important project had knocked at
every door, without being able to obtain a hearing anywhere. The
project was this:– Hough, an English gentleman full of talent and
knowledge, and who, above all, knew profoundly the laws of his
country, had filled various posts in England. As first a minister
by profession, and furious against King James; afterwards a
Catholic and King James's spy, he had been delivered up to King
William, who pardoned him. He profited by this only to continue
his services to James. He was taken several times, and always
escaped from the Tower of London and other prisons. Being
no longer able to dwell in England he came to France, where



 
 
 

he occupied himself always with the same line of business, and
was paid for that by the King (Louis XIV.) and by King James,
the latter of whom he unceasingly sought to re- establish. The
union of Scotland with England appeared to him a favourable
conjuncture, by the despair of that ancient kingdom at seeing
itself reduced into a province under the yoke of the English. The
Jacobite party remained there; the vexation caused by this forced
union had increased it, by the desire felt to break that union with
the aid of a King that they would have reestablished. Hough,
who was aware of the fermentation going on, made several secret
journeys to Scotland, and planned an invasion of that country;
but, as I have said, for a long time could get no one to listen to
him.

The King, indeed, was so tired of such enterprises, that
nobody dared to speak to him upon this. All drew back. No one
liked to bell the cat. At last, however, Madame de Maintenon
being gained over, the King was induced to listen to the project.
As soon as his consent was gained to it, another scheme was
added to the first. This was to profit by the disorder in which
the Spanish Low Countries were thrown, and to make them
revolt against the Imperialists at the very moment when the
affair of Scotland would bewilder the allies, and deprive them
of all support from England. Bergheyck, a man well acquainted
with the state of those countries, was consulted, and thought the
scheme good. He and the Duc de Vendome conferred upon it in
presence of the King.



 
 
 

After talking over various matters, the discussion fell, upon
the Meuse, and its position with reference to Maastricht.
Vendome held that the Meuse flowed in a certain direction.
Bergheyck opposed him. Vendome, indignant that a civilian
should dare to dispute military movements with him, grew warm.
The other remained respectful and cool, but firm. Vendome
laughed at Bergheyck, as at an ignorant fellow who did not
know the position of places. Bergheyck maintained his point.
Vendome grew more and more hot. If he was right, what he
proposed was easy enough; if wrong, it was impossible. It was in
vain that Vendome pretended to treat with disdain his opponent;
Bergheyck was not to be put down, and the King, tired out at
last with a discussion upon a simple question of fact, examined
the maps. He found at once that Bergheyck was right. Any other
than the King would have felt by this what manner of man was
this general of his taste, of his heart, and of his confidence; any
other than Vendome would have been confounded; but it was
Bergheyck in reality who was so, to see the army in such hands
and the blindness of the King for him! He was immediately sent
into Flanders to work up a revolt, and he did it so well, that
success seemed certain, dependent, of course, upon success in
Scotland.

The preparations for the invasion of that country were at once
commenced. Thirty vessels were armed at Dunkerque and in
the neighbouring ports. The Chevalier de Forbin was chosen to
command the squadron. Four thousand men were brought from



 
 
 

Flanders to Dunkerque; and it was given out that this movement
was a mere change of garrison. The secret of the expedition
was well kept; but the misfortune was that things were done too
slowly. The fleet, which depended upon Pontchartrain, was not
ready in time, and that which depended upon Chamillart, was
still more behindhand. The two ministers threw the fault upon
each other; but the truth is, both were to blame. Pontchartrain
was more than accused of delaying matters from unwillingness;
the other from powerlessness.

Great care was taken that no movement should be seen at
Saint Germain. The affair, however, began in time to get noised
abroad. A prodigious quantity of arms and clothing for the
Scotch had been embarked; the movements by sea and land
became only too visible upon the coast. At last, on Wednesday,
the 6th of March, the King of England set out from Saint
Germain. He was attended by the Duke of Perth, who had been
his sub-preceptor; by the two Hamiltons, by Middleton, and a
very few others. But his departure had been postponed too long.
At the moment when all were ready to start, people learned
with surprise that the English fleet had appeared in sight, and
was blockading Dunkerque. Our troops, who were already on
board ship, were at once landed. The King of England cried out
so loudly against this, and proposed so eagerly that an attempt
should be made to pass the enemy at all risks, that a fleet was sent
out to reconnoitre the enemy, and the troops were re-embarked.
But then a fresh mischance happened. The Princess of England



 
 
 

had had the measles, and was barely growing convalescent at
the time of the departure of the King, her brother. She had
been prevented from seeing him, lest he should be attacked
by the same complaint. In spite of this precaution, however, it
declared itself upon him at Dunkerque, just as the troops were
re-embarked. He was in despair, and wished to be wrapped up in
blankets and carried on board. The doctors said that it would kill
him; and he was obliged to remain. The worst of it was, that two
of five Scotch deputies who had been hidden at Montrouge near
Paris, had been sent into Scotland a fortnight before, to announce
the immediate arrival of the King with arms and troops. The
movement which it was felt this announcement would create,
increased the impatience for departure. At last, on Saturday, the
19th of March, the King of England, half cured and very weak,
determined to embark in spite of his physicians, and did so. The
enemy's vessels hats retired; so, at six o'clock in the morning,
our ships set sail with a good breeze, and in the midst of a mist,
which hid them from view in about an hour.

Forty-eight hours after the departure of our squadron, twenty-
seven English ships of war appeared before Dunkerque. But our
fleet was away. The very first night it experienced a furious
tempest. The ship in which was the King of England took
shelter afterwards behind the works of Ostend. During the storm,
another ship was separated from the squadron, and was obliged
to take refuge on the coast of Picardy. This vessel, a frigate, was
commanded by Rambure, a lieutenant. As, soon as he was able



 
 
 

he sailed after the squadron that he believed already in Scotland.
He directed his course towards Edinburgh, and found no vessel
during all the voyage. As he approached the mouth of the river,
he saw around him a number of barques and small vessels that
he could not avoid, and that he determined in consequence to
approach with as good a grace as possible. The masters of these
ships' told him that the King was expected with impatience, but
that they had no news of him, that they had come out to meet
him, and that they would send pilots to Rambure, to conduct
him up the river to Edinburgh, where all was hope and joy.
Rambure, equally surprised that the squadron which bore the
King of England had not appeared, and by the publicity of
his forthcoming arrival, went up towards Edinburgh more and
more surrounded by barques, which addressed to him the same
language. A gentleman of the country passed from one of these
barques upon the frigate. He told Rambure that the principal
noblemen of Scotland had resolved to act together, that these
noblemen could count upon more than twenty thousand men
ready to take up arms, and that all the towns awaited only the
arrival of the King to proclaim him.

More and more troubled that the squadron did not appear,
Rambure, after a time, turned back and went in search of it. As
he approached the mouth of the river, which he had so lately
entered, he heard a great noise of cannon out at sea, and a short
time afterwards he saw many vessels of war there. Approaching
more and more, and quitting the river, he distinguished our



 
 
 

squadron, chased by twenty-six large ships of war and a number
of other vessels, all of which he soon lost sight of, so much was
our squadron in advance. He continued on his course in order
to join them; but he could not do so until all had passed by
the mouth of the river. Then steering clear of the rear-guard
of the English ships, he remarked that the English fleet was
hotly chasing the ship of the King of England, which ran along
the coast, however, amid the fire of cannon and oftentimes
of musketry. Rambure tried, for a long time, to profit by the
lightness of his frigate to get ahead; but, always cut off by the
enemy's vessels, and continually in danger of being taken, he
returned to Dunkerque, where he immediately despatched to the
Court this sad and disturbing news. He was followed, five or six
days after, by the King of England, who returned to Dunkerque
on the 7th of April, with his vessels badly knocked about.

It seems that the ship in which was the Prince, after
experiencing the storm I have already alluded to, set sail again
with its squadron, but twice got out of its reckoning within forty-
eight hours; a fact not easy to understand in a voyage from Ostend
to Edinburgh. This circumstance gave time to the English to join
them; thereupon the King held a council, and much time was
lost in deliberations. When the squadron drew near the river,
the enemy was so close upon us, that to enter, without fighting
either inside or out, seemed impossible. In this emergency it
was suggested that our ships should go on to Inverness, about
eighteen or twenty leagues further off. But this was objected to



 
 
 

by Middleton and the Chevalier Forbin, who declared that the
King of England was expected only at Edinburgh, and that it was
useless to go elsewhere; and accordingly the project was given
up, and the ships returned to France.

This return, however, was not accomplished without some
difficulty. The enemy's fleet attacked the rear guard of ours, and
after an obstinate combat, took two vessels of war and some
other vessels. Among the prisoners made by the English were the
Marquis de Levi, Lord Griffin, and the two sons of Middleton;
who all, after suffering some little bad treatment, were conducted
to London.

Lord Griffin was an old Englishman, who deserves a word
of special mention. A firm Protestant, but much attached to
the King of England, he knew nothing of this expedition until
after the King's departure. He went immediately in quest of the
Queen. With English freedom he reproached her for the little
confidence she had had in him, in spite of his services and his
constant fidelity, and finished by assuring her that neither his age
nor his religion would hinder him from serving the King to the
last drop of his blood. He spoke so feelingly that the Queen was
ashamed. After this he went to Versailles, asked M. de Toulouse
for a hundred Louis and a horse, and without delay rode off to
Dunkerque, where he embarked with the others. In London he
was condemned to death; but he showed so much firmness and
such disdain of death, that his judges were too much ashamed to
avow the execution to be carried out. The Queen sent him one



 
 
 

respite, then another, although he had never asked for either, and
finally he was allowed to remain at liberty in London on parole.
He always received fresh respites, and lived in London as if it
his own country, well received everywhere. Being informed that
these respites would never cease, he lived thus several years, and
died very old, a natural death. The other prisoners were equally
well treated. It was in this expedition that the King of England
first assumed the title of the Chevalier de Saint George, and that
his enemies gave him that of the Pretender; both of which have
remained to him. He showed much will and firmness, which he
spoiled by a docility, the result of a bad education, austere and
confined, that devotion, ill understood, together with the desire
of maintaining him in fear and dependence, caused the Queen
(who, with all her sanctity, always wished to dominate) to give
him. He asked to serve in the next campaign in Flanders, and
wished to go there at once, or remain near Dunkerque. Service
was promised him, but he was made to return to Saint Germain.
Hough, who had been made a peer of Ireland before starting,
preceded him with the journals of the voyage, and that of Forbin,
to whom the King gave a thousand crowns pension and ten
thousand as a recompense.

The King of England arrived at Saint Germain on Friday, the
20th of April, and came with the Queen, the following Sunday, to
Marly, where our King was. The two Kings embraced each other
several times, in the presence of the two Courts. But the visit
altogether was a sad one. The Courts, which met in the garden,



 
 
 

returned towards the Chateau, exchanging indifferent words in
an indifferent way.

Middleton was strongly suspected of having acquainted the
English with our project. They acted, at all events, as if they
had been informed of everything, and wished to appear to know
nothing. They made a semblance of sending their fleet to escort
a convoy to Portugal; they got in readiness the few troops they
had in England and sent them towards Scotland; and the Queen,
under various pretexts, detained in London, until the affair had
failed, the Duke of Hamilton, the most powerful Scotch lord; and
the life and soul of the expedition. When all was over, she made
no arrests, and wisely avoided throwing Scotland into despair.
This conduct much augmented her authority in England, attached
all hearts to her, and took away all desire of stirring again by
taking away all hope of success. Thus failed a project so well
and so secretly conducted until the end, which was pitiable; and
with this project failed that of the Low Countries, which was no
longer thought of.

The allies uttered loud cries against this attempt on the part of
a power they believed at its last gasp, and which, while pretending
to seek peace, thought of nothing less than the invasion of Great
Britain. The effect of our failure was to bind closer, and to irritate
more and more this formidable alliance.



 
 
 

 
CHAPTER XL

 
Brissac, Major of the Body-guards, died of age and ennui

about this time, more than eighty years old, at his country-house,
to which he had not long retired. The King had made use of
him to put the Guards upon that grand military footing they
have reached. He had acquired the confidence of the King by
his inexorable exactitude, his honesty, and his aptitude. He was
a sort of wild boar, who had all the appearance of a bad man,
without being so in reality; but his manners were, it must be
admitted, harsh and disagreeable. The King, speaking one day of
the majors of the troops, said that if they were good, they were
sure to be hated.

"If it is necessary to be perfectly hated in order to be a good
major," replied M. de Duras, who was behind the King with
the baton, "behold, Sire, the best major in France!" and he took
Brissac, all confusion, by the arm. The King laughed, though he
would have thought such a sally very bad in any other; but M. de
Duras had put himself on such a free footing, that he stopped at
nothing before the King, and often said the sharpest things. This
major had very robust health, and laughed at the doctors—very
often, even before the King, at Fagon, whom nobody else would
have dared to attack. Fagon replied by disdain, often by anger,
and with all his wit was embarrassed. These short scenes were
sometimes very amusing.



 
 
 

Brissac, a few years before his retirement, served the Court
ladies a nice turn. All through the winter they attended evening
prayers on Thursdays and Sundays, because the King went there;
and, under the pretence of reading their prayer-books, had little
tapers before them, which cast a light on their faces, and enabled
the King to recognise them as he passed. On the evenings when
they knew he would not go, scarcely one of them went. One
evening, when the King was expected, all the ladies had arrived,
and were in their places, and the guards were at their doors.
Suddenly, Brissac appeared in the King's place, lifted his baton,
and cried aloud, "Guards of the King, withdraw, return to your
quarters; the King is not coming this evening." The guards
withdrew; but after they had proceeded a short distance, were
stopped by brigadiers posted for the purpose, and told to return
in a few minutes. What Brissac had said was a joke. The ladies at
once began to murmur one to another. In a moment or two all the
candles were put out, and the ladies, with but few exceptions, left
the chapel. Soon after the King arrived, and, much astonished
to see so few ladies present, asked how it was that nobody was
there. At the conclusion of the prayers Brissac related what he
had done, not without dwelling on the piety of the Court ladies.
The King and all who accompanied him laughed heartily. The
story soon spread, and these ladies would have strangled Brissac
if they had been able.

The Duchesse de Bourgogne being in the family way this
spring, was much inconvenienced. The King wished to go to



 
 
 

Fontainebleau at the commencement of the fine season, contrary
to his usual custom; and had declared this wish. In the mean time
he desired to pay visits to Marly. Madame de Bourgogne much
amused him; he could not do without her, yet so much movement
was not suitable to her state. Madame de Maintenon was uneasy,
and Fagon gently intimated his opinion. This annoyed the King,
accustomed to restrain himself for nothing, and spoiled by having
seen his mistresses travel when big with child, or when just
recovering from their confinement, and always in full dress.
The hints against going to Marly bothered him, but did not
make him give them up. All he would consent to was, that the
journey should put off from the day after Quasimodo to the
Wednesday of the following week; but nothing could make him
delay his amusement, beyond that time, or induce him to allow
the Princess to remain at Versailles.

[Illustration: The King's Walk At Versailles—Painted by J. L.
Jerome—484]

On the following Saturday, as the King was taking a walk
after mass, and amusing himself at the carp basin between the
Chateau and the Perspective, we saw the Duchesse de Lude
coming towards him on foot and all alone, which, as no lady was
with the King, was a rarity in the morning. We understood that
she had something important to say to him, and when he was a
short distance from her, we stopped so as to allow him to join her
alone. The interview was not long. She went away again, and the
King came back towards us and near the carps without saying a



 
 
 

word. Each saw clearly what was in the wind, and nobody was
eager to speak. At last the King, when quite close to the basin,
looked at the principal people around, and without addressing
anybody, said, with an air of vexation, these few words:

"The Duchesse de Bourgogne is hurt."
M. de la Rochefoucauld at once uttered an exclamation. M.

de Bouillon, the Duc de Tresmes, and Marechal de Boufflers
repeated in a, low tone the words I have named; and M. de la
Rochefoucauld returning to the charge, declared emphatically
that it was the greatest misfortune in the world, and that as she
had already wounded herself on other occasions, she might never,
perhaps, have any more children.

"And if so," interrupted the King all on a sudden, with anger,
"what is that to me? Has she not already a son; and if he should
die, is not the Duc de Berry old enough to marry and have one?
What matters it to the who succeeds me,—the one or the other?
Are the not all equally my grandchildren?" And immediately,
with impetuosity he added, "Thank God, she is wounded, since
she was to be so; and I shall no longer be annoyed in my
journeys and in everything I wish to do, by the representations
of doctors, and the reasonings of matrons. I shall go and come at
my pleasure, and shall be left in peace."

A silence so deep that an ant might be heard to walk,
succeeded this strange outburst. All eyes were lowered; no
one hardly dared to breathe. All remained stupefied. Even the
domestics and the gardeners stood motionless.



 
 
 

This silence lasted more than a quarter of an hour. The King
broke it as he leaned upon a balustrade to speak of a carp.
Nobody replied. He addressed himself afterwards on the subject
of these carps to domestics, who did not ordinarily join in the
conversation. Nothing but carps was spoken of with them. All
was languishing, and the King went away some time after. As
soon as we dared look at each other—out of his sight, our
eyes met and told all. Everybody there was for the moment the
confidant of his neighbour. We admired—we marvelled—we
grieved, we shrugged our shoulders. However distant may be that
scene, it is always equally present to me. M. de la Rochefoucauld
was in a fury, and this time without being wrong. The chief
ecuyer was ready to faint with affright; I myself examined
everybody with my eyes and ears, and was satisfied with myself
for having long since thought that the King loved and cared for
himself alone, and was himself his only object in life.

This strange discourse sounded far and wide-much beyond
Marly.

Let me here relate another anecdote of the King—a trifle I
was witness of. It was on the 7th of May, of this year, and at
Marly. The King walking round the gardens, showing them to
Bergheyck, and talking with him upon the approaching campaign
in Flanders, stopped before one of the pavilions. It was that
occupied by Desmarets, who had recently succeeded Chamillart
in the direction of the finances, and who was at work within with
Samuel Bernard, the famous banker, the richest man in Europe,



 
 
 

and whose money dealings were the largest. The King observed
to Desmarets that he was very glad to see him with M. Bernard;
then immediately said to this latter:

"You are just the man never to have seen Marly—come and
see it now; I will give you up afterwards to Desmarets."

Bernard followed, and while the walk lasted the King spoke
only to Bergheyck and to Bernard, leading them everywhere, and
showing them everything with the grace he so well knew how to
employ when he desired to overwhelm. I admired, and I was not
the only one, this species of prostitution of the King, so niggard
of his words, to a man of Bernard's degree. I was not long in
learning the cause of it, and I admired to see how low the greatest
kings sometimes find themselves reduced.

Our finances just then were exhausted. Desmarets no longer
knew of what wood to make a crutch. He had been to Paris
knocking at every door. But the most exact engagements had
been so often broken that he found nothing but excuses and
closed doors. Bernard, like the rest, would advance nothing.
Much was due to him. In vain Desmarets represented to him
the pressing necessity for money, and the enormous gains he had
made out of the King. Bernard remained unshakeable. The King
and the minister were cruelly embarrassed. Desmarets said to the
King that, after all was said and done, only Samuel Bernard could
draw them out of the mess, because it was not doubtful that he
had plenty of money everywhere; that the only thing needed was
to vanquish his determination and the obstinacy—even insolence



 
 
 

—he had shown; that he was a man crazy with vanity, and capable
of opening his purse if the King deigned to flatter him.

It was agreed, therefore, that Desmarets should invite Bernard
to dinner —should walk with him—and that the King should
come and disturb them as I have related. Bernard was the
dupe of this scheme; he returned from his walk with the King
enchanted to such an extent that he said he would prefer ruining
himself rather than leave in embarrassment a Prince who had
just treated him so graciously, and whose eulogiums he uttered
with enthusiasm! Desmarets profited by this trick immediately,
and drew much more from it than he had proposed to himself..

The Prince de Leon had an adventure just about this time,
which made much noise. He was a great, ugly, idle, mischievous
fellow, son of the Duc de Rohan, who had given him the title I
have just named. He had served in one campaign very indolently,
and then quitted the army, under pretence of ill-health, to serve
no more. Glib in speech, and with the manners of the great world,
he was full of caprices and fancies; although a great gambler and
spendthrift, he was miserly, and cared only for himself. He had
been enamoured of Florence, an actress, whom M. d'Orleans had
for a long time kept, and by whom he had children, one of whom
is now Archbishop of Cambrai. M. de Leon also had several
children by this creature, and spent large sums upon her. When
he went in place of his father to open the States of Brittany, she
accompanied him in a coach and six horses, with a ridiculous
scandal. His father was in agony lest he should marry her. He



 
 
 

offered to insure her five thousand francs a-year pension, and to
take care of their children, if M. de Leon would quit her. But
M. de Leon would not hear of this, and his father accordingly
complained to the King. The King summoned M. de Leon into
his cabinet; but the young man pleaded his cause so well there,
that he gained pity rather than condemnation. Nevertheless, La
Florence was carried away from a pretty little house at the Ternes,
near Paris, where M. de Leon kept her, and was put in a convent.
M. de Leon became furious; for some time he would neither
see nor speak of his father or mother, and repulsed all idea of
marriage.

At last, however, no longer hoping to see his actress, he not
only consented, but wished to marry. His parents were delighted
at this, and at once looked about for a wife for him. Their choice,
fell upon the eldest daughter of the Duc de Roquelaure, who,
although humpbacked and extremely ugly, she was to be very
rich some day, and was, in fact, a very good match. The affair
had been arranged and concluded up to a certain point, when all
was broken off, in consequence of the haughty obstinacy with
which the Duchesse de Roquelaure demanded a larger sum with
M. de Leon than M. de Rohan chose to give.

The young couple were in despair: M. de Leon, lest his father
should always act in this way, as an excuse for giving him nothing;
the young lady, because she, feared she should rot in a convent,
through the avarice of her mother, and never marry. She was
more than twenty-four years, of age; he was more than eight-and-



 
 
 

twenty. She was in the convent of the Daughters of the Cross in
the Faubourg Saint Antoine.

As soon as M. de Leon learnt that the marriage was broken
off, he hastened to the convent; and told all to Mademoiselle de
Roquelaure; played the passionate, the despairing; said that if
they waited for their parents' consent they would never marry;
and that she would rot in her convent. He proposed, therefore,
that, in spite of their parents, they should marry and be their own
guardians. She agreed to this project; and he went away in order
to execute it.

One of the most intimate friends of Madame de Roquelaure
was Madame de la Vieuville, and she was the only person
(excepting Madame de Roquelaure herself) to whom the
Superior of the convent had permission to confide Mademoiselle
de Roquelaure. Madame de la Vieuville often came to see
Mademoiselle de Roquelaure to take her out, and sometimes
sent for her. M. de Leon was made acquainted with this, and
took his measures accordingly. He procured a coach of the same
size, shape, and fittings as that of Madame de la Vieuville,
with her arms upon it, and with three servants in her livery; he
counterfeited a letter in her handwriting and with her seal, and
sent this coach with a lackey well instructed to carry the letter to
the convent, on Tuesday morning, the 29th of May, at the hour
Madame de la Vieuville was accustomed to send for her.

Mademoiselle de Roquelaure, who had been let into the
scheme, carried the letter to the Superior of the convent, and said



 
 
 

Madame de la Vieuville had sent for her. Had the Superior any
message to send?

The Superior, accustomed to these invitations; did not even
look at the letter, but gave her consent at once. Mademoiselle
de Roquelaure, accompanied solely by her governess, left the
convent immediately, and entered the coach, which drove off
directly. At the first turning it stopped, and the Prince de Leon,
who had been in waiting, jumped-in. The governess at this began
to cry out with all her might; but at the very first sound M. de
Leon thrust a handkerchief into her mouth and stifled the noise.
The coachman meanwhile lashed his horses, and the vehicle went
off at full speed to Bruyeres near Menilmontant, the country-
house of the Duc de Lorges, my brother-in-law, and friend of
the Prince de Leon, and who, with the Comte de Rieux, awaited
the runaway pair.

An interdicted and wandering priest was in waiting, and as
soon as they arrived married them. My brother-in-law then led
these nice young people into a fine chamber, where they were
undressed, put to bed, and left alone for two or three hours. A
good meal was then given to them, after which the bride was put
into the coach, with her attendant, who was in despair, and driven
back to the convent.

Mademoiselle de Roquelaure at once went deliberately to the
Superior, told her all that happened, and then calmly went into
her chamber, and wrote a fine letter to her mother, giving her
an account of her marriage, and asking for pardon; the Superior



 
 
 

of the convent, the attendants, and all the household being,
meanwhile, in the utmost emotion at what had occurred.

The rage of the Duchesse de Roquelaure at this incident
may be imagined. In her first unreasoning fury, she went to
Madame de la Vieuville, who, all in ignorance of what had
happened, was utterly at a loss to understand her stormy and
insulting reproaches. At last Madame de Roquelaure saw that
her friend was innocent of all connection with the matter; and
turned the current of her wrath upon M. de Leon, against whom
she felt the more indignant, inasmuch as he had treated her with
much respect and attention since the rupture, and had thus, to
some extent, gained her heart. Against her daughter she was
also indignant, not only for what she had done, but because she
had exhibited much gaiety and freedom of spirit at the marriage
repast, and had diverted the company by some songs.
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