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PREFACL.

-— e

SomE critics have thought proper to dispute the
claims of historical romance as an assistant in
modern literature, but no person can deny that
memoirs have ever been the useful auxiliaries of
history.

Even foreigners have agreed that the French
(to whom they so ridiculously refuse all title to
epic verse) possess a singular talent for writing
those kind of familiar histories, where the author
so well avails himself of the first person to afford
us a fur more intitnate acquaintance with either the
actions of past ages, or the political events of our
own time, than could bave been drawn from the
gravest records.

T'o merit the appellation of memoirs it becomes
requisite that the Listorical picture thus presented
should be the work of one of the principal actors,
or, at least, that the narrator, attached to one of
these eminent personages, should have partaken
his fortune in all its vicissitudes of good or bad,
been the depofitory of his most sccret thoughts,
and enabled to divine the secret motives of all his
actions.

Many essential differences distingrish memoirs
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Xiv PREFACE.

from history properiy so called; we aliude only
to those whose writers lay claim to a greater or
less degree of celebrity: the historian exercises
a species of magistracy, he speaks in the name
of geaeral reason, whilst the anthor of memoirs
judges merely according to his own individual
opinion. We have a right to insist upon the
historian being botn impartial and disinterested,
whilst we freely pardon the greatest partiality
in him who inaites the memoirs of himself or
his contemporaries ; he appears as thongh plead-
ing for a particular cause, and renders every thing
subservient to the egotistical views of a party
or a hero. This party is frequently his own, and
the hero. in favour of whom he would remove all
opposing voiees, is, probably, himself; he practises
both the art of attack and defence, dlld oftentimes,
setting aside the great interests of a people or a
court, he voluntarily places himself on. the fore-
ground of a picture, and takes a pleasure in
explaining to us why he adopted certain measures
under certain circumstances, or justifies himself
for the conduct he followed on some other occa-
sion.

Undoubtedly, the most fruitful period for me-
moirs will be that in which a great number of
individuals have been actively emnployed for the
public good :—thus the three last centuries (in
which have occurred the three great political
crises, known in France by the name of the
League, the Fronde, and the RevGlution) opened
a wide field for the writers of autobiography. We
shall pass over in silence the first and last of these
occurrences, as having no reference to onr preseut
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subject; the one being of too ancient date and
the other too recent.

Those civil wars which witnessed the league of
the nobles and parliament agzainst Louis XIV.
during hjs minority, are rich in the most curious
details connected with that struggle, which com-
menced in the drawing-rooms of Paris and termi-
nated in the Bastille: from these events sprung
the memoirs of madame de Motteville and so
many others, above all the memoirs of the famous
cardinal de Retz;—and whose pen but his own
could depict the man who displayed beneath his
ecclesiastical robe as much courage and genius as
the great Condé on the field of battle? thus our
interest never tires over this admirable narration.

After the Fronde these kind of memoirs become
more rare, until they wholly change their charac
ter :—the smooth and pacific courtier replaced the
turbulence of the feudal baron, the conquered
parliaments prostrated themselves before Louis
XIV., and all opposition fled the presence of this
brilliant despot. The Bastille opened its gloomy
doors to enclose those writers who had not sufhi-
cient tact to conceal their censure beneath the veil
of fable, whilst the grossest flattery was equally
sure of encouragement and reward ; for this rea-
son we find flattery pervade every work, from the
funeral orations of Bossuet to the letters of madame
de Sevigné. The orator, whilst dwelling upon
the past life of the deceased prince, forbore any
allusion to the wars of La Fronde, satisfying him-
self with saying that the great Condé * wept over
his faults.” ~ On the other hand, in the letters of
madame de Sevigné to her daugh!er, the noble

b3



Vi PREFACE.

lady appears to venture, with fear and trembling,
upon the most innocent epigram, and should one
escape her pen she hastens to atone for her indis-
cretion by loudly extolling the handsome leg of
the great monarch.

It would therefore bein vain to seck for genuine
memoirs after La Fronde. Of whom could we ask
them? of Dangean? Certainly not; for, spite of
the title bestowed by this courtier upon his collec-
tion, the work is not one of memoirs, it is a mere
journal and nothing else. 'The editor says, (for
instance,) * We have learned this morning at court
the death of that excellent man Corneille;” here
we have a complete specimen of the tone and form
of an official gazette. Neither are the memoirs
left us by Saint Simon much more deserving that
name. This witty writer took no part in the events
which he relates ; his.active part was confined to
a few unimportant measures relating to the affairs
of some legitimate and legitimated princes, after
that he dlsappears completely from the scene ; he
transmits to us memoirs of the whole court, WIth
the exception of himself; his memoirs, therefore,
cannot be truly styled such.

The memoirs of the maréchal de Richelien are
merely a collection of scandalous anecdotes, which
may ecasionally amuse but are much more likely
to disgust; and besides, great part of what he
writes may justly be styled apocryphal: they are
attributed to Soulavie. Neither was it possible to
have a greater number of memoirs of the reign of
Louis XV. than of the regency, or concerning the
reign of Louis X1V. Valets, whose sole care or
concern consisted in making their court to their
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master, are but little anxious to publish to the
world their own insignificancy ; they lived from
day to day as reckless of the past as of the future,
and were silent because they imagined they had
nothing to say.

Certain memoirs have been published under
the name of some celebrated personages of the
period, but the veracity of these accounts is gene-
rally doubted; it may indeed be assumed that the
ouly persons really ualified to hand down to us a
true picture of passing events were the female
favourites of the king. These ladies were well
informed of all that was going on; the ministers of
state even prosecuted their political labours in
their boudoirs. They themselves were the moving
springs which set the great machine going, and
around them the brainless courtiers of the ante-
room sported or intrigued; to this state of
thin_ss we owe the memoirs of madame de Pom-
padour as well as those of the comtesse du Barri,
which form the subject of our present considera-
tion.

It was about the year 1788 that the comtesse
du Barri arranged her memoirs in the form of
letters addressed to her friend, M. de V . She
wrote them less to justify herself from the calum-
nies laid to her charge, than to revive, in some
measure, the beloved recollection of past scenes,
which her heart regretted and sighed over in spite
of herself.

Here we have one objection to get over—does
madame du Barri really lay before us the * round
unvarnished tale” she promiscs in her first letter?
This is indeed somewhat embarras=ing for an
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editor to reply to; nevertheless we will candidly
confess that in the first instance madame du Barri
deceives us by pretending to legitimacy of birth,
while a recent decree from the court of Paris pro-
nounces her to have been a natural daughter.
She likewise fixes her birth about the 28th August,
1744, and the same royal edict proves her to
have been born on the 19th August, 1746. She
tells us also that she came to Paris between the
ages of seventeen and eighteen, and yet it is well
known that her mother’s marriage with monsieur
Rangon took place on the 18th July, 1749.

However, we may cede the point by supposing
that madame du Barri was herself in ignorance
of her illegitimate extraction, and has volunmnly
forgotten the period of her birth, as well as of her
arrival in Paris.

But there is one fact of which she could not
have been in ignorance, the dissipated life she led
in her early youth ; and here, it must be confessed,
she does not treat us with the candour she engaged
to do. It may easily be perceived that she feels
shame at the retrospect of this part of her life, in
which she abandoned to the first comer charms
which, some years afterwards, were sufficient to en-
slave a monarch ; however, although her pen is shy
of revealing the history of past irregularities, and,
to use her own words, “giides over this period
as quickly as possible,” it allows us eusily to guess
them.

However this may be, no sooner had madame
du Barri appeared at court than she despised all
concealment and falsehood ; from that period she
relates, with the most perfect sincerity, all she
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witnessed, said, or did ; it would appear as
though her elevation to the sovereign’s affections
had purified her past life and absolved her by
anticipation of all her subsequent errors; from
this period she has no wish to conceal any occur-
rence, and from the moment of her elevation to
royal favour her recital assumes a free and inge-
nuous tone, unrestrained by any consideration
and unfettered by any fear. How much piquancy
do we find in the anecdotes she relates, from the
adventure of the comtesse d’Egmont to that of the
chancellor’s wig! How true are her portraits,
taking in all she has sketched, from that of the
maréchale de Mirepoix to that of the great Mo-
rand !

We mentioned the general vein of partiality
which usually pervades memoirs, and these of
madame du Burri partake more strougly of this
fault than any others we are acquainted with.
Not that her partial feelings ever induce her to
speak ill of her enemies, but they decidedly influ-
ence her manner of speaking of all those whom
she has loved, or who have rendered her any
service.

For instauce, it appears to us that she enter-
tains too high an opinion of the talents of mon-
sieur de Maupeou, only because this personage
helped to bring about the destruction of the old
parliament.  No great effort of genius was requi-
site to effect this great work, and the countess
cannot dissimllate that the attachment she felt

i for the duc d’Aiguillon wonderfully assisted the
¢ chancellor in his hatred against the gentlemen of

i the parliament.
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She bestows likewise too great an admiration
upou the financial capacity of the abbé Terray.
The abbé was merely a witty money-changer,
possessed of the most barefaced impudence. We
have had a similar instance in our own time in
the finance department. Heaven preserve us
from a third abbé Terray !

But of all the friends of madame du Barri, the
one she has most handsomely treated is the duc
d’Aiguillon.  Can it be that she was really igno-
rant of the infamous conduct of this nobleman, or
did the blindness of her regard for him effectually
shut her eyes to the enormities he had committed?
This is more than we can take upon ourselves to
decide ; but we do think that the countess, who,
according to her own account, possessed a natu-
ral kindness of disposition, would never have loved
the duc d'Aiguillon had she been aware-of the
brutal nature of this nran; doubtlessly the perse-
cutions the messicurs de la Chalotais and the
whole of Bretagne experienced at the hands of
the duke, persecutions which finished only with
his disgrace, must have been wholly unknown to
ker. Itis well known that in the time when the
duc d’Aiguillon commanded in Bretagne, in 1758,
the Eunglish made a descent upon Sainit Cast, a
battle took place, they were driven back to their
ships with considerable loss; during the engage-
ment the duc d’Aiguillon kept himselt’ prudently
ensconced in a mill.  Upon his return to Rennes
one of his partisans thought proper to extol his
bravery in the presenece of La Chalotais, and to
assert that he had returned covered with glory.
* Rather say with flour,” replied the attorneys



PREFACE. xxi

general. This unfortunate witticism drew down
upon M. de la Chalotais the implacable hatred of
the duc d’Aiguillon, and led to his being confined
as a criminal in the chiteau de Loches. The
comtesse du Barri, in her memoirs, passes over
all these facts in silence, but it was not possible
1o conceal them ; the eloquent pages written by
La Chalotais in prison, with a tooth-pick, have
left an indelible disgrace upon the name of the
Verres of Bretagne.

Another personage whom the comtesse du
Barri treats with equal indulgence is Louis XV,
Her first portrait of him is not however a flattering
one; she styles him ‘“ a sentimental egotist ;” but
quickly her opinion of the monarch assumes a
more favourable bias, as though the continual
favours with which lher royal lover loaded her had
effected atotal change in her view of his character.
She incessantly vaunts the king’s genevosity and
amiable disposition, whilst we could cite mauny
facts which would incontestably prove his cold
and sclfish character ; we shall however content
ourselves with bringing forward two which are
not generally knowa.

Amongst the cfiicers who composed the house-
hold of Louis was a gentleman who entertained
the most nervoug apprehension of death, Well!
-incredible as it may seem, it was the king’s delight
:to speak to this unfortunate mau of death ; and,
iabove all, to give him commissions which neces-
sgarily brought the dreaded subject before his eyes.
Lhus, upon the most frivolous pretexts, this poor
entleman wes continually despatched to the ca.
werns of St, Denis.
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The day on which madame de Pompadour
whom Louis had once so tenderly loved, was to
be deposited in the tomb, the king, standing in
one of the balconies of the chiteau, surrounded
by several courtiers, suddenly drew out his watch,
and regarding it with indifference, « Ah,”" said he,
“’tis the hour fixed for the funeral of madame de
Pompado ar 5 she will have a fine day.”

Madame du Barri herself relates the history of
the portfolio of madame de Pompadour; which
plainly indicates how little the heart of Louis was
gifted with affectionate recollections.  Without
having the same implicit reliance as madame du
Barri in the virtues of her illustrious lover, we
must nevertheless agree with her, that Louis XV.
was by no nieans destitute of virtues; but the
vouth of this prince had been passed in the midst
of the orgies of the regency, and his taste was early
corrupted by a species of pleasure as destitute of
delicacy as refinement. When old age arrived,
his egotism became that of an infirm voluptuary,
despising that public opinion by which he felt
nimself despised. He died; and the disgust
which had been entertained for him during the
latter years of his life ceased not at his death., The
people suffered his coffin to proceed alone and
unattended to St. Denis, as though they sought
by this solemn and impressive absence to protest
against the title of “ well beloved,” with which
they had formerly honoured their king.

Let us now return to the memoirs of madame
du Barri. As we before observed, they are written
it the form of an epistolary journal, and we have
taken the liberty of dividing them iato chapters
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instead of leiters, in order to prefix to each a
summary of its contents. It is not possible to fix
with precision the period of this curious corre-
spoudence ; but, as madame du Barri occasionally
speaks of events as though they were passing at
the moment of her writing, we may reasonably
suppose that her first letter was written at the time
when M. de Brienne, archbishop of Toulouse,
entered into-the ministry. Her last letter, dated
October, 1789, is filled with the terror with which
the events of the second or third of this month
had inspired her ; and the countess relates, with
apparent dread, the reappearance of that myste-
rious personage who, ten years previously, had
foretold her elevation.

He to whom these letters were addressed has
carefully abstained from any corrections; he has
wisely preferred leaving them with here aud there
a grammatical error, to spoiling them by an over-
retinement of that style, occasionally so picturesgue
and always witty.

Madame du Barri had received a good eduea-
tion, which, in the society of the maréchale de
Mirepoix, ripened to perfection. Let not the
reader be surprised at the petulancy of her man-
ners and the sharpuess of her replies,* as she her-
self declares she acted thus from a preconcerted
plan. Louis XV, was satiated with pleasure in
its court suit, and longed to be loved without the
burden and embarrassment of studied graces.

The comt®&se du Barri fulfilled his utmost

* The editor has nevertheless ventured to correct aund

modity certain intemperate expressions, which have not sur-
-ived the disorganized period they allade to.

» G
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wishes ; besides, it is easily perceived that she
could assume a very different manner when she
thought proper, and that, when occasiou suited,
she could play off the great lady as well as any
one. Even her enemies are ready to grant this,
and allow, that on her presentation she conducted
herself with as much ease and dignified grace as
though her whole life had been passed at court.
And here, by the way, we will just stop to
notice a singular mistake made by the comtesse
de Genlis. This lady says in her Memoirs, vol. ii.
pages 108 and 109, that her aunt, mudame de
Montesson, was presented in the beginning of
«November, 1770, on the same evening as madame
du Barri, We would beg of the comtesse de Gen-
lis to observe, that madame du Barri was pre-
sented, not in November, 1770, but on the 22d
of April, 1769 ; thatis to say, full eighteen months
before madame de Montesson, it is likewise well
known that hers was the ouly presentation which
took place upon that day. 'This may be the more
easily ascertained in the most positive terms from
the conversation held by the king on the evening
preceding her presentation; a conversation care-
fully copied even into those pamphlets written
against madame du Barri, and which she herself
notes down in her memoirs. It must be by some
strange failure of memory that madame de Genlis
declares she saw the ladies of the court flying with
terror from the presence of madame du Barri.
To have given a better colouring o the fable of
their joint appearance at court, nmadame de Geulis
should have paid a little more attention to dates—
dates—stubborn, inexorable dates!
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M. de V—— was far from suspecting the crue’
end which fortune or fate had in store for him;
but, from the commencement of 1793, seeing the
turn which things were taking, and apprehensive
that these memoirs, if found, might compromise
his safety as well as that of the fair writer, he con-
cealed them in the recesses of a cabinet constructed
in the wall, and concealed by the wainscot. Per-
haps he might have destroyed them, had he anti-
cipated any difficulty in hereafter disposing of
them. But, arrested by the order of the com-
mittee of public safety, he was not long in follow-
ing his friend to the scaffuld.

His successors could not prevail on themselves,
to destroy such valuable documents of the last
century. On the other hand, they were apprehea-
sive of publishing, until now, a work in which
several persons still living might find themselves
unfrvourably mentioned. However, at the present
period, the greater number of madame du Barri's
contemporaries are gone, like herself, to their last
account; and to the sinall number who survive
her, the perusal of these memoirs can only be a
matter of simple interest and curiosity.  Madame
du Barri mentions the most illustrious of them
with expressions of the most profound respect.

In 1803 appearcd Memoirs of the Comiesse du
Barri, in four volumes, 12mo.,, by M. de Fau-
crolles. 'This writer, known ouly by some {rivo-
lous and carelessly writien romances, has extracted
these pretendgd memoirs word for word from the

~work entitled Anecdotes of the Comlesse dw Barri,

. from the Time of her Birth to the Death of Louts

+ X¥. e has completed it with the aid of seme
¢
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pieces entirely destitute of interest, except those
which relate to the countess’s lawsuit.

The same writer has also published the Cor-
respondence of Madame du Barri. We have
strong reasons for believing that the whole of this
collection is a forgery. However, it is very un-
important ; for it appears to have fallen into the
most complete oblivion.

We trust to the known judgment and candour
of the public to discriminate between those fabri-
cated productions and the authenticated memoirs
we now lay before it. They are so much the
more interesting, as they show us the most illus-

_trious personages figuring familiarly in the domes-
tic circle of the monarch’s favourite : to hear them
speak is alone suflicieat to mark their individua-
lity ; their words, their phrases could have issued
from no lips but their own. The duc de Richelieu
bears no resemblance to the chancellor Maupeou,
neither is there any likeness between the duc
d’Aiguillon and the duc de Choiseul. The maré-
chale de Mirepoix is wholly unlike mademoisclle
du Barri ; and although comte Jean (who might
be taken for a sketch irom the pen of the great
sir Walter Scott) may be likened by many to
the prince de Soubise, he really is essentially
ditferent.

Madame du Barri shows herself neither im-
placable nor vindictive in her memoirs ; and she
does ample justice to the duc de Choiseul as well
as the duchesse de Grammont, althdugh both had
behaved ill towards her.  She prefers no aceu-
sation against them, but relates, without bitterncess,
all that passed between them and herself. How-
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ever, simply as she appears to have treated her
adversaries, it is very evident how they behaved
towards her. She reproaches them with satires,
their pamphlets, their libels; and contents herself,
b way of revenge, with a little playful quizzing
of the duchess.

How comes it then, that, spite of the constant
kindness evinced by her, madame du Barri has
been represented under such odious colours? We
might almost suppose that the hatred with which
Touis XV. was regarded, had reflected upon his
favourite ; for with what, personally, could she be
reproached ?>—ler enormous expenses ? But to that
we answer, that surely the king had a right to
confer on his mistress unlimited command over
his privy purse; and even if otherwise, six mil-
lions, more or less, in the treasure of the state,
were nothing at a period when each court in-
triguer wa:, permitted o carry it away by handsful.

Perhaps it will be arged against-the comtesse
du Barri that she took too decided a part in the
destruction of the parliaments. DBut which of us
can say whether she was right or wrong? We,
who are of the ancient magistracy as far back as
its original institution, may agree that she well
deserved her fall; but let us likewise remember
that the cleverest spirits of the time, the most in-
dependent, characters of which the period could
boast, Voltaire and Rousseau, were the declared
enemies of parliaments.
¢ Will any on® step forward and accuse madame
du Barri of using her power to render any one
mlbe\ able? Surely not. 'When she became queen
gﬂer the fashion of madame de Pompadour, not

c3
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only did she abstain from ever demanding a single
lettre de cachet, but she even solicited the pardon
of some imprudent persons whom it had been
necessary to punish. In a heart so open to every
generous sentiment as was hers, hatred could find
no place.

The proof of all we have advanced will be
found in these memoirs; in them.it will be seen,
that she frequently complains of an individual
whom she praises and commends a few pages
further on. This the reader will recognise in the
case of M. de Roquelaure,* messieurs de Soubise,
de la Vrillitre, and several others. It will be
readily perceived that these memoirs were written
without any decided plan. The pen of the
countess rapidly glides along, conducted only by
the accuracy of her recollections or the aid of her
daily notes.

We might here likewise point out faults of
chronology, transpositions of dates, contradictions,
and mistakes; all these it would have cost little
trouble to correct; but we feared to substitute our
own writing in the place of that of the countess,
and we preferred leaving the memoirs, with all
their defects and all their originality, to substitut-
ing a fictitious academical exactitude of style.

Possibly the reader may experience somne curio-
sity to know what became of this family Du Barri,
who made so great a noise during several years:

* We will just observe that, in the Mematrs of Madame du
Barri, vol. i, this prelate is styled old (viens). He was by no
means so at the period when” the countess wrote 5 it is an
error of the transcriber : the word 1n the original manuscript
is handsome (beau).
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we will endeavour to gratify them in a few
words.

. Comte Jean, whom his sister-in-law paints in
so fanciful a manner, and who, like Figaro, was
worth more than his reputation, qumed France
immediately upon the death of Louis XV. He
returned a short time afterwards, first to inhabit
Paris, and afterwards to fix himself at Toulouse.
This, at least, is what is said of him in the Tou-
lousaine Biography, a work recently published ;
it speaks of him in the following words :—

¢ Comte Jean built a magnificent hotel in the
place St. Sernin, in which he collected all that
Juxury could devise ; a garden laid out after the
English fashion, the first which had been seen in
the country ; a valuable collection of pictures and
statues, the works of the greatest masters, at-
‘tracted crowds to view the terrestrial paradise he
called his uwn. Persons of the most exalted rank
were willing to visit comte Jean, to sit at his
table, and to be present at the numerous fites he
gave ; the frankness of his manners, and the
‘benefits he liberally bestowed upon all the poor
‘and needy round about, drew down upon him the
“riendship and esteem of high and low, and ob-
tained for hiin the warmest partisans.

“ When, in 1787, the ministry conceived and
fexecuted a parliamentary reform, Du Barri, either
’?by inclination or address, evinced the utmost

evotion in the cau-» of the sovereign courts. He
%mhmced the *part of the mamstrates with so
nuch encrgy, that he was obh'red to go to Paris
» answer for his sentlments, in company with
Anessicurs Jaunne and Lafrage, twn celebrated
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advocates of Toulouse, who had likewise given
the most striking proofs of their attachment to
the parliaments.  When the courts were recalled
in October, 1788, Du Barri, Jaunne, and Lafrage
returned to Toulouse, where they made an almost
trimmnphal entry. Crowns were decreed to each
of the trio, and their names were celebrated in
couplets, which are still extant.

*“ Upon the formation of the national guard
of Toulouse in 1789, comte Jean, appointed
second colonel of the legion of St. Sernin, armed
and equipped his troop with every demonstration
of the greatest devotion to the new institutions.
Ie did not, however, like many others, seek to
avenge himself at the beginning of the revolution
for the pretended injuries he had experienced at
court. He did not deceive himself as to his past
conduct, and he continued the faithful and re-
spectful subject of the unfortunate Louis XVI.

 After the 10th of August Du Barri was arrested
by those very meu whom he had fed and clothed.
Scarcely was the revolutionary tribunal created
at Toulouse than he was denounced by it. The
impetuosity of his conduct during the reign of
Louis XV. was the cause assigned for his con-
demmation. During the debates of the 17th of
January, 1794, he displayed great firmness, and
replied only to the insidious questions of the pub-
lic accuser, Copelle, in these words, What would
it avail me to dispule with you respecting the
Sfew days which remain to me of"my existence !
His scaffold was erected on the Place Royale. As
he was going to execution, comte Jean appeared
disquieted ; for a few minutes he scemed moved
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;almost to tears; but quickly overcoming this
tweakness, and resuming all his usual firmness, he.
isalutcd the crowd assembled around him. Adieun,
glmy Jriends ! adieu, my fellow-citizens! cried he;
then pronouncing a short harangue to the people,
ihe met the stroke of death. He was born in
11722 ; of two marriages there remained but one
ison, (the fruit of his first uniun,) known to the
jworld under the title of Adolphe vicomte du Barri.
fThis young man, after having espoused made-
‘moiselle de Tournon, abandoned her, and fled to
iEngland, where he was killed in a duel, arising
§rom a quarrel respectingcards: he left no
family.” :

i Comte Guillaume du Barri, born in Levignac in
1732, came to Paris, for the first time, to receive
#4he hand of mademoiselle Lange. He returned
‘to Toulouse, where he continued to reside, greatly
‘beloved by his fellow-citizens. He died the 28th
iof November, 1811, leaving, by another marriage,
2 son, who held the rank of colonel, chevalier of
the orders of St. Louis and the legion of honour.
- Elie du Barri, count d’'Hargiconrt, owed his
first rapid advancement to the iuterest and credit
of his family, but he was not long in confirming
his good fortune by his own merit; he was suc-
¢essively appointed an officer in the regiments of
Beance and Champagne, second colonel of the
Qorsican regiment, lieutenant-colonel in the queen’s
vegiment of cuvalry, captain of the one hundred
Bwiss belongin® to the count d’Artois and field-
farshal Ly seniority, chevalier of Nétre-Dame du
lont Carmel and of Saint Louis; he was twice
prried, first to mademoiselle de Farnel and
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afterwards to mademoiselle de Chabrel. At the
king’s return in 1814, count &’ Hargicourt became
colonel of the national guard of Toulouse. He
died in 1820, aged 79. During his long career
he continued to possess the public esteem, and he
was by all ranks styled, that which it reflects the
greatest credit on mortals to become,a truly honest
and gocd man; he left an only daughter, the issue
of his second marriage, who was afterwards united
te count de Narbonne Lara.

The mesdemoiselles du Barri were never mar-
ried, although they received many illustrious
ofters. They felt the painfulness of their own

situation as connected with their sister-in-law,
whose disgrace must occur sooner or later, and
they preferred keeping their independence in a
single state. At the death of Louis XV. they re-
tired to Toulouse, where they lived till the fall of
the empire.

We have now only to speak of the latter years
of the comtesse du Barri from the month of
Ociober, 1789, the period where her meinoirs con-
clude. We have before stated that in the month
of October, 1789, the comtesse du Barri began to
entertain the most gloomy forebodings of her des-
tiny : in fact, from this period until her unfor-
tunate end her life was one coutinued series of
griefs and misfortunes.

In November, 1789, some villains, by threaten-
ing the comtesse du Barri with a libel which
mijzht have compromised her safety, succeeded in
obtaining from her considerable sums of money.

Two years afterwards, in the month of Janu-
ary, 1791, some tliieves, profiting by her absence,
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broke into her chfiteau de Lucienne and carried
off all her diamonds and other valuables.

Still this was nothing vitally important; but the
followrng year her lover, M. de Brissac, perished
on the scaffold; it is even said that the monsters
who were s¢ soon to shed her blood carried her
the head of her beloved chevalier, and throwing it
before her on the table at which she sat, exclaimed,
“ Behold the head of your lover!”

The 22d September, 1793, the comtesse du
Barri was arrested, and she had the grief to see
amongst the number of her most implacable ene-
mies a servant whom she had loaded with benetits,
and treated as though he had been her own son.

She had heen four times compelled to take a
journey to London relative to the theft of her
diamonds, and she was accused of having gone to
that city to conspire with the enemies of the
vepublic; of having lent money to the emigrés;
and, above all, of having committed the unpar-
donable offence of wearing mourning for the
unfortunate Marie Antoinette; she was accused,
and that is equivalent to taying that she was
condemmed to death.

Madame du Barri preserved a considerable
portion of firmness until the last day of her exist-
ence ; but on the 9th December, 1793, as soon
as she saw the fatal cart, her courage wholly

‘abandoned her; during the journey, from her ex-
:treme  paleness, she might have been supposed
“already to have Peceived the stroke of death, had
‘mot her groans announced that she still existed.

When arvived at the Place de la Révolation

fand was put into the hands of the exceutioner, she
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uttered loud shrieks, exclaiming, “ Help me ! help
me!” Whether the horror of death inspired these
words, or whether she trusted that the multitude
would interfere and snatch her from her fate, is a
matter of little import ; however, the officer pre-
pared to dealthe blow which should end her earthly
woes. * One instant,” cried she, sir, for the love
of heaven, grant me but one moment more !” but
ere the moment for which she prayed had expired,
the comtesse du Barri had ceased to exist.
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MADAME DU BARRI.

CHAPTER I

On what occasion these memoirs were written—Louis X V.'s opinion of
M. de Brienne—Birth of madame du Barri—Her family—The due
de Richelien mystified—M. Billard du Monceau godfather o.
madame du Barri—Infancy of madame du Barri—Her coquetry—
Death of her father—She comes to Paris with her mother—Arrival
in Paris—Father Ange Gomart—The boarding-school—Madame de
Renage—Maderioiselle Frederic—The convent of Sainte Aure—A
conven’ life.

You insist on it, then, my friend, that I shall write the
journal of my life. My constant refusal to satisfy
your curiosity have not discouraged you. “ You have
seen so many things!” you are incessantly saying to
nue ; “ Your adventures are so varied and piquant, the
events you have witnessed are so extraordinary and
important, that your reminiscences, in my opinion,
would be better calculated than any I ever met with,
or can imagine, to throw a light upon the age in which
you lived.”
. You are, pethaps, right my friend, but am I at
liberty to disclose the whole truth? Does not the pe-
culiarity of my situation call for certain concealments
“and repressions.  Yet if I write, T would conceal nothing,
i, VOL. I, 1
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I wish to withhold nothing ; in a word, I am unwilling
to lie. I ain emboldened moreover by the remem-
brance that I am writing to you, you alone, I mean,
Never, as you have promised me, allow these sheets to
quit the secrecy of your private cabinet. Reflect on
the delicacy of the coufidence I am about to place in
you. Thiuk of all the petty emmities, the deadly hatred
which any indiscretion on your part would necessarily
arouse against me. Should the time ever arrive when
the possession of these scribblings would endanger you
or me in any way, throw them into the flames, and let
there be no further question concerning them.

You see, by the LFreamble, that I am somewhat
timorous, and indced I am so without scarcely know-
ing why. But the future appears to me in a threaten-
ing posture. Some great event is preparing which
iuspires me with apprchension. On the one band, the
disputes with the pailiaments perpetually disquiet me,
and if my wishes had been acceded to in 1771, matters
would not have been pushed to such an extent. On
the other hand, M. de Bricnne appears to me to justify
but too much, by his line of policy, the prediction of
the late king. Louis XV, said to me, ene day, when
speaking of him, * Ile is ambitious without talent : he
thinks himself adequate to the government of a state,
and before a fortnmght he would be lost in the first
portfolio that-would be abandoned to him.” I beseech
you never to hint this opinion to M. de Bricnne, or he
would be the death of me.

But whatever may be the result of M. de Brienne’s
plans, which secm to be conducting the monarghy 1
know not whither, and the parliaments, which are
grinding it God knows how, I must write the journal
of my life ; thatis to say, I must make a loug confession.
You must be aware that the engaggment you have
compelled me to make is of a serious nature, but I will
fulfil it, notwithstanding; I will tell you the truth, the
whole truth, whether flattering or otherwise, I will
not do as that demoiselle de Stael, of whom it was
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said that she only painted the bust of herself. I will
give a full length picture, and if my self-love does not
mistake, you will prefer my portrait to hers. Thus,
my friend, I will conceal nothing from you, nothing.
You will learn all my wildness and all my faults. What,
in fact, should T gain by deceiving you? I have the
misfortune or happiness to be toe well known to you
to think that I can escape you ; therefore, as I cannet
deceive you in every respect, 1 will not attempt to do
s0 in any. One small prayer, and I begin. Laugh as
little as you can at my style, which is somewhat whim-
sical, and my orthography, which is rather artique: I
wiite French pretty much after the manner of the
marechal de Saxe, whom they wished to make a
member of the Academy.* Do not be astonished if
you find a discordance between what I write in my
own journal, and what has already been published
about me, or rather, I should say, against me. What I
write is the truth, all the rest is but calumny. This
premised, and you thus informed, I enter on the sub-
Jject-matter.

I was born on the 28th of August, 1744, at Vaucou-
leurs. Much has been jokingly said at various times of
my having first seen the light ot day in the same village
which produced Jeanne d*Are.  This similarity signifies
but little. The wags wouid have had a more prolific
theme, had they but known that my moth®r enumerated
amongst her female ancestors the illustrious heroine of
Oileaus. I donot,however, pretend thence to insinuate
that 1 am descended liueally from Jeanne d'Are.  God
preserve me from it! I have too much confidence in

* It was the marechal himself who modestly refused the
chair; but the well-known billet, the orthography of which
would not be a 8tle of exclusion in the eyes of certain acade-
micians of the present day, “ 1/ veule me fere de la cademie
sela miret coure une buge a un chat”’—It is proposed to make
me an academician, which would suit me about as well as a
finger ring would become a cat.—Lb,

B2
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the chaste surname which was bestowed upon her, and
which forms part of my titles of nobility ; although had
1 lived, as she did, in the time of Charles VII., I should
probably have been more jealous, you will say, of the
character of Agnes Sorel than of hers. So much for
my mother’s side. As to my father’s family, it was
by no means despicable, although some most con-
temptible things have been said of it. The Vaubernier
family, to which my father belonged, came from very
good citizens and even of petty nobility. I say petty
nobility, because, since T have known that of the cour,
I dare not boast of belonging to that. It is so lofty
and so haughty whilst entrenched behind its musty
parchments! I have, notwithstanding, had the pleasure,
one fine day, of seeing one of these nobles with a long
genealogy completely humiliated in the person of the
dyc de Richelien, It was at my own house on new
year's day,. The personage in question paid me a visit
with all those airs which you may imagine. Suddenly
there entered one of my valets, who had been previously
instructed ; he went straight up to D the duc de’
Richelieu, with a pamphlet in his hand, and gave him—
guess what! the famous memorial of the parliament of
Paris against ducal nobility. M. de Richelieu turned
Eale; never did I see such an excess of anger as he ex-

ibited, T really thought he would have fallen down
dead ; I was delighted, for I was not altogether inno-
cent of this mystification. But enough of dukes and
nobility, let us now talk of ourselves.

My father having no fortune, had been compelled to
accept a mean situation as clerk at the Barric¢res. Ie
married my mother, who was no richer than himself,
for love. Of many children who sprung from this mar-
riage the only survivor is the ‘'one who now addresses
you. When I came into the world, m®&lame Dubreuil,
wife of the guard of a diligence at Vaucouleurs, who
was attached to my parents, and was pained to see
them struggling with the world, wishing to offer all the
counsolation in her power, proffered her services as my
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godmother, A worthy monk was selected as my-god-
father ; he was my father's brother, and known 1 the
country by the name of pére PAnge. But fortune, who
doubtless already favoured me, had destined for me
another godfather. The war of 1744 brought to our
village M. Billard du Monceau, a financier, and a man
at once rich and benevolent. He came to Vaucouleurs
on the day of my birth. Madame Dubreuil, only con-
sidering the interest of the family, resolved to turn over
to him the responsible honour which had been destined
for my poor uncle, He accepted it. I had then for a
godfather M, Billard du Monceau, who did the thing
in a handsome manner, as might be expected from a -
man of his wealth. I should not forget to tell you that
I was baptized by the name of Marie-Jeanne, R

As I grew up I became handsomer every day j at
least they told me so, and, considering all things, I do
not refuse to belicve that such was the case. Itisto
my face alone (and I know it) that I am indebted for
my elevation; and now that my beauty is daily be-
coming less and less, now that spots of red begin to
deface the skin of my counterance which was once so
fair, it is not without regret that I remember what I
have been: decrepitude inspires me with derror—I
think I would rather be dead thah ugly. Let me quit
such distressing thoughts. )

I was then pretty, I had a charming air; but I
should more particularly have been seen when decked
out in my Sunday clothes. The joy which this apparel
gave me added to my beauty, for I had even then some
previous instinct of coquetry ; it must be inherent in
our sex. I was anxious to please; I wished to please
even myself. I studied the looking-glass of my mother,
and those of all our neighbours to which I could obtain
access. Ilow gmany moments have I passed in unso-,
ghisticated.admiration of my increasing beauty! At,

rst Iregarded myself, then my simple gown ; my gown,

because it was a part of myself, a portion of my little

person, And then, on leaving wy dear mirror, I fooked
U )
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a} my receding figure as longas I could catch a glimpse
ol it. :

Fortunately for my vanity, I was not the only person
who thought me handsome, and my beauty gained me
all hearts, It was which of our neighbours should make
most of me, caress me, and testify their admiration.
Every where I was welcomed, and my company sought,
How happy was I in those days! Fifteen years subse-
quently, my beauty did not obtain the same success ;
when [ appeared at court, the contest was which of the
courtiers could find me most ugly. It appeared as
though my favour had supplanted the pretensions of all
others, and by the general outery, it would have seemed
as though I had only come to outvie all the ladies of
the first rank, ‘

To return to my taste for dress, which was not always
so fully satisfied as I desired. DMy father earned enough
for our subsistence, and no more. My godmother was
dead. As to my godfather, he seemed to have forgotten
his. pretty little god-daughter. They wrote to him, but
he returned no answer; they wrote to him again, and
then came some well-sounding phrases, full of promise,
but nothing more. Time glided on, and our situation
was still the same; that is, very dull, and pinched as
to means. This was not all, a greater misfortune
was in store for us. My father, the sole support of the
family, died. -I was only eight years of age, but wept
very bitterly. In spite of my natural levity, I have
always deeply regretted those who loved me, and those
whom I loved. I thiuk I'still hear the piercing terrible
cry which my mother uttered at the moment when my
poor father breathed his last sigh, To the bitter regret
of his loss was added the chagrin of the fiightful situa-
tion in which we were left. A mean stock of furniture,
and a few trinkets of no value, was allethat remained
to us of my father,

After the moments dedicated to gricf, the persons
who took an interest in us, or pretended to do so, ad-
vised us to go to Paris, There we should find, they
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told us, infallible resources. On the one side, my
uncle Ange Gomart, who had been for some timein the
convent of Picpus, and on the other M. Billard du
Monceau my godfather, were bound decidedly to assist
us at this juncture. Moreover, our ambition was ne.
cessarily bounded, and censequently easily satisfied,
My opinion was not asked, as you may readily believe ;
I was only told that I was going to DParis, but "Paris
was to me, as to all other children of the province, a
perfect paradise. I pictured to myself a city of pearls
and gold: I was delighted with the idea of going to
Paris.

We started ; a conveyance took us by short stages;
short stages in every sense of the word, but yet I was
not at all wearied. If my mother shed tears at times,
I wiped them from her eyes, or wept to see her weep.
After a time my gaiety returned: at my age, eight
years, we have before us so unlimited an extent of
horizon, the future promises so fairly, and besides, I
was so much delighted to be travelling in a coach! at
last, after being a fortnight on the road, we reached
Paris ; never can 1 forget the effect which the first sight
of this vast city made on me, The extent of the streets,
the height and gloom of the houses struck me with
fear, but the crowd of people perpetually moving, soon
drove away these ideas, ¢ Mamma, mamma,” I cried
out with all my voice, and clasping my hands together,
it is fair day !" This notion originated in my never
having seen so many shopkeepers, and so many people
at Vaucouleurs except at fairtime. We went to live in
the environs of the Place Royale, in a street of which
I forget the name, hut remember well that it was sad,
dull, and silent. Apartments were cheap, and we were
not far from the convent of Picpus, in which, as I have
already said, resided the ptre Ange Gomart de Vau-
bernier, My mother irformed him of our arrival, and
e came to sce us on the following day. I remember
that my mother wept much whilst the monk preserved
u calm air—his picty, he said, forbade any outwud de-
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monstrations of inward sorrow. I believe, for my owg
part, that he felt but little regret for his brother, ang
felt much embarrassment from his sister-in-law and
niece. IHowever, he allowed nothing of this to appear;
he told me, after an embrace, that I had the face of a
cherubim, and advised my mother not to lose a moment
in soliciting the protection of M. Billard du Monceau.
He offered most heroically to accompany us on the first
visit, which would be decisive.

My lovely face, my locks, which waved most en-
chantingly over my eyes, which were melting, sparkling,
and liquid as crystal, my mouth, small and red as a
cherry, my delicately formed nose, my excessively fair
skin, my elegant and sylph-like figure, in fact, the
perfect beauty of my person, made my mother conceive
the greatest hopes of success ; ¢ She is so lovely,” said
she, “ that her godfather cannot abandon her.” My
uncle, for his part, had equal expectations; whilst I
feared that I should not realize their wishes, and I told
them so most ingenuously. They reassured me, ine
structed me, and when my mother had dressed me as
becomingly as my scanty wardrobe would allow, we
went most magnificently in a hackney-coach, for which
my uncle paid. We reached the house, and went up
stairs. Good heavens! how much was I dazzled on
entering the rich apartment! I had never seen any
thihyike it at Vaucouleurs, not even at madame Du-
breull's, ‘my godmother. The beautiful ornaments,
the handsome carpets! I dared not walk over them.
What glasses! what furniture! what porcelainl I
looked at every thing, 1 admired every thing, 1 was all
eyes, as the saying is. :

Here we were then in the private apartment of M.
Billard, du Monceau, The pére Ange, who was the
most eloquent of the party, opened tife conversation.
After having said who we were, he began a tolerably
long sermon on charity, which he terminated by safing,
that M. Billard du Monceau ought to bLe our Provi-
“dgnce, and that in the quality of my spiritual father
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which he had taken upon himself at my baptism, he
was obliged to fulfil the duties of my temporal father.
My mother strengthened this harangue by her tears,
and 1 was about to weep in my turn, when a hand-
some spaniel came up to me, and suddenly arresting
my sensibility, I began to play with him without any
feeling of uneasiness or embarrassment,

When the pére Ange had finished speaking, M.
Billard du Monceau said some words of consolation to
my mother, and put ten louis into her hand, saying,
delicately, that they were to purchase sweetmeats for
me. He undertook, besides, to defray the expenses of
my education, and promised my mother to procure for
her the situation of housekeeper in some high family ;
he then wrote down our address, and took leave of us,
requesting pére Ange to call again to see him.

My mother left the house of M. Billard du Monceau
more satisfied respecting my fate and her own, The
following week pire Ange came to inform us that our
Providence had found a situation for my mother, a
situatign in the family of madame de Renage, widow
of a farmer-general. But I could not accompany my
mother¥to the house of this lady, because she did
not like children. This was a fresh difficulty, and my
uncle again called on M. Billard, who showed fresh
testimony of kindness. I was placed by his kindness
in a bearding-school in the Rue des Lions Saint:Paul,
It was in this academy that my education was com-
menced, and consequently I have not many pleasureable
associations connected with it.  There I learnt to sew,
of which I knew but litlle previously, as well as to
mark and embroider, They taught me how to read
and write tolerably, [ was instructed in the catechism
of Fleury, the Bible, and more especially in arith-
metic. llere ina list of accomplishments, my friend.
Welll my instruction, ludging, and food, ouly cost
thirty livres per month,

In this house I passed two or three years. My mo-
ther continued at madame Renage’s, who, from soma
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old woman's obstinacy, would never consent to my
setting footin her house. Wretched as was the temper
and disposition of this woman, yet my mother endured
her patiently for some time, but at length her ill hu-
mours made my mother's life so miserable, that she
found herself compelled to give up the idea of remain-
ing any longer in her house. She went to my god-
father, and, entreated him to remove her from this hell
upon earth. M. Billard du Monceau then placed
her with mademoiselle Frederic, celebrated throughout
Paris for her beauty, and at this time the mistress of
my godfather. My mother would certainly have re-
fused the situation if she had dared, and hesitated
about it for some time, but not daring to displease the
only protector we had, (for what reliance had we
else in the wide world ?) she accepted it for that reason,
or rather from her fears., If my mother was not mugh
flattered at entering the house of mademoiselle Fredevie,
that lady, on her side, did not reccive her with much
satisfaction. She imagined that my mother was g%ort
of Argus, employed to give an account of her Four
to her lover; however she did not testify this. discon-*
tent at first, that would have been bad policy. & =

What was I doing during this time! My godfather,”
who was attached to me, although he only .saw me
occasionally, had taken me from the school where he
first placed me, and I was sent to the convent of
Suainte-Aure. This convent was temporally and spi-
rituaily directed by the abbé Grisel, the same ‘whom
Voltaire so happily ridiculed. I was a gainer by this
change, for my education was somewhat more carefully
attended to at the convent of Sainte-Aure;’than it had
been in the Rue des Lions Saint-Paul.’ "I had. here
masters for all accomplishments, and applied myself
particularly to drawing, for which I hgd considerable
taste. o

I was fifteen years of age and very lovély, the most.
so of any of the young ladies of Sainte-Aure, but T was
at the .ggme time so free from aflectation, so gay, so
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lively, so loveable, that they excused the loveliness of
my countenance in consequence of the goodness of my
heart. Besides, we were all united by the irk§omeness
of a convent life, Our common wishes tended towards
the moment when we should quit this holy prison. In
the mean while our comfort was in conversing about
what was going on outside the walls. My asso-
ciates were not young women of noble families, they
knew nothing of what was doing at court, but then they
were acquainted with myriads of anecdotes, which were
not the less scandalous because they were plebeian.
These anecdotes, which they brought from their homes,
were told with the utmost minuteness and unction, and
how did we stretch our imaginations to comprehend
them fully! ITow did I envy the lot of those who had
heard all these amusing histories out of the convent!
Under what brilliant colours did I paint to myself the
life of the world ! my poor little head was bewildezed-;
my imagination darted forth unbridled, and betook
itself to some of. the loftiest possible castles in the air!
What fetes didsl have there! At a later period I
have found in reality these splendid edifices, which, in
the dreams of my early youth, I so joyously inhabited.
Howmage, pleasure, exalted lovers, I found then all
that I had formerly coveted, all, all was there but true
happiness, which I had, perhaps, forgotten to wish

f

% formed at Sainte-Aure a cluse intimacy with a
bearder of my own age, tall, and a brunette, named
Geneviéve Mathon. ller father was the most cele-
bratethpastry-cook in the RRue Saint Martin. What a
good creature was Genevidve! How much did she tell
;me of the good dinners at her father's house! How did
she i me to taste them by anticipation as soon as
we should be frged from our present confinement! I
id go afterwards and evil followed my visit—Why 72—

his is not the moment to answer the question. -
Another of my companions testified attachment to
me also, but with much more calculation and dignity&‘.;
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Drigitte Rubert, that was the name of the boarder, @
very agreeable girl, in some respects conducted herself
haughtily towards me, because my mother was in
service. It was in vain that I insisted on her being a
housekeeper. Mademoiselle Brigitte, the daughter of
an attorney at law, demeaned herself always like a high-
born dame, and I, like a fool, liked her better than all
the world beside. The worthy Geneviéve Mathon was
rather jealous of the preference; but if Geneviéve was
not my best beloved friend, I was always the best
beloved friend of Geneviéve.

I should amuse you, perhaps, were I to detail all
the freaks by which we shortened the time of our
retreat. We were indeed “ Pickles” in petticoats, and
what is worse downright hypocrites. But we are all
so, we are always so, we women, Thanks to the edu-
cplion you men-folk give us, we learn to cheat you

enever we choose, and the greatest fool of us all can
make you believe that black is white.

However I will tell you, and that with the utmost
truth, that I was still innocent. There was a something |
passing within me which told me that I was not !
formed to live alone, but that wag all I knew. With ;
the vague ideas of my age, I had 3ways the candour of
a child. 1 only expected from marriage, tender ca-
resses and paternal kisses. Finsist on this point,
cause vile pamphleteers, whose silence I would n
for, have horribly calumniated me. Even my infs
that pure age which should ever be respected, my,
infancy has been placed in a disgusting light. ;
have made me a monster: my best frien
read the horrid libels, and you, perchance, firs
Am I wrong in suspecting this? forgive mg
have lived so long at Versailles and amongst ¥
that I must be allowed to be mistrustful. [
the friendship of no person on the day I 14
Aure, Since l~~=No, mv fricnd. I do not dal
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CHAPTER II.

Mademoiselle Frederic aganin—Madame du Barri goes to the house of a
milliner—She resigns her family name—Visit to the convent—Visit

. to Geneviéve Mathon—Nicolas” Mathop—First love—The margnis
@’ Aubuisson — Second love—The mousquetuire —Third love—Re-
grets,

Ir I were not happy at Sainte-Aure, my life at least was
tranquil, and glided on without great troubles, and
without great pleasures. Genevieve Mathon and Bri-
gitte Rubert satistied my heart. I loved and was be-
loved, or at least I believed so, which is the same thing.
I had taken the sacrament some time, when one day
my mother came to the convent, and told me, with
tears in her eyes, that she was going to leave made-
moiselle Frederic’s house. The unkind treatment of
this lady compelled her to quit her. My mother told
me nothing further, and it was only at a subsequent
period that I learnt the cause of this rupture, which
was maliciously detailed by the author of a book en-
titled Ancedotes sur la Comtesse du Barri. In this
work, which is from beginning to end but one tissue
of c#lumnies, it is stated that mademoiselle Fre-
deyglin the presence of M. Billard du Monceau, ac-
cu madame Gomart of living with the ptre Ange,
her brother-in-law.: it is false, it is an atrocious lie.
Mademoiselle Frederic only complained that her pre-
tended housckeeper was set over her as a spy upon
“her conduct. This she roundly asserted, and in-
sistéd- on the dismissal of my mother. M. Billard du
'Mon‘éeau easily saw through the accusation, but he
!gwas old, and iw love, and complied with the demand.
: My mother therefore left the service of mademoisclle
{ Frederic’to enter into another family, and I, notwith-
: standing:vhat my enemices may have said to the con-
_ trary, rémained at Sainte-Aure until my sixteenth year,
VORI, c ’
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At this epoch my godfather, who had not forsaken
me, and of whose conduct towards me I must ever
speak in commendatory terms, having taken me from
the convent, inquired into my wishes, and what situa-
tion T wished to be placed in. In accordance with my
replies, I was apprenticed to the dame Labille, milliner
in the Rue Saint Honoré, near the Oratoire and the
Barritre des Sergents. I now commenced a new ex-
istence, and how different a one from that I had led at
Sainte-Aure! There all was wearisome and dull ; there
our least motions, a word, a burst of laughter, were
bitterly reprimanded, and soinetimes severely punished.
At madame Labille’s there was a constant watch to
keep the house in order and regularity ; but how dif-
ferent from the unceasing surveillunce of the convent !
Here we were almost mistresses of our own actions,
provided that our allotted portions of work were pro-
perly done. We might talk of any thing that came
into our heads; we were at liberty to laugh at any
thing that provoked our mirth; and we might sing as
much as we pleased : and we did chatter, laugh, and
sing to an unlimited extent. Out of the shop on San-
day we were at perfect liberty ; and at equal liberty in
our chambers, which were situated at the top of the
house ; each of us had her own, which was small but
very neat. My godfather had mine decorated with a
handsome carpet, and gave me a commode, i
glass, a small table, four chairs, and an arm-chf¥¥ of
velvet, magnificently gilt. This was all luxury, and
when my fellow-apprentices came to see my apartment,
the richness of the furniture excited surpriseind uni-
versal admiration. For four and twenty houﬁ;;aﬂeast,
the sole theme of conversation at madamé ;Labitie’s
was the chamber of mademoiselle Langon<th¥¥’ was
the name by which I was known in ymy iew abode,
You had given up your own, then? I heédr you in-
quire. Yes. And why? I will tell you.*‘The ptre’
Ange Gomart, who had his share of vanity, monk as he’
was, unwijljpg that it should be known that he had a
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niece a milliner, made me give up my paternal name,
hoping that thus our relationship would not be de-
tected : he perhaps also hoped to put an end in this
‘way to the family name at the moment when he saw
his sister-in-law about to be married a second time,
In fact, a very short time after my establishment at
madame Labille’s my mother re-married toa M. Roulon.
This man was an unfeeling brute, and his ill treatment
no doubt hastened the death of my mother, whom I
‘had the misfortune to lose some time before my intro-
duction at the Chiteau. But to resume the thread of
my discourse.

I was installed at the house of a fashionable modiste,
under the name of mademoiselle Langon, and then I
was almost emancipated, almost free, ‘Besides, on the
Sunday, which was entirely at our own disposal when
we were not left in charge of the shop, we went out
very frequently to carry articles of wmillinery which
had been ordered. My first walks in Paris were not
taken without fear ; however, on the second Sunday of
‘my new existence, I formed the bold project of paying
a visit to my former friends of Sainte-Aure. One,
Brigitte Rubert, was still at the convent, the other, my
good Genevi¢ve Mathon, had left it a week before me
to return to her paternal home.

[ went first to the convent, where my visit caused a
kind of disturbance, My worldly attire, my easy air,
my mien of a milliner's girl, scandalized all the es-
tablishment, from the highest to the lowest, from the

, Bate-keeper to the superior. T was compelled to pro-
“mise to conduct myself carefully, to renounce the devil
rand all his works, the pomps and vanities of this
y wicked world, &c. and was constrained to give ear to
a lengthened and tiresome sermonizing, I was im-
patient to see Brigitte, and at length Brigitte arrived,
-but more frigid, icy, and distant than ever. 1 ran to-
‘'wards her, and throwing my arms about her neck, wept
iand called her my dearest friend. Brigitte barely gave
rme a chilling kiss, then disengaging herself from my
' c2
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embrace, asked me, with great dignity, what I had
done with myself, what [ had been doing since I had
left Sainte-Aure. Thinking that I had nothing to con-
ceal from Brigitte, I told her all; but she, when she
heard it, exclaimed,

“ Ah mademoiselle, you are a workwoman now.
Well, go on your way, I promise you all my work
when you start on your own account.” These words,
the vous (you), which was used instead of our ancient
tu (thou), and #oi (thee), confounded me. The big
tears coursed down my cheeks from my beautiful eyes ;
I was choaked.

¢ Ah Brigitte," I replied, at length, in a mild tone,
“ what have I done to make you speak thus to me?
am I no longer your friend ?"

¢ Mademoiselle,” was the reply, with the most
haughty tone of voice, ““ I shall always take an interest
in you, bnt on the point of marriage with a pleader at
Chiltelet, I cannot continue a friendship with a little
needlewoman.”

“ And you are right!” I exclaimed angrily, “there can
be nothing in common between an honest workwoman
and the insolent daughter of an attorney : good morn-
ing, mademoiselle.” I left her with these words, and
quitted the convent never to enter it again.

On reaching the strect I shed tears again, but they
were tears of rage. This first visit had deprived me of
all desire to attempt the second. 1 did not feel the
least inclination to go and find Genevitve Mathon.
¢ Who knows,” said I to myself, « if pastrycooks are
not as proud as attornies? Perhaps Genevicve will re-
ceive me with all possible grandeur, and testify the
utmost disdain.” )

However, the desire of forgetting my affront, and -
the remembrance of Genevieve's good heart, em- .
boldened me: I went on, not without fear, it is true,
until I reached her dwelling. I entered, and saw
Genevidve occupied in her father's kitchen. She saw
me, and jumping with joy, ran to me, and covered me
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with kisses ; such was my reception, about which 1
had had so many fears, She introduced me to her
family, who gave me an invitation to dinner, which
I accepted. Opposite to me was seated a tall, hand-
some young man, with dark eyes and brown hair like
Geneviéve. It was her brother. Perhaps it was be-
cause I loved his sister that I so soon took a liking for
him. I looked at him from the corner of my eye as
secretly as possible, and found his glance was fixed on
me, Ile anticipated my slightest wishes, and offered
me beforehand what I was about to ask for: I wished:
to drink, and instantly he povred out wine for me: I
desired some particular morsel, and the same moment
I found it on my plate. His attentions embarrassed
me, for I feared lest his fumily should consider them as
peculiar ; but they took no notice, or rather viewed it
only as a natural and proper gallantry. At the end of
the repast, Genevitve, who had only thought up to that
time of the pleasure of seeing me again, asked me
somewhat abruptly what T was doing. The inquiry
troubled me, and I replied to it trembling with em-
barrassment, so much did I dread a repetition of the
scene with Brigitte ; but my answer produced no such
effect ; these worthy people thought it quite well
enough that T was a milliner, since I was nothing else.
The family kept me as long as they could. They took
me for a walk on the boulevards, and after the walk
we went to the theatre. It was the first time such a
pleasure had heen presented to me ; it so completely
laid hold of my mind and imagination, that I almost
forgot the presence of the brother of Genevitve, He,
who was more accustomed than [ was to the amuse-
ments of a theatre, saw ouly me, looked only at me.
Seated by my side, he was only thinking how he should
express his love ®or me. Ile spoke to me with passion,
In a language till then unknown to me, but which
scemed to me delightful, and equally charming to my
ear and my heart. One instant (when no one was
observing us) he attempted to squecze my hand ; and
c3
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I, without refiection, without intention, I assure you,
lightly returned the pressure of. the hand which retained
mine, He trembled, and then his countenance beamed,
his large black eyes sparkled like fire, and a beautiful
smile played upon his lips.

This day of enchantment, this delicious evening.had
its termination. -My friend and her brother wished to
escort me back to madame Labille’s. Genevitve, on
quitting me, embraced me ; Nicolas Mathon, still timid,
contented himself with kissing my hand. This kiss
penetrated to my heart.

I ascended the staircase with slow steps. On reach-
ing my chamber I became excessively pensive, I was
inlove! 1 think, my friend, I see you knit your brow,
assume a disdainful look, and say to me, “ What! you
madame, love Nicolas Mathon, a pastry-cook’s ap-
prentice ! Fie, fie, you, comtesse!” Excuse me, sire,
you know not what you are talking of. When I be-
came the Comtesse du Barri, I knew how to select a
lover of exalted rank, but now T was only a modest
milliner's girl, [ was only Jenny Langon. Well, now,
at the present time, such as fortune has made me, when
I call to remembrance all those who have adored me,
shall I say, that it is not poor Nicolas, perha‘)s, who
pleased me least. I too have known what first love is!

The image of Genevitve's brother pursued me sleep-
ing or waking. Ilalf the night was spent in a long
sleeplessness : at length I fell asleep, and the adored
image appeared to me in my dream. It seems to me,
that, in writing these lines, my recollections render me
once again innocent and happy. Let me relate my
tale somewhat more at length,

The next day, when I had to go into the shop, I had
lost my liveliness, my usual buoyancy of spirits had
forsaken me, I was dull and pensive, This change
astonished my companions, who inquired the cause of
my evident depression. 1 blushed, stammered, hesi-
tated, and at last explained myself so ill that the young
ladies of the shop, who had great experience in such
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matters, were unanimously of opinion that I was in
love, I denied it as well as I could, and keeping my
secret to myself, determined not to allow it to escape.
At that moment I raised my eyes, and through the
window of the shop, saw Nicolas Mathon, who was
walking in a most melancholy mood in the Rue Saint
Honoré,

It was then that my poor little heart began to beat
and palpitate in a most alarming degree, something
extraordinary passed within me, my whole frame shook
with emotion, and 1 remained stupified, as some poet
says, with my eyes fixed immovably on the young man
who was walking up and down the strect, and en-
deavoured to smile upon him. He saw me, the blood
mounted to his cheek, and he showed me a paper he
held in his hand ; it was a letter, I felt sure, a letter
to me! the first love letter! How impatient was I to
possess it! My virtue did not struggle for an instant
with my young desire. I had indeed been advised, at
Sainte Aure, to renounce the devil ; but Nicolas was
an angel, and a correspondence with him I pictured to
myself as the most delicious thing in existence. 1lle
continued in the street, appearing himself astonished
at his own audacity. I made him a sign to approach,
which he understood. A lady entered the shop, and I,
profiting by the bustle which was thereby occasioned,
glided into the passage, and thence gained the door in
an instant. Nicolas started when he saw me so near
t> him. “Is it a letter from Genevi¢ve 7" I asked him,
with much confidence. ¢ Yes, mademoiselle,” he re«
plied, in a faltering voice, and gave me the letter,
blushing deeply as he did so. 1 looked at him, left
him, concealed in my corset this precious treasure, and
regained the shop before my absence had been per-
ceived, .

But it was not all to have the letter, it must be read
toc, and how ? I could not go up into my room, that
was out of rule; and to retire again would have caused
a suspicion. At length, after dinner, a favourable
moment prescnted itself. I read it, Ile told me that
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he loved me, I knew that before: no matter, I was
happy. The poor young man! I must answer him.
At the same moment 1 took up a pen; I could not
write, and put it off till the next morning. The next
morning came, and at daybreak I was at work ¥ he-
gan, and began again, ten letters, each more toolish
than the other. At length I framed this, which con-
tented me for want of a better, and which I remember
verbatim, for it was short :— :

¢ Sir,—You love e, you say, and wish me to love
you. I love Genevitve so much, that it will be no
difficulty for me to love her brother. You promise to
live only for me. I will confess to you that this pro-
mise gives me great pleasure. But how wretched
should I be were I to believe you, and you did nét
keep to your word ! T am perhaps saying too much.
Adieu, sir, I am ashamed, but [ am frank and sincere,
and you will not abuse the confidence of your sister’s
friend.” I signed this letter, concealed it in my bosom,
and descended quickly to the shop. .

I was certain that M. Nicolas would not delay coming
again to the house, nor was I mistaken ; for about ten
o'clock he was on his post. The moment he ascer-
tained that I had seen him, he crossed the street, came
to our side of the way, and as on the previous evening
placed himself at the door. This time, without leaving
the shop, I contrived to throw the letter to him, which
he picked up and then departed triumphantly. From that
time, every morning and every evening he passed the
shop. DMatters went on thus until the following Sunday.
With ‘what impatience I awaited this happy hour!
something whispered to me that on that day 1 should
see Nicolas before Genevidve,

At length this Sunday, so ardently longed for, agrived.
I dressed myself as becomingly as possible, and con-
sulted my glass a long time, to convince myself that I
should please. I was pretty, very pretty.  The hour
of our emancipation arrived. Madame Labille had
gone early in the morning with her family'to Versailles
to see some féte, I let all my companions go out be-
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fore me, and each was awaited in the street, one by a
brother, another by an uncle, the third by a cousin.
[ went out the last, and scarcely set foot in the street,
when I lcoked about me on all sides. Nobody. I
was walking by chance and pensively towards the Rue
de la Ferronerie, when suddenly I heard behind me
some one walking who sighed, I stopped, turped
round ; it was Nicolas! He accosted me, and I
passed with him all this happy and innocent day, and
afterwards found opportunities of giving hin many
meetings. Our interviews were brief but delightful,
1 thought really that I was the happiest of women, and
Nicolas obtained all from me. HMHe owed this only to
a true feeling, and I am certain he was not the less
willing to marry me.

My companions and I became more familiar in pro-
portion as we knew each other better ; we then commu-
nicated mutually our loves, and the names of our re-
spective lovers, I blush even now when I think of the
bursts of laughter which accompanied the name of
Nicolas Mathon, a pastrycook’s apprentice in the Rue
St. Martin, at the sign of the Bonne Foi. The con-
tempt of these ladies was visibly expressed, they all
had illustrious adorers. They were notaries® clerks,
barristers’ clerks, students, or soldiers. They exclaimed
toudly against the lowness of my taste. In vain did I
defend my dear Nicolas, boast of his elegant figure,
pleasing manners, nothing could stop their ridicule.
They represented to me that at the carnival they would
have an opportunity of going to a ball, but that my
lover must not pretend to the honour of walking beside
their gentlemen, and that 1 should see myself comn-
pelled to stay at home. i

This I confess humbled me,—me who had entered
Genevidve's abode with such modest ideas! In my
folly I disliked Nicolas, because he had not a gentle-
manly air. T really think I would have bartered half
my existence for him to have been a lawyer’s clerk.
W hilst these ideas were disturbing my brain, a mousque-
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taire entered the shop with much importance, T never
saw any person more grand, more inflated, than the
comte d'Aubuisson, for that was the name of this hero,
who, himself alone, made more noise than a whole
regiment. His insolence, which I took for grandeur,
had a prodigious effect upon me. Ile came to order
the prompt completion of a hat for the duchess de
Villeroi, The comte d’Aubuisson was little, but well
made, with a handsome face : not very bright in intel-
lect, but perfectly satisfied with himself and all he did,
considering himself as the most noble, most amiable
and finest man of his day.

There was not one of the girls at madame Labille’s
who did not desire to attract the mousquetaire. 1 had
the honour to obtain the preference ; he told me so, gnd
that with so lofty an air, that 1 dared not tell him that
my heart was another’s. My companions, irritated at
Ty conquest, increased it in my eyes by their clumsy
ridicule ; they expressed their fears lest there should be
a duel between the mousquetaire and the journeyman
pastrycook. I only laughed at their jealousy, which I
resolved to increase. DBesides, how could I resist a
mousquetaire, who perhaps sacrificed a duchess to me,
i)erhaps ten, and as many countesses and marchionesses?

’oor Nicolas was then forsaken. " I forgot that with
him an honourable marriage would crown our loves.
Had I listened to my heart, it would have guided me
wisely, but I abandoned myself to my vanity, and my
vanity destroyed me.

As much as my first lover had endeavoured to pre-
serve my reputation, so much did the second aimat
compromising it. He had neither peace nor rest until he
had completely blazoned the affair to the whole world.
1 lent myself to all his whims; I went to seq him at
the guarters of the mousquetaires, apd then b ntro-
duced me to hLis comrades, who congratulated him on
the conquest of so pretty a girl. I know, 3t what [
did, my head was no longer my own. In vain did
madame Labille, who loved me sincerely, give me good
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advice; I listened to nothing, I would hear nothing;
and no more attended to my good and prudent mother,
whom my calumniators have accused in this particular,
They are liars,

The comte d’Aubuisson did not love me, and I found
it out when it was too late to profit by it. I resolved,
however, to show him that I had nd more attachment
to him than he had to me. I left him as I had found
him, through vanity. There came to join the mousque-
taires a young Biscayan. This young man, tall and
well made besides, with beautiful eyes, pale: com-
plexion, was so timid and so simple, that his companions
treated him with sovereign contempt, Well! it was
on him that I cast my eyes, to satisfy my vengeance.
“ There is no worse water,” says the proverb, ¢ than
stagnant water.” The proverb is correct. This mous-
quetaire, so cold in appearance, was ardent, bold. He
saw that I wanted an avenger, and offered himself. I
had reason to be content. Our connection was not
lasting. My new lover having learnt the death of his
father was obliged to leave me. Ile was the third !

1 know, my friend, that you are curious to know the
history of my presentation at Versailles. Wherefore, I
hasten.on to that epoch. Ifowever, I cannot entirely
pass ?fgﬁ in silence the time which elapsed between the
perit@® of my youth, and that of my entry at the Cha-
teau. You must learn by what degradation I reached
siich Aa‘ja?tch of greatness; you may rely on it that I
will glidé?ovgy this part of my life as briefly as possible.

But before 1 continue my recital, allow me, my
friend, to pause one moment to cast a glance over the
prst, and not relinquish without a last regret, that
humble lover, who never dreamed of having a king for
his successor. Alas! with him the title of wife awaited
me, the delights 0§ a domestic life, in an obscure sta-
tion certainly, but with an honoured appellation, with
unalloyed happiness, and free from remorse. My infi-
delity led me on from fault to fault to the lowest steps
of the throne, T have seen at my feet a monarch and
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a crowd of courtiers. What glory! you.will say. "1
was satisfied ; but although I have sometimes been vain
of it, I know not why, it seems to me, that ceuld I
again become the little needle-woman of former days;
and was enabled again to commence my career, I
should not have the same ambition, nor the same
vanity. Do notsbe surprised at this species of con-
tradiction in my mode of seeing and feeling, they are
only the result of disgust and satiety, I have formerly
felt precisely the same when on the eve of doing wrong,
but I was young and foolish, I had no ear for good
advice and good dictates. I quit my useless moralizing,
and return to my levity of heart and head, and my
faults, to continue the confidence I am reposing in you,
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CUHAPTER IIL

Madame du Barri enters the serviee of madame de Lagarde—Societ
of the house—The two sons of this lady—Their portraits—Double
intrigue—Marmontel—Grimm—Diderot—D’Alembert—A word con.
cerning Voltaire—Termination of the double intrigne—Noel—Noc-
turnal scene—Jealonsy—Catastrophe—Madame du Barn leaves the
house of madame de Lagarde.

1 nap attained my eighteenth year; pére Ange Gomart
was not satisfied with me, he wished me to lead a
steadier life, and did not spare his remonstrances and
advice. Ile had for some time quitted his convent, to
enter the order of secular priests; his bad health bad
compelled him to this. Dy enemies, calumniating as
usual, have asserted that this bad health was the result
of debauchery, but, I repeat it, this is not true; pére
Aage was an honest ecclesiastic, and fully imbued with
the dpties of his state.  On leaving the convent he had
:ntered a noble house as almoner. Madame de Lagarde,
widow of a farmer-general, possessed, at the Cour-
Ncuve, a superb country-house. My uncle was this
lady’q @lmoner, and in his capacity had much influ-
ence gver her. DPore Ange imagined, to withdraw me
fiom a dissipated life, it would be best to place me
with madame de Lagarde, in capacity of companion,
He managed matters so well, presented me in such a
felicitous moment to this lady, who was always whim-
sical and pettish, that I pleased her I know nct how,
and she agreed to receive me into her house, I must tell
you that [ did® not go to her before T had been well
schooled and sermonized by both uncle and mother.

I was now reccived in an honourable house, where

the wealth of the mistress attracted a numergus and
VoL, I. D -
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brilliant society, At first I was much embarrassed,
feeling that I was not in my place. That was natural
ertough ; the change was too sudden fora young woman
of my age, to pass from the counter of a shop, ina few
hours, to a drawing-room, in which the first compauy
assembled. I was sufficiently prudent to preserve a
profound silence, and to study how I could lose the
common-place habits I had contracted, Those who
love me least have done me the justice to agree that 1
did not appear excessively embarrassed at my presenta-
tion at Versailles, and that if I were not nobly born it
could not' be detected from my manners. They were
much astonished at it, and did me too much honour
on the occasion. A young woman, lovely and well
made, needs ounly to give herself a little trouble, and she
will, in my opinion, easily acquiie the tone and man-
ners of the society in which she is placed. Besides, the
men, who make our reputation, aic all disposed té
show indulgence to a pretty woman. lHer graces ap.
pear to them fine manners, and her beauty, ease,

When considered only with regard to my education,
my abode with madame de Lagarde was of the greatest
advantage to me. This lady received both males and
females, the most distinguished in the city and éeourt.
The highest nobility, who wanted to dip into her purse,
often came to visit her. 1 studied them, listened to
them, and with so much effect, that in a shory fime I
could talk and comport myself without appearing ridi-
culous. I had one of those faces and figures-that ate
every wherc admired, The two sexes who met at my
mistress's house examined me closely ; mine with the
desire of finding fault, and yours, my friend, with the
desire, not less lively, of making me commit myself,
and so carry me from the house with some éclat.

T saw through all, I was no novice, ag you know ; b
whataided me in appealing so, was a reserve, an hypas
crisy which became me well. By my frigid and calm air
my eyes ccustautly fixed on the ground, I might have
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been taken for a saint, or for a virgin certainly, My
virtue was shortly to be put to the test.

Madame de Lagarde had two sous, the elder had
succeeded his father in his post of farmer-general, Ile
was a real Turcaret, young, insolent as a page, foolishly
fond of pleasure, generous without nobleness, prodigal
without honour.  All the world accused him of being
a miser, and that, because he never knew how to spend
nor bestow at proper times. He had for nobility,
which, however, he sometimes displayed properly, a pro-
found hatred, which, in his own house, manifested itself
at every moment, in every word. As for the rest, he
was really good, and there would have been excellent
qualities in him, had not his mather spoiled him in his
infaney, and the flatterers of his fortune subsequently.

1lis brother, a mattre des requétes, called M. Dudelay,
was the wit of the family ; always powdered, curled,
and trimly drest; precise in his movements, his con-
versation, and attitudes.  Katen up by excessive am-
bition, aspiring to the highest offices in the state, he
already used a singular art of courtiership and impu-
dence : it might be said that he was born a diplomatist,
I never heard him say a werd or utter a syllable unpre-
meditatedly. lle was very fond of hearing himself
speak, very much averse from being contradicted, very
cautious of committing the slightest imprudence, and
with a disposition naturally rough and angular, he sur-
prised us by the amenity of his manners, the soft tone
of his voice, and the polish of his behaviour. Al in
him was the result of study and ¢alculation, Ie never
was sincere in his life, except perhaps once, in the love
he feit for a pretty girl whom you know.

The two brothers saw me admitted into the familia-
rity of their house without uneasiness, My face did
not alarm them; on the contrary, I soon fuund that I
pleased them much. At first, however, they contented
themselvas with shawing me only slight attentions, lest
they should awaken the suspicions of their mother.
But in ‘her absence they recompensed themselves for

D2
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the forced respect they assumed in her presence. A3
soon asgne of them met me alone, in the garden ot
elsewhere, he began to paint his feelings in the most
glowing colours, 1 listened to their advances with “an
innocent air, and, as well as I remember, received their
double declaration on the same day, and with but a
few hours' interval. I felt no preference for either, and
thus it was easy for me to behave so that neither of
them was driven to despair. Besides, I was delighted
to see them sigh for me; their love, in a manner, re-
venged me for the caprices of their mother, who, old and
ugly, appeared jealous-of my youth and beauty.

I was thus beloved by two brothers; and, that I
might not embroil them, I so contrived that neither
doubted but that I loved him with a reciprocity of
aflection, This rendered me a greater coquette than
ever, as you will not be surprised to know, when you
remember that the ladies of the farmers-general and of
the court, who came to the house, were excellent models
for me. T formed myself from them, and steered my
bark so well, that, until the catastrophe, none of the
parties interested had a suspicion of what 1 wished to
keep them in ignorance of.

This catastrophe was close at hand, but permit me,
my friend, to make a slight digression here ; to deseribe
to you some of the celebrated characters who frequented
the house of madame de Lagarde.

The first, whose name is at the nib of my pen, because
I saw him yesterday, is M. de Maurmountel. This man
never pleased me; always pedantic, always ensconced
in his literary dignity; always having an air of medi.
tation, that he might be estcemed a profound thinker,
Figure to yourself a statue, one of ice, whomit froze
you to approach, yet he became animated and showed
fire when he recited any portions of his own compo-
sitions. There was in the \muse an unfortunate, whose
approbation he pretended to desire most ardently.
Alas it was I, Ile had no pity, no mercy on me; he
pursued me into the corners of the drawing-room, 10
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treat me to his veises, which I cared nothing abunt,
and to his prose, which made me sick.  What aftnan was
M. de Marmontel! I have since heard the first circles
of France laugh heartily at the mauvais ton of his
Moval Tules, in which he pretended to have depicted,
with a master's hand, the manners of the highest
classes. The duc d’Aiguillon once said on this sub.
.ect, that the aim of your literary characters, usually
born in a middle sphere oflife, was to speak of customs
and manners of which they knew nothing. They
ought, he added, to have sucked them in with thewr
mother’s milk to have known the entire delicacy of
them. It is the first thing which men of the first rank
acquire, and the last that the most extreme degradation
can make them lose. Their excellent o2 is in them
too natural to be doubted. They enter a room, oifer
a chair, take snuff with a peculiar air. The duc
d*Aiguillon told us too, that Voltaire, then the universal
deity, could never entirely divest himself of his original
plebeianism, and made twenty quotations to prova
to us, that a man whe had lived with kings, and
the first nobility, had a very bad ton in his works, I
think the duc d’Aiguillen was not in error; T may be
wrong in my opinion of M. de Marmontel, but I do
not the less persist in it, although you may call me un-
grateful ; for there was no sort of attention he did not
pay me,and I am even now giddy with the incense
which he burnt on my altar.

Did you know M. de Grimm? e also came to the
evening parties of madame de Lagarde, he was a cun-
ning fox, witty, though a German, very ugly, veiy
thin. There was in his large eyes, which were half
out of his head, a sinistrous light, and something tha¢
prejudiced you against him, but his title to the appel-
Iation of philogopher, made him reccived everywhere.
M. de Grimm played off the man of high feeling, and
after his adventure with mademoisclle Fel, his <eusi-
Lility had become a by-word. As for we, I am sure
he never loved any thing in all Lis life, neither kLis

D3
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friends nor his mistress: he loved himself too well for
that. H#® was a despotic dandy. He covered with
white paint his face, which was tanned and wrinkled,
and that so evidently that he was nicknamed Tyran-le-
Blanc ; never was a name better deserved or applied.

Diderot was another of the flatterers of my pro-
tectress. I say flatterers, and I do not use the word
unadvisedly. Good heavens! what skill was there in
his bluntness, what calculation in his enthusiasm !
How did he lay out for effect, and how much art was
there in his simplicity! At the bottom an excellent
man, provided his self-love was not irritated, but un-
fortunately his self-love was woynded on the slightest
cccasion. .

D’Alembert, who was apparenily on the closest
terms with him, was, in fact, scarcely so in reality.
They could not bear each other, they mutually tor-
mented each other about their reputation, which was
nearly on a par: with them the vanity of the author
Kut ‘to flight all philosophical modesty. M. d'Alem-

ert was like a cat, he had agreeable little ways, en-
gaging little manners, 1lle exercised his malice whilst
he sported, he caressed whilst he scratched, and put
out a paw of velvet to the grandees whom he hated.
On the other hand he taiked well, although he preached
somewhat, He was feared almost as much as Voltaire,
whose lieutenant-general he was.  Woe to the man
who offended him, he was sure to have on his haunches
the whole pack of scribblers in full cry : the man way
lost,

Do not be astonished, my friend, if I -paint these
men to you in colours different from those in which you
have been accustomed to view them. That I may
speak the truth, 1 must give my real opinion and no}
that of another; besides, you know, I, am blunt an
ignorant.

- There was 2 man who was not then in Paris, whose
name was in the mouth of every one, they talked of
him at Sainte Aure, at madame Labille’s, at madame

1
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de Lagarde's, everywhere, This man, everybody's
theme, was Voltaire. What reputation did e enjoy,
even whilst living! What glory did he attain, This
mighty genius had all eyes in France and Europe fixed
upon him. For my part I am so great an enthusiast
tliat I would never perceive his faults, I shall again
mention him to you, and will transcribe in this journal
the letters he wrote to me, and which I have carefully
preserved. I can assure you, that, if I would have
given them to Beaumarchais he would have received
them with much pleasure. I did not care to do so,
and thus Beaumarchais only printed what all the world
knows. By means of these letters I might have set
M. de Voltaire and the Choiseuls by the ears: I have
not done so, nor ever contemplated such a thing. You
must confess, my friend, that I am not mischievous.
Besides the literati above-mentioned, there also were
at madame de Lagarde's lords of the court, the marechal
de Richelieu, the prince de Soubise, the duc de la
Trimouille, the duc de Brissac. 1 shall not describe
them now, nor the comte de Lauraguais, and the
marquis de Chimene, his rival in literature ; they will
appear again at a later period in this journal, as well
as many other personages. 1)o you know a very re.
L.arkable circumstance ? It isthis; the duc de Richelieu
displeased me the first day 1 saw him, and I never
could get over the repugnance with which he then
inspired me. Circumstances have brought us in close
contact, and even placed him, I may say, at the head
of my council. I then appeared to like him, but it
was only in appearance. Tliis is the only act of dis-
simulation with which I can be reproached during the
whole of my political career, in which I conducted
myself, I may venture to say, with a frankness that is
uncommon, At gpadame de Lagarde’s, M. de Richelieu
flirted with me, but as if only to preserve his ancient
_reputation in that way. Afterwards, at Versailles, he
-made a talk of these gallantries to remind me of wiiat
the termed our former friendship.
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I have digressed somewhat at length, and will re.
turn now to my double intrigue with the brothers La
garde.

The elder, one fine morning, placed on my toilette
a japan box, containing a beautiful suite of peasls.
The younger endeavoured to gain me over to his in-
terest, by presenting me, in his mother’s presence, with
a very handsome watch, Some days afterwards I re-
ceived, at nearly the same moment from my two adorers,
a letter which invisible hands threw into my apart-
ment. They contained endless protestations of love
and unwearying offers of service; in fact, the El! Do-
rado of Candide, which I believed had not yet been
discovered. All this was very tempting, but would
have required that of which I did not feel myself ca-
pable. They begged an answer, and each indicated
the spot on which I was to place it: the elder, under
2 bronze vase in a corner of the garden ; the other, in
a wooden chest in the antichamber.

I was too polite to refuse an answer, but I had no
wish to vary the form of my style. I wrote a letter,
therefore, and copied it. The elder had the original,
not from right of conquest, but by right of birth. The
other had the copy, but he had no cause of complaint,
for the two epistles were precisely similar. Nota word
more nor a word less in one than the other. In these
letters T affected a most entire disinterestedness ; [
complained that they should doubt my virtue, and
begged him who wished me well, not to make me
unhappy by abusing the inclination which 1 felt to
love him. I expressed my fear of a discovery, and
insisted that the most excessive prudence should be
observed. But why should I demand prudence from
others when [ could not exercise it myself! Here, my
friend, I have a painful confessioneto make to you;
1 have hesitated long about it, but as 1 have promiscd
to conceal nothing from you, I will not repress this
or oy thing else At the same time, and in the same
nouse, 1 had surr. ndered my heart to the handsomest
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scamp of a fellow, sixteen years of age, that T had
ever seen. Who he was, what he did, 1 shall, for rea-
sons sundry and excellent, conceal. You may press
if you please, but it must suftice that I call my Adonis,
Noel., Noel had the impudence to tell me that he
loved me, and-I had the weakness not to fling him out
of the window ; for my situation in the mansion was
that of a noble lady, and every one except Noel had
the greatest respect for mademoiselle de Vaubernier.

When a woman allows a first impertinence, she is
lost, and Noel knew this, I was so wanting in re-
spect to myself, that not to lose myself, I was com-
pelled to submit to a compromise. Yielding te his
incessant importunities, I reccived him at night into
my chamber, with the intention of quarrelling with
him, I can assure you. Islept in a smal room over
the court-yard, which was approached by the large
staircase on the right hand, and on the left by a narrow
flight of steps which descended into the court-yard,
and led on to the servants’ apartments. One night
when I was quarrelling with Noel, some one suddenly
knocked at my door. I was alarmed, lost my presence
of mind, and answered as chance dictated. A voice,
which seemed like that of a woman, told me to open
the door immediately, as it was madame de Lagarde.
Still more alarmed, and thinking that Noel had gone,
(he could have done so by the little door,) [ opened the
deor: some one entered ; it was the amorous maitre
dzs requites. e took my hand, that is Noel's,and im-
printed on it a kiss. Ie prayed me to listen to him
and not to make a noise. I uttered a cry, he in his
turn became frightened, let go the hand, and tried to
go out, which as he did, he struck his nose against the
door, which I closed as quickly as possible. The next
morning, at mgdame de Lagarde's, when he was en-
deavouring to explain how he came by the mark that
decorated his nose, 1 could not prevent myself from
laughing at him, when his languishing eyes seemed to
say to me: Cruel gurl, enjoy your haishuess! contem-
plate your victim !
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On the same day I received billets even more tender.
My pardon was entreated for the great boldness, and
an interview was solicited, Qua the other hand, the
financier prayed me not to be rebellious to his vows:
I was inexorable : T loved no one but Noel.

However, it was impossible to avoid the messieurs
de Lagarde entirely; either in the garden or the
drawing-room I met them continually. They stopped
me to pour forth their declarations, and, perhaps,
at Jast began to suspect that each was chasing
the same game. What did T not do to preserve the
peace ! Sometimes I gave both hopes, sometimes I
madg them utterly despair.  Noel, to whom 1 sacrificed
every thing, made me wretched by his incessant jea-
lousy. He was perpetually upbraiding me with my
coquetry ; one day he so far forgot himself, as to raise
his hand against me: T bore it all; I suffered the
humiliation without complaint.

But my annoyances did not cease here. Noel img-
gined that I secretly preferred M. Dudelay to his bre-
ther, and determined to avenge himself and M. de La-
garde at once. I had told him all, and showed him
the letters they had written to me, as well as my replies,
and sometimes we concocted them together at our
nightly meetings, lle knew, therefore, that, yielding to
so much perseverance, I had accepted the rendezvous
of M. Dudelay, in which I had vowed to be prudent.
What does Noel? He gets a friend to write a letter
to M. de Lagarde, and in this letter told him the hour
and place when and where he could surprise me with
his brother. I, ignorant of the treason, went to the
assignation, which was in the evening, at the Salle des
Marroniers. M. Dudelay was not slow in joining me,
and was kissing my hand when M. de Lagarde coming
from behind a tree, advanced towards us. At the
sight of him I was speechless ; he reproached me with
my duplicity, threw a packet of letters to his brother,
and quitted us. M. Dudelay took the letters and cast
his eyes over them. Imagine his vexation when he
saw that these letters were precisely the same as his
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own, lle called me all sorts of names and left me
1 had gone up into my own room when they called me
down to madame de Lagarde, to whom her younger
son had told all. She spoke to me as 1 deserved, and
desired me to quit her house on the instant. In vain
did I beseech and entreat her to allow me to stay that
night, she was inexorable. She reiterated the order of
my departure, promising to send my clothes the next
morning. I must say, by the way, that she performed
her proinise most scrupulously ; she sent not only all
that was mine, but also the japan box, with the pearl
ornaments, and other presents, which I confess, to my
honour, T had not earned.

After this catastrophe, T went to my mother, My
return displeased her; 1 wept, justitied myself as well
as [ was able, and promised to be wiser.  Although I
did not think Noel had been the cause, T had almost
forgotten him, at least I could have forgiven him for
having forgotten me, but he came to seec me. I re-
ceived him cool'y enough, his vanity was wounded to
the quick, and to prove to me that he had punished me
by anticipation, he confessed how he had acted in the
atfair, 1 was so much tirritated, that, assuming his
character, I gave him a box on the ear that almost
kuocked him down, I feared for a moment that Noel
would strike me again, but not at all, he spun round
on his heel and went away, never to see me again. I
mstake, he did see me again subsequently, and you
shall know how and when. Ah, my friend, you have
exacted from me a task very difticult to fulfil.

In spite of the promise which T had made my mo-
ther, I did not behave more prudently, My entrance
iuto the world was had, the progress of it was like the
commencement, and T led a dissipated life. A short
time after this my uncle died, and gratitude for his
Kindness made me resolve on taking his name. Tt is
M consequence of this that you will presently find me
assuwing thie name of mademoiselle Lange.



26 MEMOIRS OF MADAME DU BARRI.

CHAPTER 1V.

The demoiselles Verricre, celebrated courtezans—The chevalier de
la Morliére—a mot of madame du Barri's—The chevalier d’Are—
The prince de Soubise—M. Radix de Sainte-Foix—Women of
quality addicted to gambling—The comte Jean du Barri—The Bal

e POpera—The duc de Lauzun—M. de Fitz-James—Madame de
Mellaniére.

Hap I chosen, on quitting the house of madame de
Lagarde, to make an appeal to some one of the rich
financiers or persons of quality who frequented the
house, I should at once have secured to myself an
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