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CHAPTER VII.
In the month of May, 1801, there came to Paris, on his way to take
possession of his new kingdom, the Prince of Tuscany, Don Louis
the First, whom the First Consul had just made King of Etruria. He
traveled under the name of the Count of Leghorn, with his wife,
who was the infanta of Spain, Maria Louisa, third daughter of
Charles the Fourth; but in spite of the incognito, which, from the
modest title he had assumed, he seemed really anxious to preserve,
especially, perhaps, on account of the poor appearance of his small
court, he was, notwithstanding, received and treated at the Tuileries
as a king. This prince was in feeble health, and it was said had epilepsy. They were lodged at the residence of the Spanish Embassy,
formerly the Hotel Montessori; and he requested Madame de Montessori, who lived in the next house, to reopen a private communication between the houses which had long been closed. He, as well
as the Queen of Etruria, greatly enjoyed the society of this lady, who
was the widow of the Duke of Orleans, and spent many hours every
day in her house. A Bourbon himself, he doubtless loved to hear
every particular relating to the Bourbons of France, which could so
well be given by one who had lived at their court, and on intimate
terms with the royal family, with which she was connected by ties
which, though not official, were none the less well known and recognized.
Madame de Montesson received at her house all who were most
distinguished in Parisian society. She had reunited the remnants of
the most select society of former times, which the Revolution had
dispersed. A friend of Madame Bonaparte, she was also loved and
respected by the First Consul, who was desirous that they should
speak and think well of him in the most noble and elegant saloon of
the capital. Besides, he relied upon the experience and exquisite
refinement of this lady, to establish in the palace and its society, out
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of which he already dreamed of making a court, the usages and
etiquette customary with sovereigns.
The King of Etruria was not fond of work, and in this respect did
not please the First Consul, who could not endure idleness. I heard
him one day, in conversation with his colleague, Cambaceres, score
severely his royal protege (in his absence, of course). "Here is a
prince," said he, "who does not concern himself much with his very
dear and well-beloved subjects, but passes his time cackling with
old women, to whom he dilates in a loud tone on my good qualities,
while he complains in a whisper of owing his elevation to the chief
of this cursed French Republic. His only business is walking, hunting, balls, and theaters."—"It is asserted," remarked Cambaceres,
"that you wished to disgust the French people with kings, by showing them such a specimen, as the Spartans disgusted their children
with drunkenness by exhibiting to them a drunken slave."
"Not so, not so, my dear sir," replied the First Consul. "I have no
desire to disgust them with royalty; but the sojourn of the King of
Etruria will annoy a number of good people who are working incessantly to create a feeling favorable to the Bourbons." Don Louis,
perhaps, did not merit such severity, although he was, it must be
admitted, endowed with little mind, and few agreeable traits of
character. When he dined at the Tuileries, he was much embarrassed in replying to the simplest questions the First Consul addressed him. Beyond the rain and the weather, horses, dogs, and
other like subjects of conversation, he could not give an intelligent
reply on any subject. The Queen, his wife, often made signs to put
him on right road, and even whispered to him, what he should say
or do; but this rendered only the more conspicuous his absolute
want of presence of mind. People made themselves merry at his
expense; but they took good care, however, not to do this in the
presence of the First Consul, who would not have suffered any
want of respect to a guest to whom he had shown so much. What
gave rise to the greatest number of pleasantries, in regard to the
prince, was his excessive economy, which reached a point truly
incredible. Innumerable instances were quoted, which this is perhaps the most striking. The First Consul sent him frequently during
his stay, magnificent presents, such as Savonnerie carpets, Lyons
cloths, and Sevres porcelain; and on such occasions his Majesty
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would give some small gratuity to the bearers of these precious
articles. One day a vase of very great value (it cost, I believe, a hundred thousand crowns) was brought him which it required a dozen
workmen to place in the apartments of the king. Their work being
finished, the workmen waited until his Majesty should give them
some token of his satisfaction, and flattered themselves he would
display a truly royal liberality. As, notwithstanding, time passed,
and the expected gratuity did not arrive, they finally applied to one
of his chamberlains, and asked him to lay their petition at the feet of
the King of Etruria. His Majesty, who was still in ecstasy over the
beauty of the present, and the munificence of the First Consul, was
astounded at such a request. "It was a present," said he; "and hence
it was for him to receive, not to give;" and it was only after much
persistence that the chamberlain obtained six francs for each of
these workmen, which were refused by these good people. The
persons of the prince's suite asserted that to this extreme aversion to
expense he added an excessive severity towards themselves; however, the first of these traits probably disposed the servants of the
King of Etruria to exaggerate the second.
Masters who are too economical never fail to be deemed severe
themselves, and at the same time are severely criticised by their
servants. For this reason, perhaps (I would say in passing), there is
current among some people a calumny which represents the Emperor as often taking a fancy to beat his servants. The economy of
the Emperor Napoleon was only a desire for the most perfect order
in the expenses of his household. One thing I can positively assert in
regard to his Majesty, the King of Etruria, is that he did not sincerely feel either all the enthusiasm or all the gratitude which he expressed towards the First Consul, and the latter had more than one
proof of this insincerity. As to the king's talent for governing and
reigning, the First Consul said to Cambaceres at his levee, in the
same conversation from which I have already quoted, that the Spanish Ambassador had complained of the haughtiness of this prince
towards him, of his extreme ignorance, and of the disgust with
which all kind of business inspired him. Such was the king who
went to govern part of Italy, and was installed in his kingdom by
General Murat, who apparently had little idea that a throne was in
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store for himself a few leagues distant from that on which he seated
Don Luis.
The Queen of Etruria was, in the opinion of the First Consul,
more sagacious and prudent than her august husband. This princess was remarkable neither for grace nor elegance; she dressed
herself in the morning for the whole day, and walked in the garden,
her head adorned with flowers or a diadem, and wearing a dress,
the train of which swept up the sand of the walks; often, also, carrying in her arms one of her children, still in long dresses, from which
it can be readily understood that by night the toilet of her Majesty
was somewhat disarranged. She was far from pretty, and her manners were not suited to her rank. But, which fully atoned for all this,
she was good-tempered, much beloved by those in her service, and
fulfilled scrupulously all the duties of wife and mother; and in consequence the First Consul, who made a great point of domestic virtues, professed for her the highest and most sincere esteem.
During the entire month which their Majesties spent in Paris,
there was a succession of fetes, one of which Talleyrand gave in
their honor at Neuilly, of great magnificence and splendor, and to
which I, being on duty, accompanied the First Consul. The chateau
and park were illuminated with a brilliant profusion of colored
lights. First there was a concert, at the close of which the end of the
hall was moved aside, like the curtain of a theater, and we beheld
the principal square in Florence, the ducal palace, a fountain playing, and the Tuscans giving themselves up to the games and dances
of their country, and singing couplets in honor of their sovereigns.
Talleyrand came forward, and requested their Majesties to mingle
with their subjects; and hardly had they set foot in the garden than
they found themselves in fairyland, where fireworks, rockets, and
Bengal fires burst out in every direction and in every form, colonnades, arches of triumph, and palaces of fire arose, disappeared,
and succeeded each other incessantly. Numerous tables were arranged in the apartments and in the garden, at which all the spectators were in turn seated, and last of all a magnificent ball closed this
evening of enchantments. It was opened by the King of Etruria and
Madame Le Clerc (Pauline Borghese).
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Madame de Montesson also gave to their Majesties a ball, at
which the whole family of the First Consul was present. But of all
these entertainments, I retain the most vivid recollection of that
given by Chaptal, Minister of the Interior, the day which he chose
being the fourteenth of June, the anniversary of the battle of Marengo. After the concert, the theater, the ball, and another representation of the city and inhabitants of Florence, a splendid supper was
served in the garden, under military tents, draped with flags, and
ornamented with groupings of arms and trophies, each lady being
accompanied and served at table by an officer in uniform. When the
King and Queen of Etruria came out of their tent, a balloon was
released which carried into the heavens the name of Marengo in
letters of fire.
Their Majesties wished to visit, before their departure, the chief
public institutions, so they were taken to the Conservatory of Music,
to a sitting of the Institute, of which they did not appear to comprehend much, and to the Mint, where a medal was struck in their
honor. Chaptall received the thanks of the queen for the manner in
which he had entertained and treated his royal guests, both as a
member of the Institute, as minister at his hotel, and in the visits
which they had made to the different institutions of the capital. On
the eve of his departure the king had a long private interview with
the First Consul; and though I do not know what passed, I observed
that on coming out neither appeared to be satisfied with the other.
However, their Majesties, on the whole, should have carried away a
most favorable impression of the manner in which they had been
received.
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CHAPTER VIII.
In all the fetes given by the First Consul in honor of their Majesties, the King and Queen of Etruria, Mademoiselle Hortense shone
with that brilliancy and grace which made her the pride of her
mother, and the most beautiful ornament of the growing court of
the First Consul.
About this time she inspired a most violent passion in a gentleman of a very good family, who was, I think, a little deranged before this mad love affected his brain. This poor unfortunate roamed
incessantly around Malmaison; and as soon as Mademoiselle Hortense left the house, ran by the side of her carriage with the liveliest
demonstrations of tenderness, and threw through the window
flowers, locks of his hair, and verses of his own composition. When
he met Mademoiselle Hortense on foot, he threw himself on his
knees before her with a thousand passionate gestures, addressing
her in most endearing terms, and followed her, in spite of all opposition, even into the courtyard of the chateau, and abandoned himself to all kinds of folly. At first Mademoiselle Hortense, who was
young and gay, was amused by the antics of her admirer, read the
verses which he addressed to her, and showed them to the ladies
who accompanied her. One such poetical effusion was enough to
provoke laughter (and can you blame her?); but after the first burst
of laughter, Mademoiselle Hortense, good and charming as her
mother, never failed to say, with a sympathetic expression and tone,
"The poor man, he is much to be pitied!" At last, however, the importunities of the poor madman increased to such an extent that
they became insupportable. He placed himself at the door of the
theaters in Paris at which Mademoiselle Hortense was expected,
and threw himself at her feet, supplicating, weeping, laughing, and
gesticulating all at once. This spectacle amused the crowd too much
to long amuse Mademoiselle de Beauharnais; and Carrat was ordered to remove the poor fellow, who was placed, I think, in a private asylum for the insane.
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Mademoiselle Hortense would have been too happy if she could
have known love only from the absurd effects which it produced on
this diseased brain, as she thus saw it only in its pleasant and comic
aspect. But the time came when she was forced to feel all that is
painful and bitter in the experience of that passion. In January, 1802,
she was married to Louis Bonaparte, brother of the First Consul,
which was a most suitable alliance as regards age, Louis being
twenty-four years old, and Mademoiselle de Beauharnais not more
than eighteen; and nevertheless it was to both parties the beginning
of long and interminable sorrows.
Louis, however, was kind and sensible, full of good feeling and
intelligence, studious and fond of letters, like all his brothers (except
one alone); but he was in feeble health, suffered almost incessantly,
and was of a melancholy disposition. All the brothers of the First
Consul resembled him more or less in their personal appearance,
and Louis still more than the others, especially at the time of the
Consulate, and before the Emperor Napoleon had become so stout.
But none of the brothers of the Emperor possessed that imposing
and majestic air and that rapid and imperious manner which came
to him at first by instinct, and afterwards from the habit of command. Louis had peaceful and modest tastes. It has been asserted
that at the time of his marriage he was deeply attached to a person
whose name could not be ascertained, and who, I think, is still a
mystery.
Mademoiselle Hortense was extremely pretty, with an expressive
and mobile countenance, and in addition to this was graceful, talented, and affable. Kindhearted and amiable like her mother, she
had not that excessive desire to oblige which sometimes detracted
from Madame Bonaparte's character. This is, nevertheless, the
woman whom evil reports, disseminated by miserable scandalmongers, have so outrageously slandered! My heart is stirred with
disgust and indignation when I hear such revolting absurdities
repeated and scattered broadcast. According to these honest fabricators, the First Consul must have seduced his wife's daughter, before
giving her in marriage to his own brother. Simply to announce such
a charge is to comprehend all the falsity of it. I knew better than any
one the amours of the Emperor. In these clandestine liaisons he
feared scandal, hated the ostentations of vice, and I can affirm on
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honor that the infamous desires attributed to him never entered his
mind. Like every one else, who was near Mademoiselle de Beauharnais, and because he knew his step-daughter even more intimately, he felt for her the tenderest affection; but this sentiment was
entirely paternal, and Mademoiselle Hortense reciprocated it by
that reverence which a wellborn young girl feels towards her father.
She could have obtained from her step-father anything that she
wished, if her extreme timidity had not prevented her asking; but,
instead of addressing herself directly to him, she first had recourse
to the intercession of the secretary, and of those around the Emperor. Is it thus she would have acted if the evil reports spread by her
enemies, and those of the Emperor, had had the least foundation?
Before her marriage Hortense had an attachment for General Duroc, who was hardly thirty years of age, had a fine figure, and was a
favorite with the chief of state, who, knowing him to be prudent
and discreet, confided to him important diplomatic missions. As
aide-de-camp of the First Consul, general of division, and governor
of the Tuileries, he lived long in familiar intimacy at Malmaison,
and in the home life of the Emperor, and during necessary absences
on duty, corresponded with Mademoiselle Hortense; and yet the
indifference with which he allowed the marriage of the latter with
Louis to proceed, proves that he reciprocated but feebly the affection which he had inspired. It is certain that he could have had.
Mademoiselle de Beauharnais for his wife, if he had been willing to
accept the conditions on which the First Consul offered the hand of
his step-daughter; but he was expecting something better, and his
ordinary prudence failed him at the time when it should have
shown him a future which was easy to foresee, and calculated to
satisfy the promptings of an ambition even more exalted than his.
He therefore refused positively; and the entreaties of Madame Bonaparte, which had already influenced her husband, succeeded.
Madame Bonaparte, who saw herself treated with so little friendship by the brothers of the First Consul, tried to make his family a
defense for herself against the plots which were gathering incessantly around her to drive her away from the heart of her husband. It
was with this design she worked with all her might to bring about
the marriage of her daughter with one of her brothers-in-law.
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General Duroc doubtless repented immediately of his precipitate
refusal when crowns began to rain in the august family to which he
had had it in his power to ally himself; when he saw Naples, Spain,
Westphalia, Upper Italy, the duchies of Parma, Lucca, etc., become
the appendages of the new imperial dynasty; when the beautiful
and graceful Hortense herself, who had loved him so devotedly,
mounted in her turn a throne that she would have been only too
happy to have shared with the object of her young affections. As for
him, he married Mademoiselle Hervas d'Almenara, daughter of the
banker of the court of Spain. She was a little woman with a very
dark complexion, very thin, and without grace; but, on the other
hand, of a most peevish, haughty, exacting, and capricious temper.
As she was to have on her marriage an enormous dowry, the First
Consul had demanded her hand in marriage for his senior aide-decamp. Madame Duroc forgot herself, I have heard, so far as to beat
her servants, and to bear herself in a most singular manner toward
people who were in no wise her dependants. When M. Dubois came
to tune her piano, unfortunately she was at home, and finding the
noise required by this operation unendurable, drove the tuner off
with the greatest violence. In one of these singular attacks she one
day broke all the keys of his instrument. Another time Mugnier,
clockmaker of the Emperor, and the head of his profession in Paris,
with Breguet, having brought her a watch of very great value that
madame, the Duchess of Friuli had herself ordered, but which did
not please her, she became so enraged, that, in the presence of
Mugnier, she dashed the watch on the floor, danced on it, and reduced it to atoms. She utterly refused to pay for it, and the marshal
was compelled to do this himself. Thus Duroc's want of foresight in
refusing the hand of Hortense, together with the interested calculations of Madame Bonaparte, caused the misery of two households.
The portrait I have sketched, and I believe faithfully, although not
a flattering picture, is merely that of a young woman with all the
impulsiveness of the Spanish character, spoiled as an only daughter,
who had been reared in indulgence, and with the entire neglect
which hinders the education of all the young ladies of her country.
Time has calmed the vivacity of her youth; and madame, the Duchess of Friuli, has since given an example of most faithful devotion to
duty, and great strength of mind in the severe trials that she has
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endured. In the loss of her husband, however grievous it might be,
glory had at least some consolation to offer to the widow of the
grand marshal. But when her young daughter, sole heiress of a
great name and an illustrious title, was suddenly taken away by
death from all the expectations and the devotion of her mother, who
could dare to offer her consolation? If there could be any (which I
do not believe), it would be found in the remembrance of the cares
and tenderness lavished on her to the last by maternal love. Such
recollections, in which bitterness is mingled with sweetness, were
not wanting to the duchess.
The religious ceremony of marriage between Louis and Hortense
took place Jan. 7, in a house in the Rue de la Victoire; and the marriage of General Murat with Caroline Bonaparte, which had been
acknowledged only before the civil authorities, was consecrated on
the same day. Both Louis and his bride were very sad. She wept
bitterly during the whole ceremony, and her tears were not soon
dried. She made no attempt to win the affection of her husband;
while he, on his side, was too proud and too deeply wounded to
pursue her with his wooing. The good Josephine did all she could to
reconcile them; for she must have felt that this union, which had
begun so badly, was her work, in which she had tried to combine
her own interest, or at least that which she considered such, and the
happiness of her daughter. But her efforts, as well as her advice and
her prayers, availed nothing; and I have many a time seen Hortense
seek the solitude of her own room, and the heart of a friend, there to
pour out her tears. Tears fell from her eyes sometimes even in the
midst of one of the First Consul's receptions, where we saw with
sorrow this young woman, brilliant and gay, who had so often
gracefully done the honors on such occasions and attended to all the
details of its etiquette, retire into a corner, or into the embrasure of a
window, with one of her most intimate friends, there to sadly make
her the a confidante of her trials. During this conversation, from
which she rose with red and swollen eyes, her husband remained
thoughtful and taciturn at the opposite end of the room. Her Majesty, the Queen of Holland, has been accused of many sins; but everything said or written against this princess is marked by shameful
exaggeration. So high a fortune drew all eyes to her, and excited
bitter jealousy; and yet those who envied her would not have failed
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to bemoan themselves, if they had been put in tier place, on condition that they were to bear her griefs. The misfortunes of Queen
Hortense began with life itself. Her father having been executed on
a revolutionary scaffold, and her mother thrown into prison, she
found herself, while still a child, alone, and with no other reliance
than the faithfulness of the old servants of the family. Her brother,
the noble and worthy Prince Eugene, had been compelled, it is said,
to serve as an apprentice. She had a few years of happiness, or at
least of repose, during the time she was under the care of Madame
Campan, and just after she left boarding-school. But her evil destiny
was far from quitting her; and her wishes being thwarted, an unhappy marriage opened for her a new succession of troubles. The
death of her first son, whom the Emperor wished to adopt, and
whom he had intended to be his successor in the Empire, the divorce of her mother, the tragic death of her best-loved friend, Madame de Brocq, who, before her eyes, slipped over a precipice; the
overturning of the imperial throne, which caused her the loss of her
title and rank as queen, a loss which she, however, felt less than the
misfortunes of him whom she regarded as her father; and finally,
the continual annoyance of domestic dissensions, of vexatious lawsuits, and the agony she suffered in beholding her oldest surviving
son removed from her by order of her husband,—such were the
principal catastrophes in a life which might have been thought destined for so much happiness.
The day after the marriage of Mademoiselle Hortense, the First
Consul set out for Lyons, where there awaited him the deputies of
the Cisalpine Republic, assembled for the election of a president.
Everywhere on his route he was welcomed with fetes and congratulations, with which all were eager to overwhelm him on account of
the miraculous manner in which he had escaped the plots of his
enemies. This journey differed in no wise from the tours which he
afterwards made as Emperor. On his arrival at Lyons, he received
the visit of all the authorities, the constituent bodies, the deputations from the neighboring departments, and the members of the
Italian councils. Madame Bonaparte, who accompanied him on this
journey, attended with him these public displays, and shared with
him the magnificent fete given to him by the city of Lyons. The day
on which the council elected and proclaimed the First Consul presi16

dent of the Italian Republic he reviewed, on the Place des Brotteaux,
the troops of the garrison, and recognized in the ranks many soldiers of the army of Egypt, with whom he conversed for some time.
On all these occasions the First Consul wore the same costume that
he had worn at Malmaison, and which I have described elsewhere.
He rose early, mounted his horse, and visited the public works,
among others those of the Place Belcour, of which he had laid the
corner-stone on his return from Italy, passed through the Place des
Brotteaux, inspected, examined everything, and, always indefatigable, worked on his return as if he had been at the Tuileries. He rarely changed his dress, except when he received at his table the authorities or the principal inhabitants of the city. He received all petitions most graciously, and before leaving presented to the mayor of
the city a scarf of honor, and to the legate of the Pope a handsome
snuff-box ornamented with his likeness.
The deputies of the council received presents, and were most
generous in making them, presenting Madame Bonaparte with
magnificent ornaments of diamonds and precious stones, and other
most valuable jewelry.
The First Consul, on arriving at Lyons, had been deeply grieved
at the sudden death of a worthy prelate whom he had known in his
first campaign in Italy.
The Archbishop of Milan had come to Lyons, notwithstanding his
great age, in order to see the First Consul, whom he loved with such
tenderness that in conversation the venerable old man continually
addressed the young general as "my son." The peasants of Pavia,
having revolted because their fanaticism had been excited by false
assertions that the French wished to destroy their religion, the
Archbishop of Milan, in order to prove that their fears were groundless, often showed himself in a carriage with General Bonaparte.
This prelate had stood the journey well, and appeared in good
health and fine spirits. Talleyrand, who had arrived at Lyons a few
days before the First Consul, gave a dinner to the Cisalpine deputies
and the principal notables of the city, at which the Archbishop of
Milan sat on his right. He had scarcely taken his seat, and was in the
act of leaning forward to speak to M. de Talleyrand, when he fell
dead in his armchair.
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On the 12th of January the town of Lyons gave, in honor of the
First Consul and Madame Bonaparte, a magnificent fete, consisting
of a concert, followed by a ball. At eight o'clock in the evening, the
three mayors, accompanied by the superintendents of the fete,
called upon their illustrious guests in the government palace. I can
imagine that I see again spread out before me that immense amphitheater, handsomely decorated, and illuminated by innumerable
lusters and candles, the seats draped with the richest cloths manufactured in the city, and filled with thousands of women, some brilliant in youth and beauty, and all magnificently attired. The theater
had been chosen as the place of the fete; and on the entrance of the
First Consul and Madame Bonaparte, who advanced leaning on the
arm of one of the mayors, there arose a thunder of applause and
acclamations. Suddenly the decorations of the theater faded from
sight, and the Place Bonaparte (the former Place Belcour) appeared,
as it had been restored by order of the First Consul. In the midst
rose a pyramid, surmounted by the statue of the First Consul, who
was represented as resting upon a lion. Trophies of arms and basreliefs represented on one side, the other that of Marengo.
When the first, transports excited by this spectacle, which recalled
at once the benefits and the victories of the hero of the fete, had
subsided, there succeeded a deep silence, and delightful music was
heard, mingled with songs, dedicated to the glory of the First Consul, to his wife, the warriors who surrounded him, and the representatives of the Italian republics. The singers and the musicians
were amateurs of Lyons. Mademoiselle Longue, Gerbet, the postmaster, and Theodore, the merchant, who had each performed their
parts in a charming manner, received the congratulations of the
First Consul, and the most gracious thanks of Madame Bonaparte.
What struck me most forcibly in the couplets which were sung on
that occasion, and which much resembled all verses written for such
occasions, was that incense was offered to the First Consul in the
very terms which all the poets of the Empire have since used in
their turn. All the exaggerations of flattery were exhausted during
the consulate; and in the years which followed, it was necessary for
poets often to repeat themselves. Thus, in the couplets of Lyons, the
First Consul was the God of victory, the conqueror of the Nile and
of Neptune, the savior of his country, the peacemaker of the world,
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the arbiter of Europe. The French soldiers were transformed into
friends and companions of Alcides, etc., all of which was cutting the
ground from under the feet of the singers of the future.
The fete of Lyons ended in a ball which lasted until daylight, at
which the First Consul remained two hours, which he spent in conversation with the magistrates of the city. While the better class of
the inhabitants gave these grand entertainments to their guests, the
people, notwithstanding the cold, abandoned themselves on the
public squares to pleasure and dancing, and towards midnight
there was a fine display of fireworks on the Place Bonaparte.
After fifteen or eighteen days passed at Lyons, we returned to
Paris, the First Consul and his wife continuing to reside by preference at Malmaison. It was, I think, a short time after the return of
the First Consul that a poorly dressed man begged an audience; an
order was given to admit him to the cabinet, and the First Consul
inquired his name. "General," replied the petitioner, frightened by
his presence, "it is I who had the honor of giving you writing lessons in the school of Brienne."—"Fine scholar you have made!" interrupted vehemently the First Consul; "I compliment you on it!"
Then he began to laugh at his own vehemence, and addressed a few
kind words to this good man, whose timidity such a compliment
had not reassured. A few days after the master received, from the
least promising, doubtless, of all his pupils at Brienne (you know
how the Emperor wrote), a pension amply sufficient for his needs.
Another of the old teachers of the First Consul, the Abbe Dupuis,
was appointed by him to the post of private librarian at Malmaison,
and lived and died there. He was a modest man, and had the reputation of being well-educated. The First Consul visited him often in
his room, and paid him every imaginable attention and respect.

19

