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CHAPTER I  

THE COURT OF THE SUN-KING 

Louis XIV, the Great Monarch, held memories of Paris 

too bitter to suffer him to dwell in the capital of France. King 

from an early age, the years of his minority were such as he 

did not care to dwell on when he was at the zenith of his 

powerðthe most famous of the Bourbon line, the most 

dreaded ruler in the whole of Europe.  

Memories haunted him in Paris, of the days when 

Mazarin ruled, amassing riches for a future King but tenacious 

of the rights of ministers; of the civil war when the royal 

troops were turned from the Bastille by the cannon of a 

warlike woman; of the period when the nobles exercised 

prerogatives that diminished the glory of the throne and were 

never held in check by fear of an iron hand controlling them. 

Perhaps the crowd that surrounded Louis' state carriage, if he 

drove through the streets, wearied him more than he cared to 

tell. Perhaps his pride was wounded by a suspicion that lowly 

subjects could whisper among themselves of a certain 

neglected boy who had been fished out of a basin in the garden 

of the Palais Royal and bundled out of Paris by night to sleep 

on straw at Saint Germain.  

In splendid state, with guards and lackeys in his trains 

the King still had fears that the world might remember the 

plight of a youth who had had torn sheets on his bed and a 

ragged coat on his royal back. But, during the years of sore 

humiliation, there had always been a real belief that one day 

the King would worst the nobles and play the Grand Monarch 

of his generation.  

Mazarin's death freed Louis Quatorze at the age of 

twenty-three. Then and there he declared the outline of his 

regal policyð"Gentlemen," said he, "I shall be my own Prime 

Minister."  

 
 

LOUIS XIV   

At Paris, the nobles, so disdainful of authority, could 

build their own hotels, could come and go at pleasure. At 

Versailles, they were part of a magnificent Court pageant, 

units in the vast array of pomp that Louis knew would protect 

him like a suit of armour. The highest in the land must serve 

the King, belonging to his daily retinue; they must pay court to 

favourites, they must attend the chase and fetes. When the 
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money was spent that such a palace demanded of its inmates, 

they could not return to deserted estates in the country. It was 

their part to curry favour then and confess themselves 

dependent on the King's bounty.  

 

 
 

ARISTOCRATS, 1790.  

The days of castle-dwelling were at an end with all the 

feuds that weakened the royal dominion. The great lords lost 

their hold over the tenants they never saw, and it was Louis 

XIV only who ruled, Louis the magnificent Sun-King.  

The palace rose at the bidding of the monarch, a pile of 

buildings worthy to be the monument of imperial pride. The 

rooms and galleries were spacious, the courts received vast 

throngs of noblemen and the gentlemen of their suites, the 

gardens gave pleasure to an eager multitude. The Guards 

dazzled the eye by their forms on occasions of state ceremony. 

They were there to protect the King's person and dared not 

neglect their duty. It was part of Louis' wisest policy to insist 

on their regular service in the army. He was under the charge 

of four bodyguards, twenty-five guards of the halberd and fifty 

guards of the gate. Then there were the Hundred Suisse, the 

company of provost-guards and the hundred gentlemen of the 

battle-axe. The military household numbered both cavalry and 

infantry, a gorgeous array of men in gray and black, blue and 

red, musketeers and grenadiers, surely a stalwart shield of 

defence for the glory of Versailles.  

The court of the palace became the centre, not of a 

little coterie but of all France and her dominions. It was gay 

with liveries, splendid horses, gilded carriages and the blaze of 

pomp and color that whirled so continually along the roads 

from Paris to Versailles. "Versailles! All roads lead to it," they 

used to say. And these roads were kept in good repair because 

they were trampled by the steeds of the royal retinue as they 

went forth to the chase.  

To hunt was the first of His Majesty's own pleasures. 

He could ride and shoot with the best and knew no fatigue in 

pursuit of stag and hare. The hunting train was imposing in the 

household where magnificence was demanded for the routine 

of each day. The Grand Huntsman of France was a nobleman, 

and the Captain General of the Foils had no menial office nor 

the Grand Master of the Wolf-Hounds. Their coats were 

adorned with lace to show the different gradations of their 
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rank. They had many subordinates and treasured the dignity of 

their position. It was a goodly sight to see the train set forth 

with the packs of hounds and gallant riders and the pages, 

whose duty it was to accompany all Court functions in the 

hope of gaining some prize that would repay the arduous 

service of their youth. Gorgeous in apparel, such scions of 

nobility gave the brilliance of spring to the King's more faded 

cavalcade. They were bold and witty and quick to turn a 

compliment. They could enjoy to the full such customs as 

holding the quarry by torchlight and re-echoed the cries, 

"Hallali, valets! Hallali," when the flesh was torn from the 

stag's bones by the greedy pack. They knew, too, the etiquette 

of the fetes held in honor of favorites or to celebrate some 

royal marriage.  

The Court was used, sometimes, for the performance 

of comedies in which princes and princesses deigned to take a 

part. Moliere, the renowned comedian, was invited, they say, 

to sup with Louis at his table, an honor without parallel, 

surely, from a monarch who would keep his own brother 

standing in his presence. There were brilliant plays to act in 

that age of literary giants. Racine came to the Court until he 

offended, and Corneille and others whose names have lived. 

Louis was without education himself, but he valued learning in 

others. He could barely read and write, but it pleased him to 

make Versailles the centre which attracted men of note from 

every part of Europe. It was a fine reward for struggling 

authors to stand in the illuminated court among the groves of 

orange-trees, which relieved the marble whiteness of the 

pavement. They heard the applause of men and women 

courteous and well-mannered. They shared the delicious 

banquets at the conclusion of the fete and were themselves 

objects of envy to the gaping crowds of good Parisians who 

had come to catch a glimpse of earthly Paradise.  

The gardens lay beyond the court, a triumph of French 

art and skill. Le Notre was in the service of Louis and devoted 

his great genius to Versailles. When he brought the plans to 

the King and led him to the terrace to describe the vast 

wilderness beyond, Louis XIV interrupted him constantly, 

exclaiming, "Le Notre, I give you 20,000 francs." But the 

gardener was not avaricious. He stopped in vexation and 

declared, "Sire, your Majesty shall hear no more. I should ruin 

you."  

 

 
 

MOLIERE SUPPING WITH LOUIS XIV.   

The Grand Monarch was stayed for a brief moment. 

Then he spent lavishly and set the fountains running with the 

beautiful jets that play to this day when Paris makes holiday 

and visits the palace of the ancient order. The water was 

difficult to bring in sufficient volume to supply the 1400 jets 

that rose from the sculptured basins. There was a plan to bring 

the River Eure to Versailles and 30,000 soldiers were set to 

work at the bold enterprise. Great numbers caught some 

contagion from the upturned earth and died of it. It was at the 

cost of their lives and of forty million francs that King Louis 

could amuse the frequenters of his court.  

But even the fountains of Versailles lent their aid to the 

tale of kingly splendor which was to spread through Europe 



Original Copyright 1917 by Alice Birkhead.    Distributed by Heritage History 2010 6 

and give honor to the French. Foreign ambassadors entered the 

King's presence by the Grand Staircase to have audience of the 

King. They had seen the noble gardens and the orangery 

beloved of princesses, they had alighted in the clamor of the 

bustling courtyard. Now they slowly ascended the marble 

steps, regarded through the marble columns by a brilliantly-

hued mass of courtiers of different nationalities, one in their 

perfection of attire, their elegance of bearing, and their silent 

deference toward the King. These dazzled the messengers of 

royal courts by the consciousness that the eyes of the whole 

world were upon them. They turned their attention to the walls 

and rich tapestry and superb pictures which delighted their 

eyes like the fountains with their groups of gilded bronze.  

Beneath the high roof of his palace, the King sat on a 

silver throne in the heyday of his glory. He created in his own 

person the idea of sunshine and fulfilled his own conception of 

the King whose duty it was so to shine.  

Louis XIV presented truly a gallant type of manhood. 

He wore a velvet coat studded thickly with diamonds and 

becoming to his handsome limbs. He had grace and dignity as 

well as beauty. The unfailing tact was his which creates few 

enemies. At a Court famed for polished manners, he was pre-

eminent for the grand air that he imparted to every formal 

ceremony. There were few occasions when the mantle of state 

was laid aside since he took for his pattern the young 

victorious figure painted on the ceiling of the Hall of Mirrors. 

He strove for the superb aspect of the Sun-King in his minute 

attention to the details of public functions. He forgot that 

financial difficulties were likely to arise when earthly 

existence was supported on the lavish scale of a god's 

requirements. He said that he gave alms when he spent freely, 

and frowned on honest Colbert, the minister whose body was 

worn to a shadow by the cares of a thankless office.  

Louis XIV was the hero of his nation even after 

disasters of war came upon him. He shed abroad, somehow, 

the luster of France when he received diplomatic guests in one 

of his superb habits. He smiled indulgently on his subjects 

when they exulted in success.  

Etiquette deprived the monarch of private ease, but he 

never truly craved it. He was always surrounded by courtiers 

and soldiersðthree or four thousand was his retinue at 

Versailles and five or six hundred at Marly. Seclusion was not 

in this man's nature, nor simplicity that would diminish one 

iota of his power. He spent more than twelve million pounds 

on Marly and was never alone, though he excluded certain of 

his Court. At Versailles, nobles stood in his presence and were 

not bidden to be seated. At Marly, the chosen few might be 

told, on occasion, to sit down. None were covered before him 

at Versailles, but when he left the country residence to 

promenade, he was wont to say, "Your hats, gentlemen," and 

noted the relaxation with some pleasure. Alone with his family 

circle, there was the same rigor observed in the relationship of 

King and governed. The King sat in an arm-chair while the 

sons remained standing and the daughters were permitted the 

use of little stools.  

The King's levee was the solemn beginning of a day 

that ended also with grand ceremony. The nobles, warned of 

the hour when His Majesty would rise, had to be in the ante-

chamber, waiting until the door was opened. They had been 

dressed themselves with elaborate preparations and were 

sumptuous in their full periwigs and fine habits thus early in 

the morning. Some were allowed to enter at eight o'clock when 

Louis was awakened. Monseigneur, the heir to the crown, and 

the princes of the blood were the first to have the privilege. 

They conversed with the King in bed and very often had 

favors to ask at this private audience. The great officers of 

State came next and the King's clothes were brought by them. 

The first doctor, the first surgeon; and the nurse of the royal 

infants were admitted at this entrance. There was a short, 

religions service held which all followed gravely. Louis XIV 

was a devout Roman Catholic by practice; though he was 

curiously ignorant of religion and knew nothing of the Bible.  
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Before the actual rising, wigs were brought that the 

King might choose the one he wanted. The barber removed the 

nightcap from the monarch's head as soon us he was in the 

place where he dressed regularly and the whole business of the 

toilette began in due and careful order. The valet of the 

Wardrobe had to present the knee-breeches with silk stockings 

attached, which the King put on himself. A garcon of the 

Wardrobe put on the buckled shoes, and other officers of the 

Bouche  and Goblet  presently served breakfast from dishes of 

porcelain and of gold. The valet of the Wardrobe brought the 

King's shirt and the grand chamberlain handed it to the 

Dauphin if he were present or to one of the princes of the royal 

blood, should he be unable to attend. Each detail was carried 

out with tiresome minuteness and Louis might well be fatigued 

when he was preceded from his chamber by the announcement 

of "Gentlemen, the King!" No wonder that the man who went 

through these formalities every time he rose or slept 

considered himself superior to other men and held that the 

realm of France was vested in his person!  

Dinner was served by the aid of the service known as 

the Bouche du Roi, which numbered more than three hundred 

persons. They had their own apartments at Versailles, where 

each meal was so elaborate that it entailed the care of butlers, 

cooks and cup-bearers, carvers, equerries, and a host of 

underlings. The King dined in public, exposed to the gaze of a 

crowd of loyal subjects. He was excessive in his appetite but 

drank wine sparingly. At one meal he is said to have eaten 

"four platefuls of different soups, a whole pheasant, a 

partridge, a plateful of salad, mutton hashed with garlic, two 

good-sized slices of ham, a dish of pastry and afterwards fruit 

and sweetmeats."  

Etiquette ruled the King and by it the King ruled the 

Court. He was himself the pink of courtesy and expected from 

all a like deference to the laws of breeding. Weary, the courtier 

must yet remain upon his feet, angry, he must control his 

tongue and countenance. All were dismayed if the monarch 

gave way to natural emotion of either grief or wrath. He was 

completely master of himself in general and any exhibition of 

feeling was distasteful. The men he drew to Court learnt 

lessons of real value. They were able to meet danger fearlessly 

and to bear loss of fortune without sign of distress. Their 

incomes diminished woefully, since they had to please a 

master who compelled magnificence. He shone as the Sun-

King and the minor constellations also must be brilliant. The 

card-tables ruined the gambler and the expenses of the chase 

the hunter. The lord lost the hearts of his tenants by continual 

absence from his estate. These murmured of their grievances 

and were met, did they raise their voices, by the same surprise 

that Louis felt when the cost of Marly was lamented.  

Offices were sought through favorites, for pride 

stooped very low to gain its ends. Mme. de Maintenon, the 

King's wife, was approached continually by those anxious for 

the welfare of either sons or daughters. She was known to 

influence the King, to have many places to bestow.  

The noble away from Versailles passed into oblivion 

quickly. Louis XIV said of the neglectful courtiers, "They are 

people I never see." It was useless for a go-between to ask a 

favor. Suitors must see the patron personally and attend him 

every day. The men never present at court functions were 

dismissed with the haughty disclaimer, "I do not know them." 

It were foolish indeed for Louis to have spent five hundred 

million francs from the national coffers that the buildings of 

hip; palace might be empty, his royalty but a name.  

Above all monarchs of his age, the Sun-King displayed 

the might of power and place. He was gifted by nature for 

kingly duties. He fulfilled his ideal of them with a loftiness 

that was maintained always. He lost prestige among other 

nations when he lost battle after battle, but his own country 

looked up to him to the last hour as the embodiment of 

everything truly national. The war he failed to conduct to 

successful issues was the beginning of a downfall he foresaw 

but dimly for the Monarchy. France was rich when he 
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succeeded to the throne and could afford him the appointments 

which were then his people's pride. France was drained by 

enormous expenditure as the army reached efficiency, and 

could not maintain a long struggle against allies of increasing 

strength. The money was forthcoming, nevertheless, whenever 

Louis asked it as his right. The whole land of France was his. 

Why should subjects deny some portion of it when they 

existed for the King's convenience? Few withstood the 

demands for taxes; few even murmured beneath their own 

roofs that there would be a day of reckoning.  

Marlborough, the all-conquering English general, 

broke the power of the Grand Armies, yet could not break the 

spirit of his foe. After a long reign, Louis was popular with his 

subjects. He did not show chagrin at defeat or consciousness 

of decaying fortunes.  

He died amidst the pomp of Versailles, an old man, 

whose wife fled from him to make her own future quite 

secure. He had seen children and grandchildren die before 

him. He knew that his successor was unworthy, but he was 

mortal, and left the palace at the time appointed, neither young 

nor victorious now, though he retained the wreath of laurel.  

"Still,  heedless of the centuries, upon the arches of that 

sumptuous Galerie des Glaces, the Sun-King sits serene. Out 

under the blue sky, he drives his four-horse chariot amid the 

leaping waters, and the gilded device of his divinity still blazes 

on the railings that hedge his royal house. He is always young, 

he is always victorious, he is always crowned with laurel, he is 

always superb. Each day he rises and sets with the same 

splendor, and, in transit, he gives light and life to all the 

world."  

CHAPTER II  

JEAN-JACQUES ROUSSEAU, DREAMER 

The old order passed, though life at Court wore its 

atmosphere of chivalrous frivolity long after the eighteenth 

century had begun a new era for the French.  

In 1712, Jean-Jacques Rousseau, son of a watchmaker 

of Geneva, was born into a world that he would do much to 

change. His childhood gave promise of the futureðardent, 

exaggerated, undisciplined; he was his father's companion, and 

had never known his mother. In the evening the child 

devoured romances, filling his mind with strange pictures of 

life as it was not. When he was only five years old, he began 

to know the heroes of fiction. He was two years older when he 

first studied Plutarch's lives of the Greeks and Romans, and 

was fired with the ambition to mould his character by theirs. "I 

believed myself Greek or Roman," he says. "I became the 

persons of whom I read; the story of traits of constancy and 

intrepidity which struck me made my eyes sparkle and my 

voice firm."  

The child's imagination was vivid. He lived in the 

books he read; and sleep was often but a brief hour of dreams. 

Far into the night, the watchmaker and his little son would sit 

together, and when morning was announced by the twitter of 

the birds, the elder only roused himself to say; "Go to bed; I 

am more a child than thou."  

The watchmaker was indeed not capable of guiding the 

son he made the associate of his pleasures. He left the child to 

the care of his uncle Bernard at Bossey, and troubled very 

little further about his education. In this quiet village near 

Geneva, Jean-Jacques learnt the real love of country leisure 

that was always to be the accompaniment of his restless life. 

To be quite happy, he must have "an orchard on the bank, a 

firm friend, an amiable wife, a cow, and a little boat." These 
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seem simple tastes, but the genius of his age was often too 

poor to indulge them.  

Soon the peaceful times at Bossey were ended. Jean-

Jacques had learnt something of music that was to be of use in 

later life. He had begun to feel that interest in the soil which 

was to make him famous, for without it he could hardly have 

written the books that inspired the world-weary Court to 

betake itself to Trianon and play the rustic.  

Apprenticed to an engraver and treated most brutally, 

Jean-Jacques ran away. He was only sixteen, and had not a 

penny in his pocket. He had no trade that would enable him to 

earn a living; he had no friends save those he left. Yet he faced 

the world cheerfully, enjoying freedom and careless of his 

future. He was attractive to many people by reason of his 

strange appearance. His eyes were fiery and told of a 

passionate nature, his hair was black and his figure well-

proportioned. He had become timid through harsh treatment, 

and awkward, almost stupid, in his manners. It was surprising 

that he made his way easily and never suffered starvation or 

the worst experiences of poverty.  

Mme. Warens, a kindly lady of means, received him 

into her household and gave him time to think without the 

necessity of selling his thoughts before they were mature. He 

copied music to support himself partially, and refused to write 

for bread since he thought that talent was killed and genius 

most surely stifled by such service. He who might have been 

rich dared to be poor, and always sympathized with the poor 

and understood them. When he did write later, the reward was 

worth the long apprenticeship. Even the wicked city of Paris 

listened to words straight from the heart of the man who had 

waited long to utter them.  

The peaceful days with his benefactress ended, and 

Jean-Jacques set out on his journeyings again. The hardships 

of the road were pleasant to one of his temper. He could not be 

kept within a household, but must see the France, neglected by 

Versailles. One day he entered a cottage to ask for 

refreshment, since he had walked a great distance and was 

very tired. It was a poor enough place to outward seeming. 

Peasants were not disposed to do much for their dwellings, 

when their rents would be raised if they looked too 

comfortable.  

The master eyed Jean-Jacques suspiciously. Strangers 

were rare and might be spies, sent by the lord or his agent, to 

find out resources hidden from the tax-collector. A meal of 

coarse bread and the cheapest sort of wine wits set before the 

visitor. He ate it thankfully, and began to discuss with his host 

many things of interest to all Frenchmen. The host grew 

uneasy. He was generous in his humble way and wished to be 

more truly hospitable to the wayfarer with the kindly manners 

and the shabby clothes. He scanned Jean-Jacques furtively, 

and decided to risk ruin. With a muttered word of apology, he 

produced some fine bread and some sparkling that had a 

flavor. They were hidden in a cellar, entered by a trap-door. It 

would be folly to expose such dainties to an excise-man who 

would exact duty for the wine, a commissioner who would 

remind him harshly that there was a tax on bread. He would be 

a lost man unless he pretended to die of hunger, he said, and 

Jean-Jacques, questioning this peasant, felt the hatred quicken 

that was to lead him always to be the defender of the poor.  

The Haves and the Have-nots were the two orders, 

more commonly known as the rich and poor. Taxation fell on 

the luckless Have-nots and reduced them to a state of beggary. 

They were slaves to the Haves, who paid nothing to the State. 

One-half of all the land was in the possession of the King, the 

Church, and the great nobles. Such a division was monstrously 

unequal. The bulk of the people belonged to the Commons or 

Third Estate. The First Estate and the Second Estate numbered 

about the one-hundredth part of the actual population. Yet, 

apart from the public lands, they must own half France, and 

that the half which held the stateliest buildings, the richest 

works of art, the finest hunting, parks, pleasure-haunts, 

gardens, and all the beauty of the cultivated earth.  
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A few nobles paid some sort of tribute, assessing 

themselves at what they chose. The clergy paid no direct taxes 

at all. They were supposed to make a Free Gift, and they were 

seldom generous. When France was in distress they got money 

from the public treasury, and gave not a fraction in the woeful 

year of 1789. The whole country-side was covered with 

customs-houses and tolls, which made smuggling a pardonable 

crime and raised the price of necessities to luxuries. The 

imposition of duties hampered trade in every way. A man 

bringing goods from south to north would take three months to 

perform a journey of three weeks. Even a worker going across 

some river to his work was forced to pay a duty on the dinner 

he carried in his humble pocket!  

The Gabelle  was the tax resented more than any other 

imposition. The country people were patient, but their blood 

boiled as they related the story of this salt-tax. It was, in truth, 

a poll-tax levied on every person of seven years and upward. 

Every member of a household was obliged to purchase seven 

pounds yearly, and the price varied according to the province, 

since the sale of salt was a monopoly. It might cost but a few 

shillings in one province and two or three pounds in another. 

This quantity was to be used for cooking only. If it were 

required for salting pork or fish, it must be bought specially 

for that purpose. Any evasion of the tax was punished with 

severity. Fines and personal chastisement were inflicted, and 

men and women were sent to prison to endure the cruelest 

hardships, if they were found to have defied the Government.  

The Corve  was another grievous burden of the farmer. 

Many were brought to abject poverty by the compulsory labor 

on the roads, which meant leaving work of a more profitable 

nature. The path must be made smooth for the lord's heavy 

carriage, the way must be even over which the King drove. 

More than three hundred prosperous men were brought to 

abject beggary by filling up one vale in Lorraine, and, in later 

times, the crowning of Louis the Sixteenth was accomplished 

at the sacrifice of poor wretches, who fell down at their task 

from sheer starvation, or disgraced the day of splendor by 

piteously entreating alms from the nobles who returned from 

Rheims to Versailles.  

The Taille  was a tax on property so unjust that it 

varied year by year. It fell with the greatest weight on the 

small proprietors, who were afraid to indulge in comfort, lest 

they should be discovered to owe more, and lose their 

temporary prosperity. It was said that the Peasant locked his 

door and shuttered his window on the rare occasions when he 

was able to enjoy the "fowl in the pot," which became the 

ideal of the Have-nots, as the time of reckoning approached. 

The fowl might assuredly have been wrested from him when 

half-way to his mouth! He was obliged to give part of the fruit 

of his labor to his lord, no matter how meager the wage be 

earned and how paltry the contents of his farmyard. The noble 

insisted that tenants should bake in his great ovens, should 

make wine in his presses, kill cattle in his slaughter-house, and 

pay handsomely for the privilege of doing these things.  

The rights of the chase were hard on the men whose 

land was ravaged. The deer were sacred, and guarded from 

vengeance by laws too cruel to be infringed by any who 

valued his life. The peasant had to bear the odious sight of 

stags browsing on his fruit-trees, rabbits gnawing his corn, and 

pigeons pecking the crops he had sown for his own scanty 

harvest. The "right of dovecote" belonged to the lord, who 

made it penal to kill a single pigeon. Other rights there were 

which might well have survived from the remote ages of 

barbarity. Among these was the "silence des grenouilles,"  by 

which the unfortunate tenant must stand in marshy places the 

night long and risk his own health in flogging the waters to 

prevent the croaking of the frogs, thereby preserving the 

silence that was necessary for the lady of the manor.  

The women suffered such toil that they knew nothing 

of youth, and paid dearly for beauty, did they happen to 

possess it. An English traveler met a haggard wretch one day 

and took her for an old woman who had known the privations 
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of a lifetime. She was twenty-eight, and was prematurely aged 

through the cares and poverty which fell to the lot of the 

typical mother of a French family, bound to the service of a 

noble who ruffled it at Versailles.  

Not all this did Rousseau learn in the house of the 

peasant where he received a meal. But he began from that hour 

to take note of such glaring contrasts, and it was through his 

writing that the new humanity was introduced to bridge the 

awful gulf between the seigneur and his tenant.  

The happiest period of Jean-Jacques' life was passed at 

Les Charmettes, a cottage near Paris, which he occupied 

through the favor of a friend. Here he explored the hills and 

valleys, helped in the labors of the household, gathered fruit 

and worked in the garden. He was persuaded that a return to 

Nature would be the salvation of the French, and would 

worthily displace the corrupt life of the capital.  

In 1741, Rousseau went to Paris, ill-supplied with 

money and depending on his wits for a modest livelihood. He 

was introduced to various great ladies, and obtained a 

diplomatic post in Italy. This was the opportunity of the man 

of letters, whose intellect had not yet gained him any power. 

He profited by learning the manners of a world above him in 

station, and afterwards studied the society of France, corrupt 

yet witty, repulsive yet too often of a marvelous fascination. 

He was received in the salons which noted beauties held for 

the interchange of brilliant ideas and scandal. The success of 

his opera, Le Devin du Village, might well have gone to his 

head, since the Queen acted in it when it was performed at 

Trianon.  

But Jean-Jacques preferred rural pleasures to salons. 

"He gave up gold facings and white stockings, laid aside his 

sword, and sold his watch, exclaiming with great joy, 'Thank 

Heaven, I shall no longer need to know the time.' "  

The town of Geneva received him with transports of 

admiration he had reason to remember later. He went lack to 

Paris, elated by the praise of men, and settled in "the 

Hermitage," where he wrote La Nouvelle Heloise, the first 

book of his to take the fashionable public by storm.  

This novel was greeted after the extravagant manner of 

the time. All Paris raved of it, the booksellers could not meet 

the demand for copies, belles lingered over its pages, 

forgetting carnivals and such engagements because they were 

absorbed in the new hero and the newer heroine. It was a novel 

in favor of true seclusion from society, quiet homes and 

sincere relationships. Parisians thought the ideal charming, and 

began with zest to play at imitating it.  

Emile  was published in 1762. It explained a system of 

education, sufficiently startling to arrest attention. The author 

condemned the artificial restraints of childhood. He might well 

preach against the pathetic spectacles of miniature men and 

women moving stiffly before their elders in the attitudes they 

were obliged to practice. The boy could enjoy neither ease of 

movement nor healthy occupation. He was powdered by the 

barber, embroidered by the tailor, decked by his valet with 

sword and sash, and instructed by some dancing-master to 

bow with elegance, one hand on his breast, the other holding 

the hat he seldom wore. He paid pretty compliments that 

amused the ladies, and gave his opinion precociously upon the 

merits of poets and playwrights, if his mother happened to be 

learned. He was a suitable gallant, not a playfellow, for the girl 

of the period, who at the age of six or seven was bound in 

whalebone, burdened by a heavy skirt, and girdled with iron. 

She was hardly expected to learn much; her head was adorned 

by a coiffure two feet in height, and her complexion must not 

be injured by the tears engendered by punishment. The fine 

lady rouged her little daughter as though she were a doll, and 

delighted in her mimic coquetry.  

No wonder that Rousseau's book was unwelcome to 

the age. He preached a natural education wherein books played 

a secondary part, and the child was left to find out for himself 

the great rewards of knowledge. The custom of handing 
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children over to hirelings was attacked with scathing criticism, 

as also the use of artificial toys and the attempt to enlarge the 

child's vocabulary. Health was to be of the first importance, 

and next, the moral character of the child. He was to find out 

by the consequences of his acts whether they were wise or 

foolish. If he wantonly broke a window, he must endure the 

discomfort of a draught; if he offended again, he would merely 

be placed in a room without windows. Robinson Crusoe was 

to be a whole library in itself, because it taught the value of 

self-help. Alone on a desert island, a man must be his own 

cook and carpenter. He must use his brain daily to find 

ordinary food and clothing for himself. The young pupil was 

to learn a trade that he might not eat the bread of idlenessða 

daring attack on the luxury of the class who read this work, 

considering that their views of existence were almost purely 

frivolous.  

The Contrat Social  was destined to make an 

impression far more profound than that of Emile  in the history 

of the kingdom. It treated of a state where the old order was 

abolished, where every man was born free and insisted on his 

freedom. Property was the root of all evil, Rousseau stated 

boldly. The first man to enclose a piece of land and declare it 

to be his own was an enemy of the race, and had caused a 

thousand miseries. The chains about the feet of the oppressed 

were to be broken. Equal rights for all was the teaching of the 

Contrat Social, by which men lived in a. union composed of 

different natures but united by the common bond of humanity 

Nobody could do exactly as he liked, lest he might injure a 

neighbor. Everybody agreed to do what would be of use to the 

community in general.  

It was a daring scheme of government to propose in the 

France of the eighteenth century. It was a daring book to 

publish in a country where literature was fettered by the 

ignorant. The Parlement of Paris ordered the work to be burnt 

and the author to be arrested. Rousseau fled in haste and found 

enemies wherever he turned. In gazettes and journals the name 

of this man was odious. He was denounced as an atheist, a 

madman, a wild beast, and a wolf. His own town would not 

receive him. He was ordered to leave Berne where he had 

descended to kiss the ground he judged to be the soil of 

liberty!  

When Frederick the Great afforded the writer 

protection Jean-Jacques was thankful to dwell at the foot of 

Mt. Jura, though the peasantry of that neighborhood disliked 

his odd Armenian costume and eccentric habits, and did not 

fail to turn against him when popular prejudice was at its 

height. He was hooted in the streets and attacked in his own 

house. He feared death itself and escaped to England, almost 

crazy from the strain of such a persecution.  

In 1766, Rousseau arrived in London. His writings 

were well known there, and distinguished people were anxious 

to meet him. Hume met the outcast, who fell on his neck with 

mingled tears and kisses. He was an object of interest even to 

the King and Queen, and they paid him more attention at the 

theatre than was given to David Garrick, the great actor.  

Rousseau lived in retirement at Woolton, where the 

vill agers took him for some strange king in exile. He brooded 

over his wrongs while he roamed the picturesque country-side, 

and all the charm of rustic scenery could not bring peace to his 

unquiet mind. He was in Paris once more in the summer of 

1770. The order for his arrest was not withdrawn, but he was 

allowed to live in the capital unmolested. He gave up his 

Armenian dress, adopted for the sake of hygiene, and dwelt 

very quietly on the fourth floor of a house in the street which 

was named after him, when passionate admiration succeeded 

neglect and mockery. He copied music and played the spinet. 

The wife, ill-educated and unable to understand him, sewed in 

the humble room, with the pots of flowers and canary in its 

wooden cage. It was a modest income that genius desired, and 

yet this was made by labor which was truly strenuous. Nearly 

eight years passed before he moved to a cottage on a fine 

estate which was noted for its gardens. Voltaire, the brilliant 
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atheist, died in 1778, and Rousseau, his only rival in the world 

of letters, followed an ancient enemy to the grave. "I feel that 

my existence is bound up with his," he said, on hearing the 

news from Paris. "He is dead. I shall soon follow." The 

assailant of the old faith was buried at the end of May, the 

assailant of the old order in July of that same year.  

Jean-Jacques might be a vagabond, a man of many 

faults and morbid imagination. He marked out the path to be 

taken by the foremost of the Revolutionaries. They studied his 

Contrat Social  to find the text of their principles. They shed 

blood and destroyed ruthlessly. The writer had detested 

violence, but he was to lead the people to a state of anarchy. 

He taught freedom, and he was beloved by them as they killed 

their oppressors. He preached equality, and they reduced the 

privileges of the nobles to assume despotic rights as the rulers 

of a Republic which their own hands had set up.  

CHAPTER III  

THE LIGHTED CANDLE 

Maria Theresa, the powerful Empress of Austria, 

planned a marriage for a fair child in her cradle, all 

unconscious of the mighty change that was preparing. The 

Empress's father had striven to secure her succession by 

binding the other monarchs of Europe to support her.  

Frederick of Prussia was Maria Theresa's enemy and 

neighbor. She had a bitter struggle to endure before she 

triumphed over her most aggressive foes. The Hungarians 

rallied round her, swearing to die in defense of "their King, 

Maria Theresa!" She appealed to their chivalry by professing a 

woman's helpless dependence on their strength. She was a 

mother with young children; she was beset by treachery and 

scheming. So she gathered powerful armies beneath her 

banner and thus kept her vast dominion. She was ruthless in 

determination, subtle in maneuvers. She had decided that 

France must help Austria long before the marriage of her 

daughter to the Dauphin.  

The ambitious mother's scheme was not concealed 

from the child, Marie Antoinette. Her name was changed to 

the French fashion. She was drilled in the speech of her future 

kingdom, though her general education was neglected. She 

danced gracefully, but cared not at all for books and refused to 

attend to studies. The old Abbe, who became her tutor, did not 

accomplish his task successfully, When she was of an age to 

be married she wrote a shocking hand and spelled incorrectly. 

She was untrained in mind, and hoydenish in movements. She 

had no conception of the duties of a queen, and would have 

been surprised to hear that she ought to study the people of the 

nation she would govern. They were merely smiling faces, 

seen in dense crowds from the Royal carriage. They said 

nothing of more importance than their salutations to Royalty. 
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It was good for them to see grand spectacles; if they asked 

more, surely they were wrong the poor should he contented 

always.  

She was fourteen when they sent her to France to 

marry the awkward lad who was only a year older. She was 

given "a plan and rule of life "and told to read it every month, 

and was advised to adapt herself to a new Court and a new 

way of thinking. She left Vienna in April 1770, deeply 

mourned, for she was the youngest and fairest daughter of the 

great Empress.  

Marie Antoinette, no doubt, enjoyed the long journey 

that took her through scenes she did not recognize. She had 

Austrian attendants with her but said farewell to them as soon 

as she reached the French borders. She was bidden to remove 

the clothes she had brought with her, and clad from head to 

foot in the garments of her marriage state. She felt strangely 

ill -at-ease, and natural trepidation seized her when thunder 

heralded her arrival at the town of Strasburg. It was an evil 

omen, and she was superstitious in her girlhood. The day 

would come when she was to shudder at the recollection of 

that storm and the tapestry of the room where she was royally 

welcomed. The scenes were wrought by skilful hands, but they 

presented a strange subjectðMedea, rending her own 

children, was depicted, and other episodes from mythology, 

terrible in their grim tragedy.  

The Princess met King Louis XV and the Dauphin in 

the forest of Compiegne. She was anxious to produce a 

favorable impression on the monarch, as splendid as the Sun-

King in appearance, but differing widely from him in 

command of self and subject. Louis XV could maintain the 

royal state of Versailles, though he shocked the Court by his 

lavish gifts to favorites, worthless women for the most part, 

who took greedily the offerings given them at the cost of a 

ruined government. Millions were spent on residences where 

costly whims could be indulged. Millions were spent on giving 

incomes to recipients who did nothing to deserve them. It was 

well for Marie Antoinette that she pleased Louis. Her first act 

was to fall down at his feet in real humility. He raised her, and 

she gave her hand to Louis the Dauphin, who had no more 

notion than a rustic how to bear himself toward his bride. He 

was kind, but he had no presence. The King looked handsome 

and polished by his side. Neither barber nor valet could make 

the heir of the noble Bourbons stately; moreover the Dauphin 

was slovenly and of a heavy countenance.  

 

 
 

LOUIS XV   
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The marriage was celebrated with solemn rites at 

Versailles in the May of 1770. The Court life proved baffling 

to the new-made wife, who forgot her lessons in deportment 

and conducted herself like the noisy romp of fourteen she was 

in reality. Her dame d'honneur was punctilious about the 

manners of a Dauphine who would soon be Queen of France, 

they said. "Madame l' Etiquette"  the girl named de Noailles, 

and mimicked the elder woman with youthful want of feeling. 

She was only allowed to ride a donkey; she was rebuked for 

the merry games she enjoyed whenever other children of her 

age gathered at the pompous Court. She wrote to complain of 

these restraints to her mother, and that august lady was uneasy. 

She bade her daughter conform to French usages, which were 

strict and liable to prove a stumbling block to foreigners.  

It was too dull for lively Marie Antoinette to submit to 

the routine of Court life without an occasional diversion. She 

had to curtsey to the King at stated hours, to play cards with 

little interest in the game, to put on and off the cumbersome 

Court dresses. She was surrounded by spies, who suspected 

the voluminous correspondence with her mother. She was 

short of money, although a large sum was allowed for her 

dress, and since she neither liked nor respected Madame du 

Barry, Louis' greatest favorite, and refused to notice her at 

functions, she made enemies.  

The King's daughters, nicknamed, Rag, Snip, and Pig, 

were prim and elderly unmarried ladies. They did not gain 

Marie Antoinette's affection in her early days at Court. They 

were shocked by her levity and want of dignity. They heard 

with horror of her play with dogs and her rides on horseback, a 

forbidden pleasure in which however she indulged. They were 

good according to their lights, but they began to form a party 

in opposition to the Austrian princess. She would never be a 

Frenchwoman. She was too free in speech, too careless of the 

impression she created.  

The Dauphin was not a companion for his young bride. 

He could ride well, and was immoderate in his love of hunting. 

But he was without charm or gaiety, and his jokes were 

boyishly offensive. His hobbies did not attract anyone who 

was dainty in habit. He was fond of manual labor, and had a 

workshop, where the smith Gamain treated him as though he 

were an ordinary apprentice. He was scolded rather sharply for 

coming to his wife's apartments with dusty clothes and dirty 

hands, for he was neglectful of all ceremony. He would retreat 

then with a bad grace and mount to his observatory, watching 

the heavens and studying the stars.  

Marie Antoinette declared that she preferred her 

husband to his brothers, but she was too friendly with the 

younger, the Count of Artois, an idle, frivolous boy, who led 

her into mischief. The elder, nicknamed Tartuffe by the 

Dauphin, who said he played the hero of Moliere's comedy to 

perfection, was hypocritical, as the name implied, and kept a 

steady furtive eye on the two heirs of the throne. All knew that 

Louis XV could not live long. He was worn out by a life of 

selfish follies, and when the zest of youth was gone he cared 

for nothing.  

Louis, the Well-Beloved, had a shrewd idea that 

trouble was brewing for the successor to his kingdom. He 

shrugged his shoulders indifferently, however, and wondered 

aloud how "Berry" (the Dauphin) would manage to pull 

through it. He judged "Berry" to be a weak stripling, not clever 

enough to play his part, if it were difficult. And it was going to 

be very difficult to rule a country, seething with discontent 

that, at times, even now rose to the surface. "After me, the 

deluge," Louis said cynically, and smiled to think that he 

would be well out of it. He had gained what he wanted, he had 

eaten and drunk and had what he would of pleasure. He did 

not care for his family or the nation, placing always their 

welfare second to his own desires. The daughters he named so 

contemptuously were afraid of him, knowing that he despised 

their single state and scant claim to admiration. He did not 

deserve that they should tend him so devotedly when he was 
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seized with deadly illness and the Court fled panic-stricken 

from infection.  

Small-pox was the scourge of prince as well as 

peasant. Louis suffered the agonies of disease at Versailles, 

deserted by all except the chosen few, whose duties 

constrained them to remain. The trembling courtiers waited in 

the outer chamber for the news of the King's demise.  

The Oeil-de-Boeuf  was crowded with a throng, no 

longer eager to demand an audience. They knew that a lighted 

candle, put in the window of the King's apartment, would go 

out when the Well-Beloved drew his last breath. They saw the 

carriages in the courtyard with horses harnessed in readiness to 

take the new King and Queen to Choisy. Suspense made them 

haggard beneath the rouge and powder. Their dress was 

slightly disarranged, though the polite conversation of the 

courtiers was worldly, as it had been under the rule of the man 

now seeking late absolution from a priest.  

The great clock struck three, and the fatal hour, 

prophesied by a daring preacher as the time appointed for the 

King's reign to end, was come. The candle was extinguished 

by an unseen hand, the palace roused to sudden animation. 

There was a noise like thunder when the courtiers rushed to 

the presence of the Dauphin and his wife and made the usual 

declaration. "The King is dead. Long live the King!"  

Louis XVI and his young wife clung together, 

weeping. They were alarmed by the awful responsibility that 

was thrust upon them. They fell on their knees and raised their 

hands to heaven, praying for guidance because they were too 

young to reign.  

CHAPTER IV  

BEFORE THE DELUGE 

There was hope in the hearts of the French peasantry 

when the young King and Queen succeeded Louis the Well-

Beloved. He had been buried with a lack of ceremony that 

contrasted ill with the state he had maintained. Now there was 

to be a fete day, a coronation of the sixteenth Louis at Rheims, 

with all the ancient rites. Even the Austrian wife became 

popular for the moment. Her enemies dared speak no ill of her 

while the preparations for the King's anointing were toward. 

She did not claim the honor of being crowned herself, though 

the ambitious Empress would have urged it. She was content 

to go in splendor from Versailles with milliners, ladies of 

honor, and the usual accompaniments of royal journeys. She 

added materially to the expenses of the ceremony. In vain, 

Turgot, the shrewd minister of France, pleaded the advantage 

of using the Cathedral of Notre Dame in Paris. Louis was not 

moved by the argument that the spectacle would be more 

imposing, nor Marie Antoinette by the foolish idea that it 

would be well to save two millions for the State.  

From Clovis, the wild, warlike barbarian, to Louis XV, 

most finished of courtiers, most civilized of Bourbons, the 

French monarchs had been invested with their royalty at 

Rheims. To Rheims, then, the sixteenth Louis would repair, 

though the roads were so bad that the corvee  had to be put in 

force and peasants' backs broken by the work of haste.  

Down those roads the marvels of the Court flashed in 

carriages, hung high and driven furiously. Unlucky those 

urchins or curious women who crossed the path of the Queen's 

coach, which had been elevated to an unusual height to give a 

glimpse of the wonderful head-dress she adopted. In those 

days pedestrians had a sorry time of it, either in town or 

country. In Paris there was a sharp distinction between the 
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man who drove and the man who walked. It was impossible 

for a well-dressed lady to cross a street without ruining her 

toilette, and people of moderate fortune dressed in black with 

black stockings that they might not have their clothes spoilt if 

they were splashed by the one-horse cabriolets, driven by fops 

at a most dangerous speed. On country roads children were 

trampled without the aristocrat suffering a pang of 

compunction. He would be annoyed by a jolt, perhaps, and 

would look out to see a bundle round which a weeping crowd 

gathered, but he was generally satisfied by throwing a few 

gold pieces to the bereaved, and went his way at the same risk 

to life and limb.  

So the spectators gaped to see the Queen's fine head-

dress but forbore to approach too near. She was always 

pleased by the cheers that saluted the royal carriage. She held 

her head high now, though it was burdened by a magnificent 

coiffure. It was the fashion to wear a head-dress that bore 

some reference to a great event of the period. On Louis XVth's 

death, mythological allusions were brought into the barber's 

latest novelty. A cypress on one side represented the mourning 

of the nation, and on the other was a cornucopia, overflowing 

with every good gift as an emblem of the prosperous era that 

was dawning! When Rousseau brought rusticity into favor, the 

"belle jardiniere"  was worn by every truly modish woman. It 

was heavy with turnips and beetroots, carrots and cabbages, 

and must have been as trying a fashion as the "coiffure a 

l'anglomanie" in vogue when the young men of quality took to 

crossing the channel and introduced the races and outdoor 

pastimes of the English. The belle of Versailles then had to 

poise her head carefully to preserve from damage a miniature 

race-course with jockeys, dogs, and five-barred gates arranged 

on the mighty scaffolding!  

The procession met a royal greeting. The ceremony 

itself was gorgeous. The old cathedral formed a fitting 

background for the wealth and might that gathered in its aisles. 

The walls were hung with crimson cloth of gold, the 

dignitaries of the Church were decked magnificently in their 

robes of office. Ladies in court dress, then more luxurious than 

at any other epoch, accompanied peers and princes of the 

blood whose garb did not suffer one whit by comparison. Even 

the King, so humble and plebeian in aspect, had a certain 

majesty when he put on the violet velvet robes and took in his 

hand the sceptre, which was to prove unwieldy. The pealing of 

the organ, the sweet chant of the choir, hailed him and the 

crown was almost on his head. Then, with a sudden awkward 

movement, Louis XVI raised his hand to thrust the emblem on 

one side. It was the hottest day of .June, the weighty trappings 

irked him. He suffered from an impulse of strange 

apprehension. "It burdens me, it tires me," he said uneasily 

when the costly bauble was placed upon his head. It had cost 

£800,000. It was to cost his life. He had a vague instinct, no 

doubt, which made him hesitate to take it.  

But the weakness passed, and once again the Queen 

breathed freely. Her pride had been hurt, though she concealed 

the wound by a haughty bearing. She was to govern rather 

than this coward. She would let him indulge his passion for the 

chase, and herself give audience to ministers, transact the 

public business with her favorites, while he put down in his 

diary the day's sport or made these curious entries. "To-day 

nothing; remonstrances of the Parlement. Nothing: death of M. 

de Maurepas. Nothing; retirement of M. Necker."  

Louis Seize passed out of the cathedral now amidst the 

roar of cannon and the acclamations of the people. Thousands 

of singing birds were freed from their cages to symbolize the 

"vieilles franchises"  or "ancient rights" of France, medals 

were scattered among the mob by heralds-at-arms who cried 

"Noel" and "Largesse," as they strewed them broadcast. The 

day of splendid festivity was concluded by a banquet in the 

Hall of Rheims, where statues of other kings crowned there 

were placed to welcome the King who dreaded sovereignty.  

On the morrow Louis received offerings from the 

Mayor of Rheims, who delivered the old formula of the 
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citizens. "'Te, Your Majesty's loyal subjects, crave leave to 

offer you of the best we possessðour wine, our pears, our 

hearts."  

 

 
 

LOUIS XVI   

The sick were brought to him that he might heal them 

by one touch of the royal fingers, debtors were set free 

because a King had graciously assumed their debts. All was 

feting and merrymaking in that June of 1774. The Queen 

wrote in high spirits to her mother. She did not know that it 

was a false gaiety she met on the way through a concourse of 

French loyalists. The deformed and crippled were forbidden to 

obtrude themselves upon the sight of the exalted. Disease and 

poverty must not be too ugly. They were swept aside that the 

path of King and Queen might seem all roses and sunshine, 

that they might not suffer from the sight of human pain and 

human sorrow.  

The King doffed the purple and went hunting or made 

locks busily in the slovenly disarray that caused valet and 

barber to despair of his doing them honor. The Queen cast off 

the restraints that had been imposed on her when she was a 

princess. She was beautiful and commanding, in the flower of 

youth and of a fascination that brought her real homage. If she 

danced to a measure carelessly, the music itself must be out of 

tune. If she acted in the mimic theatre of her palace, the 

audience did not whisper that her voice was weak and her 

gestures artificial. With the frivolous Count of Artois she went 

to masked balls and set up gaming tables. The King paid her 

debts though he did not accompany her on the wild frolics she 

enjoyed among the common people of Paris, who penetrated 

her disguise and yet pretended no suspicion. She drove in a 

sleigh through the streets without attendants. The Princesse de 

Lamballe was her companionða foolish pretty woman, whose 

delicacy was such that she fainted at the scent of a bunch of 

violets! The Princesse must share the royal wealth, acquired so 

easily. A post was created for her at Versailles that she might 

be given an enormous salary. The scandal spread beyond 

Court circles. There were murmurs that the Queen cared 

nothing for the people. They suffered cruel want during the 

winter of the sledges, and the King ordered carts of fuel to be 

given to them, declaring that he would spend money on a 

different kind of hobby.  

Marie Antoinette, too, had impulses of kindness. She 

brought up a little boy who had been run over by her carriage. 

He was transferred from cottage to castle and soon learnt to 

play the role of courtier, but the Queen's whim made him her 
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bitter enemy in the days when she had no longer the right to 

indulge such fancies.  

 

 
 

MARIE ANTOINETTE  

The old Court with its faded beaux and belles looked 

askance at the caprice of the new Court. Scandals were in the 

very air, and the King's brother and his wife fostered them 

continually. They were jealous of the Austrian and believed 

the worst of every harmless folly.  

"The Queen goes incessantly to the opera and to the 

play, gets into debts, interferes in law-trials, adorns herself 

with feathers and knots of ribbon and laughs at everything." It 

was a true enough description. She loved finery, and swam, a 

splendid vision, down the Galerie des Glaces  when the 

ceremony of Mass claimed her. The King was religious; he 

would have been shocked by inattention.  

Caron de Beaumarchais played on the Queen's love of 

the theatre. He wrote The Marriage of Figaro  and the Barber 

of Seville, both satires on Court manners and the Court wished 

to hear them. The King was moved to assert his authority. He 

sent the clever playwright to prison, using the arbitrary method 

of a "lettre de cachet,"  which dispensed with a formal trial. 

The Queen overruled him. Beaumarchais read his play in her 

Salons, and when it was acted the crush was stupendous, 

fashionable ladies deigning to sit by women of the humblest 

class and to endure a lengthy time of waiting. They applauded 

Beaumarchais, amused by his witty exposure of their morals. 

They saw the glass held up for others to see them as they were 

and did not realize that they were bringing about their own 

downfall!  

The Queen had a fancy for country life in the course of 

her extravagances. She had received the little village of 

Trianon as a gift from the King and went there alone to play 

the dairymaid. The teaching of Rousseau had inspired her with 

a desire for simplicity. She would have an English garden, 

differing from the prim beauty of Versailles. Bridges and tiny 

streams and rustic hedges diversified the profusion of flowers 

and green sward. There were grottoes lined with green moss 

and pleasant dells where the elegant friends of the Queen ate 

strawberries and imagined themselves real inhabitants of the 

peasant village. It was costly to build the Swiss houses and the 

model farm and to put the mimic mill in motion, but every 

detail must be perfect to continue the illusion. There was a 

house for the cure and a house for the bailli , grouped near the 

more pretentious dwelling of the lady of the manor. The King 

came to Trianon only by a special invitation. The Queen's 

orders were paramount. She gave great offence by signing 

notices with her own name to foot a legal proclamation. There 

was a special mode of dress to wear at the butter-making and 

the pie-making. A rustic hat displaced the coiffure symbolical, 
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and muslins were so much the fashion that Lyons silk 

merchants complained of injury done to trade by this cult of 

simplicity.  

There was nothing real in this play at poverty. The 

grounds of Trianon afforded only "the sort of country where 

lambs are as well-washed as lap-dogs, and dairies have white 

marble tables and china bowls," but it pleased Marie 

Antoinette mightily, and she was careless how large a sum of 

money was added to the expenses of the nation. She insisted 

on places being made for favorites regardless of the waste that 

the rewards entailed. The Comtesse de Polignac was greedy 

for her family, and she was the companion of the Queen 

always when the Princesse de Lamballe failed to charm.  

The delights of gorgeous apparel inspired the new 

Court with its parti-coloured carnivals. The heroic Henri IV 

figured so gallantly that the courtiers longed to return to the 

dress of an earlier period. If the King had not frowned at the 

idea, they would all have ruffled it in garments that were 

picturesque but absurdly cumbrous.  

English habits became the rage as the admiration for 

liberty seized the fickle aristocrat of France. Benjamin 

Franklin lived for a time among the Court of Louis, and, 

homely in speech and appearance, was flattered by the class 

who were doomed to hear the fatal repetition of his favourite 

phrase "Ca ira." Lafayette went to offer his sword to General 

Washington and enthusiasm rose high for the rights of free 

government. It was vain babbling for the most part, but it 

brought a new sensation, and English racing was better 

calculated to make the pulse beat high than the card-games 

that were too dull and solemn for the Austrian princess. 

English clothes were imported and English jockeys, strange 

little wizened creatures, who sat behind the French dandies in 

their cabriolets. English clothes displaced the richer garb of 

the fantastic; poplins, tabinets and lawns were more precious 

than brocades; "they sold their diamonds to buy steel beads 

and English paste and Gobelin tapestry was stowed away in 

cupboards and blue English paper took its place. The evenings 

were devoted to tea-drinking and eating bread-and-butter." 

There was talk of Pitt, the English Prime Minister, marrying 

an ugly but vivacious daughter of M. Necker, the French 

minister. The house of Necker was a resort of the most 

brilliant intellects. Necker had displaced Turgot, the one sound 

minister of finance in that unsound nation. His wife helped to 

sustain his credit by her entertainments. He was the idol of the 

people because he published an account of the money spent in 

the kingdom. It was appalling and showed a grave deficit. Yet 

Necker did nothing to bring about reform.  

In 1781, a Dauphin was born and welcomed with 

rejoicing. The King rushed into the streets to embrace his 

humblest subjects, the Queen was almost stifled by a throng of 

noisy visitors. The whole life of royalty was public in those 

daysðthe royal apartments never free from intrusion. Marie 

Antoinette's brother had been shocked by the stalls which 

blocked the splendid corridors of Versailles and filled the air 

with the clamor of a market. He complained of the sale of 

ginger-bread and the cry of newsvendors. When such an event 

as this birth was toward, privacy became impossible for the 

royal family. The fishwives and market-women hastened to 

claim their ancient privileges. They arrived in full force to 

compliment the Queen, and afterwards were allowed to fill the 

royal box at the opera with their comely figures in black silk 

gowns, the full dress of their order upon such occasions. The 

chimney-sweepers claimed a similar privilege from ancient 

days. Behold them at the opera, pretending to listen to the new 

music, but, in reality, preening themselves in handsome broad-

cloth and powdered hair, with faces cleaner than was usual.  

Marie Antoinette began to take her duties seriously, 

though she was declining in the favor of the nation day by day. 

She was ruling the King, they knew, and distrusted all her 

measures. By what right did she dare to choose Calonne as 

minister? He was flippant and polished in manners, but he did 

nothing which should avail to put him in the place of Necker.  
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Calonne, indeed, made the Queen a very gallant 

promise. She was to have her way, however the nation 

suffered. "Madame, if it is possible, it shall be done," he 

declared agreeably; "if it is impossible, it shall still be done."  

Never was the Court more splendid than in the time of 

this flattering man of finance. The rich bourgeois began to ape 

the class above him. "Never did the looms of. Lyons produce, 

even for Madame de Pompadour, silks of richer quality or 

greater beauty of design; or Alencon and other lace-making 

towns more exquisite specimens of their beautiful art. Every 

article of the toilet was of the finest and costliest kind. Elegant 

equipages became more generally used, and the number of 

servants increased. Silver plate was more abundant, and inlaid 

and artistically carved furniture, and the tapestry of Beauvais 

and the porcelain of Sevres were in unusual demand."  

In cruel contrast was a picture of the streets of Paris in 

the winter of 1783, which was memorable as a winter of hard 

frost. Crusts of black bread were thrown to the hungry, 

wretched creatures who were strong enough to struggle for 

them through the masses of snow that covered the mud with a 

delusive beauty. The open places of the city witnessed a 

horrible eagerness for such a dole of charity. None could scorn 

black bread when they were bidden to eat grass by their 

contemptuous rulers. It would have gone hardly with Marie 

Antoinette if she had driven her costly sleighs through the 

avenues of Paris, where there was so much want and misery.  

CHAPTER V 

THE CARDINAL AND THE NECKLACE 

King Louis XV had designed to make a worthy present 

to Du Barry, the favorite who dazzled him by her beauty. He 

wanted her to wear round her white neck jewels that would 

proclaim his generosity. Hither and thither the royal jewelers 

hurried to collect the priceless diamonds that would be of a 

luster to satisfy the Well-Beloved. Messengers were 

dispatched by them wherever there seemed likelihood of a 

stone being found that could be added to a string of marvels. 

"There was excitement in the judengasse  of every capital in 

Europe," and merchants proffered the best in their collection.  

The jewelers earned by their efforts some part, at least, 

of the colossal sum they demanded from the lavish King. Two 

millions of livresð£80,000ðwas the price to which he 

readily assented. Some would starve to pay for this in the 

obscurer portions of the kingdom, but Du Barry must have 

some mark of real devotion. A palace and its treasures was 

little enough. Louis XV would have the earth plundered before 

he denied himself the pleasure of out-doing the Sun-King, his 

royal predecessor.  

But this King, too, was mortalðdid not live to see the 

necklace completed. It had ruined the court jewelers, who had 

pledged their credit to buy gems. They were in sore straits 

because they had made something too magnificent for 

customers less free with their gifts than the fifteenth Louis.  

The Queen, surely, was enamored of all beautiful, rare 

ornaments. If Marie Antoinette fancied the necklace, the King 

would buy it. There was a ray of hope in the hearts of the 

diamond-merchants when they visited Versailles to seek an 

audience. They found the King willing to make the purchase, 

but the Queen was strangely lacking in appreciation. She 
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refused the gift, refused it steadfastly though she took a costly 

present, the palace of Saint-Cloud.  

Then an adventuress saw in this vexatious gaud an 

opportunity of gaining a vast fortune. Dame de Lamotte had 

been poor long enough. Report said that she had been rescued 

from abject beggary by a great lady, who listened to her story 

that she was descended from the kingly line of Valois.  

Married to an idle husband, the unfortunate descendant 

of Henri Quatre looked about her for an easy mode of living. 

She went to see Cardinal de Rohan, the Grand Almoner of 

France, and claimed from him a small pension. She went again 

and began to understand the Cardinal's real character. He was 

vain and credulous; he was longing to win the proud Queen's 

favor.  

De Rohan had lately returned from the Austrian Court, 

where he lived a riotous life as the ambassador of France. 

Maria Theresa disliked him, and her daughter seems to have 

followed her example. It was not the Austrian Queen who 

raised the object of her hate to the position of Grand Almoner. 

Even when de Rohan became the Bishop of Strasburg, he 

made no appeal to her reverence. She did not admit to her fetes 

the red-hatted, handsome man of middle age, whose hair had 

whitened prematurely, but whose mind was strangely young.  

Some said that de Rohan loved the Queen and that she 

treated him with scorn. Others were of opinion that love of self 

guided him and the wish to rise to greater eminence by 

winning the Queen's favor. Madame de Lamotte made a tool 

of the nature she understood so quickly. She was tired of the 

shifting scenes of poverty and established herself in Paris, 

where she attracted a certain number of the foolish and 

unscrupulous. She was very ill-satisfied with her tiny state 

pension, but she fared sumptuously and entertained with 

profusion. Into the Cardinal's ears she dropped hints that his 

infatuation was returned by Marie Antoinette. She would 

correspond with him if he wrote secretly and used a clever go-

between.  

De Rohan was elated by the news. He had striven 

arduously to win the Queen's forgiveness for his follies. Now 

he began to build a castle in the air, and wrote as a lover, while 

Lamotte meanwhile was preparing a subtle scheme of deceit to 

entangle him.  

The Queen replied, apparently, to the Cardinal's letters. 

He received notes signed by her name and written on the 

coroneted blue paper she used for private correspondence. A 

quicker brain might have suspected forgery, but de Rohan was 

ready to believe that what he wished would come to pass.  

The Queen, it appeared, would like to entrust the 

Cardinal with a most delicate mission. She longed for the 

diamond necklace she had refused, and instructed him to open 

negotiations for its private purchase. The jewelers were 

delighted to make terms and rid themselves of the "white 

elephant" that bade fair to be their undoing. De Rohan was 

persuaded to believe that the unlucky stones would prove most 

fortunate to him. Cagliostro, an impostor, but a man of 

extraordinary powers, was regularly consulted by the Cardinal 

at Strasburg. He professed to have discovered the art of 

making both gold and diamonds. His patron wore a ring which 

he explained that the new scientist had made in his presence 

out of nothing!  

There was a solemn ceremony to decide the question of 

the necklace. Finally, Cagliostro announced that it would raise 

the Queen to a lofty pinnacle of queenly state and would also 

reveal the true devotion of de Rohan. No doubt Madame de 

Lamotte foretold this result; she knew the magician and then 

dwelt very near the house where he reveled in Oriental luxury.  

Lamotte's husband found a poor girl sufficiently 

resembling Marie Antoinette to be taken for her by a stranger, 

and a meeting was arranged in the Park of Versailles. This 

d'Oliva was trained to imitate the Queen's speech, and dressed 

very elegantly in a white robe that gave her an air of royalty. 

She was placed in a grove in the Park of Versailles when the 

summer twilight had descended. Marie Antoinette was well 
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known to have a habit of roaming about at night either quite 

alone or with only a friend as her attendant.  

The trembling Cardinal met a tall and gracious figure 

in the shadow of an arbor. He received a portrait and a rose 

and a few words that intoxicated him by their hint of a secret 

understanding. On the strength of this interview he paid a large 

installment of the money for the necklace to Lamotte who did 

not, however, send it to the jewelers, though she obtained the 

jewels and instructed her husband to sell them separately, in 

London and in Paris. Then she was rich enough to realize an 

old plan of returning to the scenes of her former poverty with 

an appearance of great splendor. Her dresses were conveyed 

from Paris in great wagons, and the richness of her jeweled 

counterpanes became a fable to the country-folk she tried to 

dazzle.  

Meantime the jewelers became anxious as they could 

not obtain any payment for the diamond necklace. They 

petitioned the Queen, at last, and were told that she had had 

nothing to do with the transaction. After a conclave with the 

King, Marie Antoinette sent for the unhappy Cardinal.  

De Rohan was on his way to chapel, attired in the full 

dignity of his pontifical robes, for it was the Day of the 

Assumption. The summons startled him, and in the Queen's 

presence he began to understand that he had been duped by 

Madame de Lamotte and that this proud and angry woman had 

never deigned to grant him an interview at Versailles. He left 

the royal presence almost stunned by his discovery and was 

arrested publicly before he could recover from bewilderment. 

He had only time to send a messenger to destroy his papers.  

Madame de Lamotte was dining with a fashionable 

party when the news came that de Rohan had been taken to the 

prison. The arrest of a Grand Almoner of France in his 

vestments startled the whole company. It had such an effect on 

one guest that she rushed from the room, with a face turned 

deadly pale, and drove at once to Paris. Lamotte refused to 

leave the country, vowing that she knew nothing of the 

necklace, but she was in a hurry to destroy her documents and 

spent the night burning the papers in a sandal-wood bureau, 

including hundreds of letters from the deluded prisoner. She 

was still at work in a dense atmosphere of burning wax and 

paper at four o'clock in the morning, when she was discovered 

and lodged in the state prison of the Bastille.  

Cagliostro did not escape, nor his wife, nor d'Oliva, nor 

yet the man who had forged the letters. Paris was wild with 

excitement and the Queen's name on every tongue. All the 

noble and powerful family of de Rohan were against her. They 

declared that she had at least coveted the diamonds and had 

been guilty of arbitrary injustice when she ordered the 

Cardinal to be arrested. They moved heaven and earth to get 

the Church dignitary out of prison, and became so alarming in 

their righteous wrath that the King tried to rid himself of all 

responsibility and gave the business of the trial into the hands 

of the Parlement of Paris.  

The trial was public, so the court was crowded. The de 

Rohan family assembled, clad in garments of deep mourning, 

to stand within the hall through which the judge and advocates 

must pass. Popular feeling against Marie Antoinette rose 

higher and betrayed itself in the loud satisfaction that greeted 

the Cardinal's acquittal. It was not that they sympathized with 

de Rohan, the silly dupe of an adventuress. "Unloved he and 

worthy of no love; but important since the Queen and Court 

were his enemies."  

That was the real reason for the hurrahing crowd met 

to welcome the miserable Grand Almoner when he issued 

from the Bastille again on the last day of May, 1786. Proud 

Marie Antoinette saw in the verdict an insult to herself. She 

wept bitterly at the public rejoicing, and was little consoled by 

the punishment Lamotte received, despite her eloquent speech 

in her own defense. She was sentenced to receive a public 

whipping, was branded with the letter V for voleuse  (thief), 

and should have been imprisoned for her life, but so furious 

was the storm of indignation against royalty, so threatening the 



Original Copyright 1917 by Alice Birkhead.    Distributed by Heritage History 2010 24 

attitude of Paris, that Louis XVI was obliged to connive at the 

escape of his wife's fair enemy.  

D'Oliva was set free after the trial, since she had been 

duped with the Cardinal. The Comte de Lamotte most wisely 

fled to England, and de Rohan himself passed into exile. The 

Cardinal lived quietly on the Rhine with austerity and a certain 

mature dignity. He was a source of much comfort to emigrants 

before he died, but he had wrought evil to Marie Antoinette 

which she never forgave him.  

Libels assailed the Queen, many of them grossly 

exaggerated and untruthful. All her past levity was revived, 

and that free habit of wandering alone by night which had 

placed her name in jeopardy. Her escapades with D'Artois, the 

King's madcap brother, lost nothing in the telling. There were 

rumors that "Tartuffe"  and his wife supplied these malicious 

stories. They had never ceased to think evil of the Queen since 

the birth of the Dauphin destroyed their son's hope of the 

succession.  

"The Austrian" was blamed for the schemes of her 

mother, Maria Theresa. There was no doubt that Austria would 

have liked to gain help from the French, and that letters came 

to the Court, insisting that Marie Antoinette should use her 

well-known influence with her husband. So the clever mother 

helped to bring about her daughter's ultimate destruction. She 

had made this marriage to forward the aggrandizement of her 

empire. Maria Theresa was too far away to know that 

smothered discontent was rife among her daughter's subjects.  

The Queen's fair fame was tarnished. She was mocked 

and derided, and treated with the same want of respect and 

coarse insulting epithets that had greeted the King after he was 

crowned. But she played her part brilliantly, showing neither 

fear nor indignation. She was now the King's adviser, and all 

changes in the State were discussed in her boudoir with Mme 

de Polignac and her favorites. She saw Calonne depart, 

threatened by an angry mob, who sought on one occasion to 

drag him from his carriage. She knew that he had been bold 

enough to declare the Exchequer empty. A special head-dress 

had been worn at Court to satirize the poverty of the nation. It 

was not in the best of taste, but the great ladies wore it, 

punning wittily on the fact that it lacked the crown, the 

essential part of a "bonnet," as the Treasury lacked treasure.  

Yet the Queen would not recall Necker, the minister in 

whom the people trusted. She appointed Lomenie de Brienne, 

the Abbe, because she thought he would be loyal to her. When 

he hastily left office, France went mad with joy, burning him 

in effigy to the music of shovel and tongs, and welcoming the 

hundred couriers from Versailles who rode out to give news to 

the provinces.  

The Queen's portrait had to be taken from the Salon 

because it met with insult. They called her Madame Deficit, 

and declared she was betraying France to Austria. All respect 

for the monarchy was gone now. Men wore portraits of 

General Lafayette on their waist-coats, and called upon such 

gallant spirits to aid them in the recall of Necker to the 

Ministry and the meeting of the one representative assembly of 

the nation, the States-General.  
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CHAPTER VI  

THE FIRST PROCESSION 

In that Convocation of the Notables, which Calonne 

had desperately summoned to hear of the wretched financial 

condition of the country and the King's patriotic wishes that 

the deficit might be met by a new act of generosity performed 

by the privileged class, Lafayette had demanded a National 

Assembly or States-General to include representatives from 

every part of France. Peers were there and men of the robe, 

soldiers and clergy of the highest class; seven "princes of the 

blood" dignified the ancient Assembly of Notables, which had 

not met since Richelieu's time. These shook their heads when 

Calonne became eloquent and spoke of a Land Tax which 

would be paid by the rich, for they loved the old saying, "The 

nobles fight, the clergy pray, the people pay," and they refused 

to give up their ancient rights. Brienne dismissed them, and 

their convocation would have been useless indeed had it not 

spread the magic word "States-General" through all France.  

Brienne's measures to alleviate distress were futile, 

because the Parlement of Paris refused to register the fiscal 

edicts which he had proposed. There was to be a Land Tax, 

which the wealthy lawyers who formed the Parlement could 

not approve. There was to be a Stamp Tax, such as had 

aroused wrath in the American colonists. Suddenly the 

Parlement discovered that it had never had the power to 

register any edicts dealing with taxation, but had hitherto 

usurped the authority of the ancient States-General, which had 

not met since 1614. The people rejoiced to hear the refusal, 

and blessed the Parlement as it went into exile at Troyes, in 

Champagne, for that representative body of the Three 

EstatesðNobles, Clergy, and Commonsðmight, when called 

upon to meet, do more than deliberate upon finance or vote 

taxes to abolish the deficit of the nation. They might redress 

grievances which had grown intolerable during the long years 

of suppression which the commons had endured.  

 

 
 

LAFAYETTE  

Yet the Parlement made terms with the Versailles 

government, and returned from exile when Brienne decided 

that the Stamp Tax should be withdrawn and the Land Tax 

made less troublesome to the privileged. The nation was 

assured that the States-General should be convoked in 1792 as 



Original Copyright 1917 by Alice Birkhead.    Distributed by Heritage History 2010 26 

soon as the loan, which took the place of taxation, had been 

exhausted by the needs of government.  

Brienne anticipated some happy ending of the troubled 

state of France long before five years should pass, but 1788 

saw the provincial parlements roused against Versailles. They 

refused to register edicts, and were exiled amidst the national 

anger that such an act of tyranny now roused. In August 

Brienne was obliged to promise that the States-General should 

be convoked in May of the following year.  

Necker was recalled on August 24, 1788, France 

resounding with the cry of "Vive le Roi! Vive M. Necker!" 

while the nation rejoiced openly that Brienne had gone. 

Henceforth, the whole country spoke of the meeting of the 

States-General, and the structure of that ancient body was 

discussed by clubs and statesmen, while the twenty-five 

million commons palpitated with the mighty joy of reckoning 

themselves members of a voting class. The Parlement of Paris 

lost popularity suddenly by declaring for the old form of 1614, 

in which the Third Estate figured mainly as a show, leaving all 

real decisions to the nobility and clergy, their superiors.  

The Third Estate had its champions among the 

pamphleteers, for Abbe Sieyes came from Chartres to Paris 

asking three questions which he could answer best himself. 

"What is the Third Estate? All. What has it hitherto been in our 

form of government? Nothing. What does it want to become? 

Something." Orleans, prince of the blood, and formerly Due de 

Chartres, opposed his own order when he gave utterance to the 

words, "The Third Estate is the Nation." He had long been 

suspected of disloyalty by Versailles.  

The Court thought revolt impossible, though they 

admitted that the commons might be dangerous if encouraged 

by men of such influence. They settled that the Third Estate 

should join the King in taxing the First and Second Estates. 

All  three Estates could be dismissed when the State Treasury 

was full again.  

Necker proved himself feeble in all attempts to settle 

the two burning questions of the hour. He could not decide 

whether the commons should be represented by as many 

members as the clergy and the nobles united, since they were 

by far the most numerous class, nor whether the States-

General, once assembled, should vote and deliberate in one 

body or three separate bodies. The Notables, assembled for the 

second time, did not incline to the patriotic side which 

demanded "vote by head," but they were dismissed before the 

royal edict went, forth ordering the election. of deputies and 

the preparation of cahiers  or writs of grievances in January 

1789.  

The edict was acclaimed with joy "as the news of 

Victory, Deliverance, and Enfranchisement" by the class 

which had been ignored in politics since 1614. "To the proud, 

strong man it has come; whose strong hands shall be no more 

gyved; to whom boundless unconquered continents lie 

disclosed. The weary day-drudge has heard of it; the beggar 

with his crust moistened in tears."  

The great Salles des Menus at Versailles was made 

ready to receive the deputies by order of the King. There was 

to be a great gala and procession on May 4th of 1789. The 

weather was propitious, and there was a general hope of 

happiness to come. The poorer deputies of the Third Estate 

found lodgings too expensive for their slender purse, since 

there was a general concourse from all parts of France to Paris 

and Versailles, but their hearts beat high with patriotism and 

the proud belief that they too could help to save the State from 

ruin.  

Rich draperies floated from the balconies of houses; 

the sound of bells, ringing for the solemn ceremony, was 

mingled with the fanfare of trumpets and the roll of drums. 

The deputies assembled in the cathedral of Notre Dame when 

May 5th dawned, and awaited the coming of their King.  

Then the procession filed out, the deputies of the Third 

Estate marching at the front, as men of the least importance, 
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sad in garb, and, for the most part, humble in their mien. They 

wore a close-fitting black costume, with a short black mantle 

of either wool or silk, a plain muslin cravat, and a small round 

hat, which had no feathers, no cord, nor band of any kind. The 

Queen's "boudoir council" had decreed that the people's 

representatives of 1789 should be clad in garments modeled on 

those worn by the "vilains" or meanest class of 1614! Here and 

there a distinguished face or a striking carriage was 

conspicuous among this sombre mass of six hundred men, for 

double representation had been granted to the Third Estate. 

The wild Marquis of Mirabeau had been elected deputy of the 

commons, though his birth entitled him to a higher place. His 

strangely powerful, scarred face would have redeemed a 

multitude of more commonplace men than had been mustered 

for this 5th of May.  

Maximilian Robespierre, the deputy from Arras, 

walked stealthily and with a deferential manner among men 

royal in their own provinces. None marked him closely, since 

all eyes were drawn to the gallant Marquis, the fame of whose 

exploits had rung through Europe before he opened a cloth-

shop at Marseilles and turned tailor in order to be elected 

representative of the people he was naturally inclined to rule.  

Close to the deputy from Arras, perhaps, walked Dr. 

Guillotin, who detested acts of violence, and spoke eloquently 

for men condemned to suffer death in its cruelest form. He 

was planning even then the machine for beheading victims of 

capital punishment painlessly. It had been used in Italy, but 

was adopted by France later as La Guillotine, for men were 

grateful to the good doctor for his merciful inventive powers, 

and King Louis himself advised some shaping of the blade that 

would lessen the suffering of the condemned.  

The stately Queen was received in silence, though she 

looked more truly aristocratic than any member of the insolent 

Court streaming before her in the white plumes and laces, the 

rich embroidery and velvet that made the pageant so gay. 

Marie Antoinette would have ignored cold glances, but the cry 

from the crowd, "Long live Orleans!" stung her with its insult 

as she passed through the subjects who acclaimed her enemy. 

There were rumors that Orleans would have liked to enroll 

himself with the Third Estate, which he supported, being 

treasonable to his own order, and he had given much money to 

gain popularity among them. He was hideous through the 

excesses of his life, and grossly ornamented, but he pleased 

the Parisians, who disliked the beautiful, proud Queen.  

If his wife betrayed emotion, the King was phlegmatic 

in his aspect as he walked under the sacred canopy of the 

Catholic Church. He believed that the majesty of the episcopal 

purple would awe subjects and prevent violence. A dais of 

violet velvet, adorned with the golden fleur-de-lis, had been 

prepared in the Church of St Louis, whither the twelve 

hundred deputies were bound. The King and Queen sat there, 

wrapped for the last time in all the panoply of state. Servile 

respect, indeed, was not paid to them even on this occasion of 

high ceremony, for the deputies applauded the speech of the 

Archbishop of Nancy, which dwelt especially on the true piety 

of the King of France, and in the presence of royalty it had 

never been usual to applaud.  

Marie Antoinette frowned and bit her lip, recognizing 

that the personality of the King could never make him 

dreaded, though he might be popular still. She disapproved of 

his simple act of courtesy when the first meeting of the States-

General took place the next day in the Salle des Menus, which 

was gorgeous enough to dazzle the humblest members of the 

Third Estate. The King's speech ended, he put on his hat, a 

weighty head-gear generously plumed. The noblesse donned 

their hats too, according to the custom of old times, and with 

defiance the slouched hats of the Third Estate were clapped on 

at once. There were cries of "Hats off" from the Court, 

indignant to see a privilege usurped, but the sturdy deputies 

refused to obey till Louis himself took off his hat again, thus 

showing a clumsy kind of tact which pleased the crowd. The 
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claim to equality had been made, as the Queen well knew and 

others who were scornful of the rights of the Third Estate.  

The next day the nobility and clergy retired to a 

separate apartment to "verify their powers," a ceremony which 

was necessary before their deliberations could have weight. 

The six hundred left alone realized that double representation 

was not all that they had to gain. They determined to demand 

that the Three Estates should be merged in one for the business 

which France gave them to perform. A feeling of impatience 

agitated the vast Salle des Menus where spectators thronged to 

hear the speeches of the deputies. There was famine in the 

provinces because bread was sold to the poor at a ruinous 

price. These representatives of the people could do nothing to 

help those who had elected them till their powers were 

verified. The noblest reformers fretted at the delay and heard 

speeches with impatience, for the nation needed more than 

words. Pamphlets issued from the Press defending the claim of 

the Third Estate, and orators in the Palais Royal were 

clamorous, denouncing the obstinacy of the nobility and clergy 

who still held aloof.  

 

 
 

THE OATH OF THE TENNIS COURT.  

Mirabeau struggled towards recognition, speaking with 

eloquence to the deputies of the Third Estate. He urged that 

the clergy should be asked, "in the name of the God of peace," 

to join the commons since many of the Second Estate had 

shown signs of wavering loyalty to the body to which they 

belonged. A president of the commons was appointed whose 

powers seemed likely to become greater than those of Necker, 

now losing popularity day by day.  

On June 17th the Third Estate declared themselves the 

National Assembly and boldly assumed the privilege of 

verifying their powers alone. The King was timid in his 

reproaches, but the Queen became hostile to the States-

General she had at first approved because it took the place of 

the Parlement which had not justified her in the trial of 

Cardinal de Rohan.  

The Third Estate were to meet the deputies of the 

Second and receive their submission in the Salle des Menus on 

June 20th, but heralds-at-arms appeared in the streets of 

Versailles on Saturday, June 20th, and proclaimed a Royal 

Session to be held on the Monday of the following week.  

The deputies flocking to the hall of meeting through 

the rain found that the doors were closed and workmen were 

busy within preparing for the reception of His Majesty, who 

had ordered that no meeting of States-General should take 

place until the Royal Session of next week. The president 

himself was turned away amid the angry muttering of the 

throng who had come to listen to the speeches of Mirabeau 

and his fellow-deputies. When a voice was raised crying "To 

the tennis-court," there was an eager echo from the crowd. The 

deputies sought the covered enclosure where nobles occupied 

their frivolous hours and looked towards Bailly, who seated 

himself at a wooden trestle and claimed to be the first to take 

the oath that he would never separate from the National 

Assembly or deny its powers, wheresoever it should meet.  

"Six hundred right hands rise with President Bailly's to 

take God above to witness that they will not separate for man 
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below but will meet in all places, under all circumstances, 

wheresoever two or three can get together, till they have made 

the Constitution."  

The swarm of spectators held their breath, realizing 

that these were profoundly solemn words. "Vive In Nation! 

Vive le Rai!" they cried at length, and the applause could be 

heard far beyond the tennis-court which had been put to such 

strange use. In vain for the King to admit the commons 

grudgingly to the hall on June 23rd. In vain for de Breze, the 

King's messenger, to bid the commons leave the hall after 

Louis and his retinue. "Messieurs, you have heard the King's 

orders." Mirabeau's reply was fierce and prophetic of the days 

to come. "Go, Monsieur," he said, "tell those who have sent 

you that we are here by the will of the people and that nothing 

but the force of bayonets will drive us hence."  

The soldiers were not sent for, the Third Estate, with 

the defiant deputies, had triumphed. Workmen ordered to take 

down the royal platform listened to the voice of Mirabeau, 

leader of the National Assembly, and eloquent in victory.  

CHAPTER VII  

THE MARQUIS OF MIRABEAU, MAKER OF A 

REVOLUTION 

Gabriel Honore Riquetti de Mirabeau! The very name 

rings with the family arrogance that claimed the noblest blood 

of Provence. Noble or not, they had fought and striven, 

boasted and showed themselves soldiers of hard courage on 

many a field of battle. Gabriel's grandfather had been left on 

the bridge at Casano with twenty-seven wounds that might 

well have proved too fatal. They left him for a dead man, and 

he rose again to live and to marry, wearing a silver collar as 

the only visible reminder of that death-bed. "Silver-stock" was 

his name henceforward. He was proud of it, because he loved 

men to think him valiant.  

The son who succeeded to the estates, bought by an 

enterprising founder of the family fortunes, one Riquetti, 

merchant of Marseilles, was of another stamp from Silver-

stock. He quarreled with his father, knew poverty and a wildly 

riotous life, being remarkable for beauty of person and a belief 

in his own powers that earned him the title of the Friend of 

Men. Something of a pedant, he bequeathed the gift of facile 

writing to his son and heir, the ugly, monstrous infant who 

alarmed his parents by a strange precocity. The nurse chosen 

for him was a woman of some force, being a widow well able 

to carry on her husband's trade of blacksmith. But Gabriel 

worsted her, and his father wrote in some amusement at the 

mimic combat. "I have nothing to say about my enormous son 

only that he beats his nurse, who does not fail to return it, and 

they try which shall strike the hardest."  
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MIRABEAU  

At three years old this lusty boy had smallpox, which 

left lasting scars on a face that could never be well-favored. 

The other children of Mirabeau were beautiful. He alone was 

destined to conquer by amazing powers of mind. The training 

of children in those days was harsh. The Marquis determined 

that his son should be brought into subjection. He was fond of 

reading and curious knowledge. At four years old he had 

accomplished marvels. "All Paris talks of his precocity," his 

father wrote to another Mirabeau, then governor of 

Gaudeloupe. He shocked a pious grandmother when a cardinal 

confirmed him at the age of seven. He asked questions so keen 

that they could not answer him.  

Such a spirit soon grew difficult to manage. The father 

began to dislike a son likely to outstrip himself. "A bloated 

bully who will eat every man alive before he is twelve years 

old," he said bitterly, and then a system of strange discipline 

sent away the heir of Provence to a military school at Paris, 

where he was not to bear his own name but entered as M. de 

Pierre Buffiere. The Abbe Choquard did not treat his pupil as 

severely as had been expected. He saw the enormous 

capability of this southern nature and directed it most wisely. 

Boxing, riding, drilling, dancing were the usual exercises of 

the academy. Gabriel Honore excelled since he was too strong 

to feel fatigue even after the hardest physical exertion. He 

mastered Greek and Latin, and nearly every living language 

for learning was easy to him. He was of fine intelligence and 

liked to use his natural ability.  

At eighteen the academy pupil was ready for the army. 

He was unfortunate in his colonel, an officer of overbearing 

manners, who denounced him to the Marquis as a gambler 

when be lost some trifling sum at a gaining table. It was 

adding fuel to the fire of hate which seemed to consume this 

unnatural parent. He jeered at Gabriel's extraordinary 

fascination over men and women, and described him as "a 

nothing bedizened with crotchets." Certainly, there was a vast 

inheritance of eccentricity in the family, so burdened by their 

heavy debts.  

The Marquis showed his own inconsistent temper by 

making use of a lettre de cachet  (sealed or official letter) to 

control his son. This was a method of imprisonment he had 

denounced with good reason, since a man might be committed 

to prison for years without having a proper trial or even being 

acquainted with his own offence or the name of his accuser. 
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The first of Gabriel's terms of imprisonment began when he 

was shut up in a fortress on the Isle of Rhe. He should not be 

free to disgrace the honorable and ancient race which had 

produced him. He should hear the Atlantic beat against the 

walls of his gaol and realize that he was at the mercy of 

relentless forces. He should win the heart of the gaoler if he 

chose, but should make no other attempt to dominate.  

He was set free that he might serve in Corsica in the 

legion of Lorraine. He was distinguished as a soldier, and 

fought like some giant wrestling against evil. In truth, the 

world was too small for him. He broke bonds continually. 

Even from the cruelest of restrictions he escaped somehow or 

other. In the country, where the family held estates, he 

impressed men by his self-confidence and boldness. He had 

conquered his father's prejudices at this time and was allowed 

to go to Versailles.  

The Marquis heard of his son's success at Court, his 

pride mingled, perhaps, with a touch of jealousy. He was fond 

of warning people of the fatal gifts that the son held. "In the 

name of all the gods, what prodigy is this I have hatched?" he 

exclaimed, hearing that great ladies were captivated by the 

soldier's gallantry and formal nobles routed by his easy 

insolence.  

He was all-conquering in love, and won a wealthy 

bride from a host of other suitors, but the marriage was 

unhappy. In spite of a generous income, debts crippled the 

young people very shortly. Gabriel pawned his wife's jewels, 

and at the day of his funeral had not paid for the clothes he 

wore at his wedding! He could not keep money. He wasted it 

on luxuries and on works of art, for he had the tastes of a 

cultured man. He asked his father for help, and was promptly 

put in prison. He got into more serious trouble for 

horsewhipping a man who wrote satirical verses about his 

sister. His father thought nothing could punish such a crime 

except imprisonment in the Chateau d'If, noted for that 

prisoner of romance, the Count of Monte Cristo. "Girt with the 

blue Mediterranean, behind iron bars, without pen, paper, or 

friends except the Cerberus of the place, who is ordered to be 

very strict with him, there shall he devour his own lion heart in 

solitude." "The Cerberus of the place" was merciful and 

interceded for the captive, who was removed to the fort of 

Joux, near Pontarlier, where he enjoyed a certain amount of 

freedom. His wife forgot him during that imprisonment.  

He loved another woman, Sophie de Monier, with 

whom he fled to Holland. He lived by his pen there, and when 

tracked and in bondage again at Vincennes, he continued to 

write ceaselessly, for liberty was not given him in the dreary 

keep where he spent forty-two months of his youth. Yet he left 

there with strength increased and stature taller by some inches. 

His fiery spirit was not tamed, and he dared to enter law courts 

where he harangued judge and jury as though they were guilty, 

and caused some consternation by his eloquent, persuasive 

tongue.  

In 1784 Gabriel visited England and attended debates 

in the English House of Commons. He admired the 

independent spirit of the people, but would have had more 

complete freedom for his own country. He had formed those 

ideas now of a true government, which he tried to bring about 

later. He wanted to abolish feudal privileges, to have complete 

equality in the State for each citizen, to have no narrow 

religious persecutions, to retain the king and limit his rule by 

the meeting of representatives of the nation.  

At thirty-six there seemed scant likelihood that this 

man would reach a position whence he might attempt reforms 

so vast. He was bloated and scarred; he looked old and worn 

by dissipation. He was glad to write on banking questions and 

any subject that was prominent. Then he captivated friends 

able to give him glimpses of the world outside his circle. He 

visited Berlin and met all the men worth knowing. He tried to 

obtain some post in the French Government, seeing that 

changes were at hand, but was unsuccessful. He had a secret 

mission, nevertheless, from Calonne, who did not pay 
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generously the correspondent whose letters were too original 

and daring for diplomatic purposes. He gave Louis XVI advice 

on problems of government, but the King did not follow the 

advice of the man with advanced ideas on free trade and free 

education.  

Calonne found that Mirabeau was not a suitor to be 

passed over quietly. He refused to make him secretary to the 

Assembly of Notables, and was punished by a pamphlet which 

denounced him. Lettres de cachet  had no terrors for one so 

inured to harsh usage. He was rash enough to attack Necker, 

the minister whom he had never influenced. His pen, indeed, 

was never weary; his name now was always to the fore, and he 

hotly supported the freedom of the Press. In course of time, 

men had to listen to his views as a reformer. He advertised 

himself and made an impression on Paris. He was practical 

and counseled attention to the actual needs of the present 

rather than dependence on tradition. He was impatient that so 

much time should be wasted on discussion of the various 

methods of election to the States-General. He was a royalist 

above all, and did not wish to take authority from the Crown.  

Mirabeau found his own order anxious to cast him 

from their party. He was guilty of certain offences against 

society which courtiers could not forgive him. His huge head, 

with its mass of curled and powdered hair, his dress slovenly 

but of exaggerated fashion, coupled with his violent manner 

and his awkwardness, displeased the refined. He turned to the 

people of Provence and found that they would welcome him. 

He showed his strength by quelling a riot at Marseilles where 

the citizens had been powerless to resist a mob, attacking 

property and its owners. He went to Aix and found disturbance 

there. He restored peace and was elected as one of the four 

deputies of the Third Estate.  

The States-General included no man so likely to 

prevent the ruin of the King as Mirabeau, but Necker failed 

him, the minister who had refused his proposals of reform. 

The feeble speech delivered at the first meeting roused the 

wrath of an orator with real plans of reform to unfold before 

the nation. Mirabeau knew men and cities, he was patriotic 

and moderate, he had enormous influence over other minds, he 

was courageous and would bring his work to some result. The 

natural leader of the people was chosen. His hour came when 

the National Assembly declared itself. Through the vast hall of 

Versailles the great voice of the giant began to roll in 

speeches, rising above he distant clamors of his colleagues or 

the comments of the galleries. The giant's form became 

familiar to Louis Seize, through his presenting a petition for 

the removal of the troops from Versailles and from Paris. 

Mirabeau knew the course that this meeting of the 

representatives would take, he knew that what seemed a wild 

revolt would become a serious revolution. Even as he wrote in 

the name of the Assembly to ask for a militia of the citizens to 

keep order in the turbulent, excited capital, the news of his 

father's fatal illness came to him. He left his work to attend to 

family affairs after the death of the Marquis, and when he 

returned to Paris on July 15th, he heard that the Bastille had 

fallen before the mob.  
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CHAPTER VIII  

THE FALL OF THE BASTILLE 

Through the hot unquiet days of July 1789, Paris had 

been dreading the force of the King's armies. The citizens 

knew that the nobles had bidden their monarch rely on their 

swords rather than give way to the people. They understood 

that Marshal de Broglie, the veteran of the Seven Years' War, 

appointed to command in this time of peril, would not hesitate 

to turn his soldiers against the citizens. They plotted, under the 

secret instigation of the Duke of Orleans, to win the French 

guards and make them disloyal to their officers.  

Foolish it was to allow the military to haunt the streets 

and cafes where speeches inflamed their war-like spirit, and 

reminded them that they, too, were of the people. More foolish 

still it was to alarm the jealous nation by marching up every 

road artillery and infantry, cavalry and musketeers to the 

number of twenty-six thousand men, all giving ominous signs 

that Paris was to be blockaded by the King.  

If it came to civil war, the citizens would hold their 

own but where were the arms they needed to oppose the guns 

and cannon, the swords and muskets of the well-trained 

regular soldiers? It would be wise to cherish the Guards and 

win their weapons to the popular cause by any means 

whatever. Before July came, certain soldiers, punished 

unjustly, as the people thought, were rescued from the Abbaye 

prison by the mob and dragged in triumph to the Palais Royal. 

The men, punished by officers they refused to obey, were 

intoxicated by their wild reception. They were treated to a 

sumptuous banquet in the open air; they were lodged 

comfortably in a popular theatre for the night.  

Disaffection spread, alarming Marshal de Broglie. He 

could rely on the Swiss and German regiments alone; his other 

troops were changed from passive automatons to creatures 

recognizing no higher authority than their own. He would have 

had the speakers of the people scattered and the crowds who 

listened to them. He would have quelled the republican spirit, 

and restored the absolute power of the monarchy by a swift 

and deadly onslaught of the military. So they said of him in the 

clubs, which were now beginning to be dangerous. The Breton 

club, originally formed by the deputies of Rennes to protest 

against the dissolution of the Parliaments, which had followed 

their refusal to register the King's edicts, was become the 

National. Barnave was among its members, a pure and 

honourable patriot, Sieyes, the bold Abbe, spoke there, and the 

Duke d'Aiguillon, who had left his order. Orators and writers 

had much food for discussion. They dreaded the dissolution of 

the States-General, the imprisonment of the deputies, the 

expulsion of Necker, the blockade of Paris, the starvation of 

the people. Yet they would not sell their liberty to gain the 

precious boon of living; they would resist the conspiracy of 

Queen, courtier, minister, and agent. They had marked the 

growth of a new court party which enslaved the King. They 

whispered vengefully of the plots hatched by the Austrian and 

her brother-in-law, the Count of Artois.  

Marat, the doctor of the stables, could not speak with 

the eloquence of Mirabeau, the born leader. But he could write 

against injustice. He could cause panic in a whole city by his 

dark utterances of sixty thousand soldiers coming soon to prey 

upon the citizens who found it difficult to feed their children.  

What wonder that nobles were attacked now when they 

ventured forth from Versailles! M. de Polignac, the Queen's 

favourite, only saved his life by sheer courage. He laughed at 

the timidity of the mob, and was untroubled by the sight of 

long queues of anxious wretches waiting before daybreak at 

the doors of bakers' shops. He did not harass the King by the 

rumour, if he heard it, that the monarch was poisoning his 

subjects by unwholesome bread, bought at famine prices. He 

returned to the Court after he had been threatened, and 

encouraged Louis to reply coldly to the impassioned address 
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of Mirabeau and even to threaten the exile of the National 

Assembly from the capital.  

Necker was dismissed. The step was taken privately. A 

new ministry was formed by the Queen and Count of Artois. 

Marshal Broglie, on whom they relied for the army to put 

down a national rising; the Baron de Bretueil, in charge of 

finance; Foulon, the unpopular, who had bidden the hungry 

people to eat grass, at the head of the navyðthe whole 

ministry seemed to threaten the liberty of the people, while 

outside the city walls on the night of July 11th, 1789, was 

heard the rumbling of artillery.  

Sunday cameða day of gloom, when warnings of 

massacre came to the citizens of Paris assembled in the Palais 

Royal. Necker dismissed, Foulon in office, and Marshal 

Broglie given the power to quell the insubordinate by the 

sword if he chose! Camille Desmoulins, the wild young 

student from the northeast province, rose to address the scared, 

incredulous multitude. The crowd, silenced by horror of the 

tidings brought from Versailles, closed round him. They 

welcomed a mouthpiece now in the youth who had made a 

name as orator in the Palais Royal, though he would never be a 

statesman. He was idle and giddy, and volatileðhe could not 

hope to rival Mirabeau, but he was devoted to his service. If he 

never made the people tremble by his voice, he could always 

rouse their emotion. He swayed the mob by tears and laughter. 

He had a kind of wit that gave him a singular power in 

speaking. He could act fear and consternation admirably when 

he conveyed the news of the banishment of the popular idol. 

Possibly he did not really regret Necker more than Mirabeau, 

who pretended alarm and kept silent, but he mounted on a 

table in the Cafe de Foy and gave the signal for the 

Revolution.  

"Citizens! You have not a moment to lose. I have just 

come from Versailles. M. Necker is dismissed. This dismissal 

is the alarm-bell of another St Bartholomew for the patriots. 

This evening all the Swiss and German battalions are to march 

from the Champs-de-Mars, where they are encamped, to 

slaughter us all. There is but one resource left us, which is to 

fly to arms and mount a cockade that we may recognize each 

other."  

The eager crowd were excited to a frenzy of 

enthusiasm. They took up the cry "To arms! To arms!" and the 

Palais Royal echoed to the shout, which spread beyond it. 

Green was the color of hope. It should henceforward be the 

symbol of the nation. They tore down branches from the trees 

and fastened leaves to their hats when they could not find 

ribbon to make themselves cockades of Revolution.  

Camille Desmoulins drew two pistols from his pocket 

saying, "Let all good citizens follow my example." He led a 

tumultuous throng about with him that evening, not the rabble 

of a city in rebellion, but men of education. The King's troops 

were defied when they tried to disperse this procession; blood 

was spilt when a charge of dragoons threw down the bust of 

Necker. The dreadful hour seemed to have come when men of 

the same nation were ready to rise against each other.  

The city could not sleep that nightðtoo distracting the 

ringing of alarm-bells, the noise of blacksmiths' shops, the 

tramping of the citizens, and the constant cry "To arms!" The 

next day all shops were closed except a few whose wares were 

strictly necessary.  

There was to be a National Militia, and every good 

citizen must seek weapons. It were useless to wage war 

without a pike against the regular soldiers, and also against the 

band of brigands who descended on the city. For the dogs of 

war were loosed, and rumour had spread the news beyond the 

capital. It was the chance of the outlaw and the criminal to 

plunder. They advanced in hordes and fell upon a convent, 

where they found open cellars of wine to their own undoing. 

Many were destroyed after they had stupefied themselves with 

drinking, and others were led to prison by the citizens, zealous 

to prove that they had no share in such mad debauchery.  
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The Hotel de Ville where the electors assembled had 

given orders that green must not be the national color, since it 

figured in the livery of the family of the hated Count of Artois. 

Women's fingers were busy now in making cockades of 

tricolour, red and blue, the old Paris colours, on a ground of 

"constitutional" white. There was a demand for them almost as 

general as the clamouring for weapons.  

The smiths smote their anvils furiously with strong 

arms and willing hearts. In six and thirty hours they had piled 

up pikes to the number of some fifty thousand. Gunpowder 

had been found after much vain searching, and women 

hoarded stones in their dwellings to be used as missiles when 

the boiling pitch should fail them in the protection of their 

men-folk.  

The King would withdraw the royal troops if that 

would appease his terrible subjects, so ungovernable now in 

the midst of martial preparations. Versailles was dull and 

silent, with only a galloping courier to rouse its inmates by 

new rumours from Paris. Gaiety had vanished from its 

splendid rooms and galleries, though there was a pretence of 

formality still, and meals were served as usual. The generals 

were timid and dared not resist the people, feeling that the 

time had gone by for that attempt to crush the insubordinate. 

All night they did nothing, and on the morning of July 14th, 

the whole of Paris was in arms. They massed themselves in 

columns and looked with one accord to the frowning towers 

and battlements of the citadel of tyranny, known well to the 

breaking hearts of the last century as the prison of the Bastille.  

The history of the place is obscure and difficult to 

follow. It had been founded originally to defend Paris from 

attack and had become, in course of time, the symbol of a 

State that hid its crimes. Men were known to have died in 

dungeons for their religious faith, their honor, and their 

courage. That mystery which fascinates and terrifies inspired 

countless stories of the horrors of those walls. They said 

prisoners languished alone during youth and manhood, and 

forgot in their old age that they had ever enjoyed freedom. 

They recounted the jealousy of nobles seeking to ruin even 

men of their own order by a lettre de cachet, the instrument 

employed to get rid of an enemy in silence. They murmured 

against the King's decrees that men of distinction must be sent 

to the fortress, where solitude broke the stoutest spirit. They 

trembled with indignation to realize how nearly the deputies 

had been incarcerated. Down with the power of kings and the 

tragedy of state-craft! Lay bare the hideous secrets of the 

bottomless abyss where men could moan unheard!  

The Bastille was plainly meant to terrify by the nature 

of its firm defence. It had ditches, drawbridges, ramparts, 

keeps, and bastions, and reared itself a mass of seven towers 

strengthened by huge blocks of massive stone. M. de Launay 

was the governor, and had some hundred men for gaolers. He 

had been born in this grim building, and knew all its traditions. 

He maintained severe discipline that would not allow the 

prisoners to have any sort of communication with their friends 

outside.  

There were fifteen pieces of cannon mounted on the 

tower. A few more were brought in desperation from the 

arsenal now that the mob was approaching. It seemed vain 

enough to offer a resistance, though the Bastille had survived 

attacks during many a war. The governor was not capable of 

organizing a defence that would baffle men and women, 

enraged by the cruelty of centuries. He had soldiers with poor 

courage, and felt disposed to hold out the flag of conciliation. 

It would gain time, at least, and help might possibly be sent 

from Versailles.  

Deputies were received within the very fortress and 

treated courteously by the governor, who was pale with terror. 

Other deputations followed, and refused to leave the 

courtyard. De Launay fired on them, and with the first shot the 

whole scene changed. It was useless to parley then. The 

Bastille was besieged.  
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"We will have the Bastille," cry ten thousand men of 

iron will and courage equal to the hour. "It is the oldest symbol 

of the monarchy. It shall fall and prove in falling that the 

people will be free from tyrants."  

The drawbridge is down and countless citizens arrive 

to help the besiegers in their gallant purpose. There are old 

men and children among them as well as women. A beautiful 

young girl very narrowly escapes being burnt to death because 

the rumour spreads that she is de Launay's daughter.  

The drawbridge is down, but battlements so stalwart 

might well daunt the leaders of the onrush. An old man 

inspires courage by seizing a sword with his left hand when a 

ball has struck his right. He can still march, he declares 

stoutly, after he has lost his left hand. Two sons of his have 

lately died in America fighting under Lafayette for the cause 

of freedom.  

The wounded return to the fray after they have had 

their wounds dressedðand the physician tending them is as 

brave as they are. Cannon from the assailants answer the 

cannon of the governor. Fire is rising now from the blazing 

straw which is strewn about the guardroom.  

The garrison begin to realize that the cowardly will not 

find the people merciful. They scan the roads approaching the 

fortress with despairing eyes, and see no aid advancing from 

the royal army. The day is far spent, and only death seems left 

for them. The governor's courage has revived, and he refuses 

to agree to a surrender. He will blow up the fortress in which 

he has lived so long before he will allow disgrace to fall upon 

him.  

In vain de Launay seeks to prevent the Bastille falling 

into the hands of the people. He cannot take his own life for he 

is disarmed, and he has the shame of seeing his white 

handkerchief fluttering from a musket as a flag of truce.  

Across the bridges comes the cry of "Victory," while 

men are streaming into the conquered fortress. It is forty 

minutes past five in the afternoon, and from that hour they will 

always date the dawn of liberty. France is saved from the 

government of nobles henceforth. Soon the dungeons will be 

reached and the few captives brought forth into daylight. 

Heavy locks are torn from heavy doors, rusty iron keys carried 

off to be displayed to the citizens of Paris. State papers are 

scattered before their records can be fully mastered. Grim 

tragedies are inscribed on themðthe very walls bear the 

lamentable prayers of human desolation.  

Only seven prisoners are found as a reward of much 

vain searching. It is to be feared that they are not the martyrs 

of a previous generation but they are glad to be free and 

willingly allow themselves to be the spoil of their rescuers. 

These, indeed, weep over them, carrying them about the 

streets in token of liberation. The very stones re-echo the 

shouts of triumph as de Launay's head is borne aloft on the 

pike, which begins to have a sinister meaning in the streets of 

Paris.  

The strength of the popular cause was proven by the 

fall of the monarchy, crashing to ruin with the walls of the 

state prison. Throughout France the news spread by means of 

couriers who galloped furiously, proclaiming the death of 

tyranny by the national cockade they wore. The country 

districts were already in a state of ferment, rising ominously to 

demand bread and the destruction of papers which bound them 

to the lords of the soil by ancient title. They had found an 

example to be followed in every place where there was a 

Bastille of sorts. They hailed the couriers with enthusiasm, and 

plied them with questions that showed what real importance 

they attached to that Day of Revolution, the Fourteenth of 

July.  

In all the capitals of Europe the triumph of the cause of 

liberty was heard as a momentous deed. Russians and Danes 

acclaimed the birth of the new order, the era of youth and 

promise. Fox, the famous English statesman, declared the fall 
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of the Bastille the event most favourable to liberty that had 

ever taken place.  

At the palace of Versailles the King was awakened 

from his sleep by the Duke of Liancourt. He had gone to rest 

early and thought little, it seems, of the terrible confusion of 

Paris; for in his diary he had noted "Nothing," as was usual 

when he did not hunt.  

"It is a revolt," Louis Seize said drowsily, after the 

Duke had poured forth the amazing story of the day.  

"Sire, it is a Revolution," the Duke answered, and on 

the morrow there was reason to believe that he spoke truth.  

CHAPTER IX  

THE LANTERN 

The conquered banners of the Bastille floated above 

the head of Louis Seize as he was driven from Versailles to 

Paris, where the citizens greeted him in a most bewildering 

fashion. His very escort must have puzzled a not too ready 

brainðit consisted of the militia of Versailles, a medley of ill-

dressed soldiers with all the air of armed brigands or revolting 

peasants. Gone was that glittering train which had helped 

Louis Quatorze to maintain his royal state. Gone were the 

gallant courtiers who would once have made a determined 

effort to crush the canaille by a massacre, if need be. Over the 

borders nobles were galloping in disguise and in sore poverty, 

since the palace could not furnish great store of golden coins. 

The King's brother, the Count of Artois, had fled in panic since 

he knew in what estimation the people of Paris held him, and 

had wit enough to realize that they were masters of the 

situation. Escorted by guards and cannon, he crossed into the 

realms of Sardinia, and the Queen bore his loss with fortitude. 

They said that she was overcome with grief to part with the 

Countess of Polignac, but at the same time urged her flight.  

Louis made no attempt to resist the wishes of his 

subjects who desired his presence. He rose early that 17th of 

July and went with the real rulers of his kingdom. Secretly he 

said farewell to Marie Antoinette, afraid that he might be held 

prisoner. Members of the National Assembly surrounded his 

carriage to the number of three hundred, but they did not give 

him confidence, since they had chosen Bailly, Mayor of Paris, 

and Lafayette, the commander of the national forces, and 

seemed anxious to dethrone their King. Lafayette was king in 

Paris. The National Militia met Louis' carriage at Sevres, and 

he entered the capital under their protection. Lafayette, riding 

his white horse and bowing before the adulation of the 

citizens, was surely a more royal presence than the timid, 
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irresolute man who suffered himself to be conquered by the 

conquerors of the Bastille.  

Like some strange dream Paris appeared that day, with 

Mayor Bailly at the gates to present the historic keys of Henri 

Quatre. The speech made by this dignitary was full of 

blunders. The greatest blunder of all was the remark that King 

Henry had reconquered his people, but it was the people now 

who reconquered their King. Yet Louis heard it without anger. 

He was dazed perhaps by the swarming multitude, armed with 

pitch-forks, pick-axes, and any weapons they could muster. 

They closed round the carriage ominously, even the monks 

bearing swords in honor of the victory. There were cannon 

displayed prominently, though wreaths of flowers were twined 

round them as if to hide their grimness from royal eyes that 

were soon to behold real horror. Shouts of "Long live the 

Nation!" rent the air. The sounds were confusing as the sights, 

and the King obediently pinned the tricolour cockade on his 

royal breast and mounted the Town Hall steps beneath the arch 

of steel formed by the drawn swords of citizens. If he feared 

death, he must have quivered when the clash of weapons 

struck so close to him. If he had pride, he must have crushed it 

when he passed under the yoke and made no protest. He was 

placed on the throne that he might hearken to the harangues of 

his subjects. He could not speak for tears himself, and was 

willing to approve the appointments of Lafayette and Bailly, 

since they were in full discharge already of their offices. They 

showed him to the crowd from the windows of the Town Hall 

then, and he was cheered because he had shown himself so 

docile.  

"Long live the King!" He retired from Paris after that 

day of humiliation with some pretence of the old enthusiastic 

loyalty in the crowd, who clambered to the steps and roofs of 

the carriage, but he knew that they had got their way, and felt 

the shame of his surrender when Marie Antoinette shrank from 

him and turned proudly away from the wearer of the tricolour 

cockade.  

In the palace there was desolation. The nobles had left 

their monarch and sought safety for themselves. The people 

had become threatening to some purpose. It was useless to try 

to beat them off with swords. Foulon was the man they 

demanded for their satisfaction. He had been made minister of 

finance, and they meant to have Necker back again. Foulon 

had declared when the people were clamorous for bread that 

they might eat grass. The insult was remembered. When power 

was in their hands, the mob decided that Foulon should not 

escape like the Count of Artois and his associates.  

The wretched old man was told that there were dark 

rumours afloat concerning his life, and tried to save it. He was 

seventy-four and conscience pricked him, for he had been a 

cruel master. He had a sham funeral, and hid himself in a 

country house at Vitry. Once he had sneered at the people, and 

now he shrank from their vengeance piteously.  

The servants at Vitry betrayed him, having their own 

tale of petty grievances. The peasants seized their prey in 

triumph and dragged him to Paris, tied to a cart, with a bundle 

of hay on his back, a crown of thistles on his head, and a chain 

of nettles round his neck. He was too old to resist. He begged 

for mercy, but was handed over to a guard and taken to the 

Town Hall, now the centre of activity in Paris.  

The citizens crowded the building and would hear of 

no delay. Foulon must be tried at once. They feared he might 

outwit them, and they would not be baulked. The lust of 

torment had seized the tormented. Bailly's pompous speeches 

received no attention. In vain he assured the angry mob that 

the old man would be tried in due course by the Assembly. 

They insisted that he had been tried and should be hanged 

immediately, since everyone knew him to be guilty. Lafayette 

was summoned, while there were threats uttered that the very 

Town Hall should be burnt down if the prisoner were spirited 

away from the eyes of the gloating public.  

Lafayette arrived to find the Hall in tumult, with 

Foulon seated on a chair before his judges, trembling, though 
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he was surrounded by defenders and piteously attempting to 

ward off his own doom. Lafayette had believed that he could 

calm the most violent mob of Paris by his presence. He 

suggested that Foulon should be imprisoned in the Abbaye, 

and believed that he had spoken wisely. That was a cunning 

argument which spoke of accomplices and suggested that 

tortures might wring confession from this hardened old man. 

As Lafayette paused, the crowd began to clap. "To the 

Abbaye." They would have been won to the idea, had not the 

prisoner clapped too and sealed his own fate. "They are in 

conspiracy," they shouted, and listened to no more entreaties 

of the general. Foulon was seized, despite his guards, and 

dragged by a whirling sea of citizens from the Town Hall to 

the street.  

In the Rue de la Vannerie there was a grocer's shop 

with a great iron lantern. It would be easy to suspend the 

victim from this. There could be no more talk of trials and no 

more doubt as to his guilt. Three times the wretched man was 

hung to the iron bar; for twice the rope gave way and a fresh 

one had to be brought, while he went down on his knees and 

cried for compassion. When all was over they cut off his head 

and carried it through the streets of Paris with hay stuffed in 

the mouth. He should taste in death what he had offered to the 

living people. The women fought for fragments of his clothes. 

He had given them little enoughðhe should, at least, bequeath 

these relics.  

Vengeance still stalked in Paris and sought a second 

object. Berthier, the son-in-law of Foulon, was also an enemy 

of the people. He had supplied provisions, they said, for the 

soldiers who were to have butchered the nation. There were 

furious murmurs that he had cut the crops when still green to 

raise the price of grain. No wonder the bread bought in Paris 

was black and bitter to the taste of even the hungriest. They 

thrust portions of loaves at Berthier when he entered the city. 

A fantastic procession accompanied his carriage. "Slave of the 

rich and tyrant of the poor," they pronounced him. He grew 

pale when he saw the hideous threatening of men and women 

beneath the glare of torch-lights. It was the evening of the day 

when his father-in-law was murdered.  

The second prisoner was taken to the Town Hall at 

nine o'clock to answer to the electors. Berthier was more 

dignified than Foulon. He answered the charges against him, 

and did not ask for mercy. The people dragged him toward the 

lantern, and he made a brave fight for freedom. He would not 

go down on his knees, he would kill to save his own life if he 

could reach a weapon. But resistance was useless for brave 

man or craven. Berthier fell wounded, and suffered indignities 

in death that he would not have endured in life. Through the 

brilliantly lighted gardens of the Palais Royal they paraded a 

ghastly spectacleðthe head of Berthier on a pike. A direful 

voice silenced the laughter and jesting of the throng of 

merrymakers. "Let the Justice of the People pass by." The 

Mayor had been powerless to prevent this outrage, and there 

were savage expressions of sympathy among the law-abiding 

class of citizens.  

Bailly and Lafayette resigned their offices in 

consequence of the wild democracy that put men to death 

without pretence of trial. They were persuaded to keep their 

positions, and were satisfied by the protest. They had learnt 

that they could not enforce their commands, but were too 

convinced of their own strength to feel any wish to retire into 

the background now.  

Camille Desmoulins, the mob orator, even dared to jest 

on the action of the people. His pamphlet "Rogues recoil from 

the Lantern" had a great success. There were men and women 

with a terrible delight in cruelty, and these had begun to 

realize that they might exercise it to the full in Paris.  



Original Copyright 1917 by Alice Birkhead.    Distributed by Heritage History 2010 40 

CHAPTER X 

TO VERSAILLES 

There were riots in the provinces, equaling in violence 

the riot for the unpopular minister's life-blood. Nobles were 

besieged in their castles and forced to hide in remote places 

from the fury of the tenants, who remembered bitter days of 

injury. The idea had seized the peasant that he would be free 

for ever if he could only destroy the papers which bound him 

to ignoble bondage. They were too poor and hungry to care for 

the reforms of a National Assembly. They wanted that cruel 

"right of dove-cote" abolished, and all the feudal dues and 

forced labour of the past.  

The nobles scarcely ventured to resist since they were 

overpowered by numbers. They took refuge from flaming 

mansions in the inns of the district, and thence emigrated to 

other lands, unless they lacked money. Meantime, the 

marauders feasted royally and had their fill of destruction. The 

agents were roughly handled because they had been 

accustomed to extort tribute for the absentee.  

The whole nation must be in arms to maintain any sort 

of order. The citizens would be the best soldiers, it was 

thought, and soon the old French Guard was formally 

dissolved. The National Guard took its place in September. 

They declared one day that they would go to Versailles, and 

no leader could resist this decision. All Lafayette could do was 

to reinforce the Versailles militia by a regiment from Flanders, 

which would probably defend the Court.  

There were rumours in Paris that the King would 

escape to Metz, the border fortress whence further flight could 

be rendered easy. It was the growing resolve of the people that 

the King must come to Paris. He would be under the eye of the 

National leaders there, and would have less chance of flight 

once in the capital.  

The Queen was unpopular as ever and earned a new 

nickname, "Madame Veto." It arose from Mirabeau's 

upholding of the King's right to veto absolutely any measure 

passed by the National Assembly. The Royalist party would 

have the monarchy still honoured, but they were beaten, and a 

fresh insult from Versailles caused a blaze of wrath in Paris.  

The Regiment of Flanders had been warmly welcomed 

by their brothers in armsðthe Body-Guard of the King and 

royal family. These were the ancient retinue of the greatest 

Louisðthese had retained the magnificence of Versailles in its 

glory. They were handsome men of gallant bearing, clad in 

dazzling uniforms of blue and silver, with swords and scarlet-

lined cloaks and hats adorned with black cockades. They 

offered a banquet to their new comrades, and held it in the 

Great Hall of the Opera by the special favour of the King.  

It was an extravagant feast for a time of famine, the 

food of each guest being reckoned at some thirty livres (sixty 

francs). The three hundred guests did not fill the vast room, 

which was illuminated by candles. It was a Court function, and 

must be brilliant even if the mass of the French people were 

crying aloud for bread. The beauties of Versailles filled the 

boxes to honor the soldiers they intended to win over to their 

party. These officers might defend their lives and property 

against a vile crowd of ruffians. Smiles and bright jewels and 

fine dresses were lures that made appeal to the bravest men.  

The common soldiers were admitted at a certain stage 

of the banquet, and plied with wine which made them loyal as 

their officers under the influence of the Court and its perilous 

fascination. They drank the Queen's health and remembered all 

the charm of the fair Austrian. She entered the Hall and stood 

among them, a vision of queenly grace. She advanced with the 

Dauphin in her arms and the King by her side, still dressed for 

the chase, his favourite pleasure. Royalty had its day again. 

There were cheers and delighted salutations while Marie 

Antoinette went graciously round the tables. Swords were 

flashing now from scabbards, and the band began to play the 
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popular air, "O Richard, O my King." When the Queen had 

slowly glided from the Assembly, hearts were at her feet as in 

the old days when her beauty dazzled and she was untarnished 

by suspicion.  

The black cockade of Austria replaced the national 

tricolour. The red, white and blue she would not wear though 

the King had accepted the ribbon from his people. They 

trampled the Revolutionary emblem under foot at Versailles, 

and the story spread to Paris among a people palpitating with 

new rage.  

If the Court would not come to the capital, the people 

would go to Versailles. The resolution was taken suddenly, 

and it was taken by the women dwelling in the meanest streets 

of Paris. The men were inactive and did nothing to make the 

bread cheaper. It was foolish to see one's family starving when 

Louis' heart was kind, and he would give food if he knew the 

want of it. The women in the narrow streets of Paris talked 

incessantly and then they acted on the impulse of the moment.  

Events had been canvassed eagerly by women of the 

market, always to the fore on public occasions and tenacious 

of their privileges. The narrow streets of Saint-Antoine, the 

poorest quarter, had its Amazons in the humble shops where 

cloth was sold and shoes and wine, perhaps, though that was 

the proper trade for men. Those who lived in squalid garrets 

lingered long over their purchases, and told the piteous tale of 

weeping children. Soon there would be nothing, not a slice of 

bread, not a soul to buy it. And these lazy rascals in the Town 

Hall! They were wasting time and money while they wrangled 

there. It was as if they did not heed the suffering of their own 

order. Why had the Estates been summoned? To relieve the 

poor of burdens, not to create important posts for such as 

Bailly, the Mayor, and Lafayette the General.  

So they talked fiercely and answered the summons of a 

drum that some young woman seized and beat to call the 

others. From the streets and staircases, from the shops and 

houses they mustered, clutching weapons in toil-worn hands 

and trying to emulate the first successful rioters. The National 

soldiers kept Paris in some sort of order, but were powerless to 

check this wild onrush of women pouring in thousands toward 

the Town Hall where those others only talked.  

 

 
 

REVOLUTION!  












































































































































