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THE ACCESSION OF CHARLES X
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Thursday, the 16th of September, 1824, at the moment
when Louis XVIII. was breathing his last in his chamber of
the Chateau des Tuileries, the courtiers were gathered in the
Gallery of Diana. It was four o'clock in the morning. The
Duke and the Duchess of Angouleme, the Duchess of Berry,
the Duke and the Duchess of Orleans, the Bishop of
Hermopolis, and the physicians were in the chamber of the
dying man. When the King had given up the ghost, the Duke
of Angouleme, who became Dauphin, threw himself at the
feet of his father, who became King, and kissed his hand
with respectful tenderness. The princes and princesses
followed this example, and he who bore thenceforward the
title of Charles X., sobbing, embraced them all. They knelt
about the bed. The De Profundis was recited. Then the new
King sprinkled holy water on the body of his brother and
kissed the icy hand. An instant later M. de Blacas, opening
the door of the Gallery of Diana, called out: "Gentlemen, the
King!" And Charles X. appeared.

Let us listen to the Duchess of Orleans. "At these words,
in the twinkling of an eye, all the crowd of courtiers
deserted the Gallery to surround and follow the new King. It
was like a torrent. We were borne along by it, and only at
the door of the Hall of the Throne, my husband bethought
himself that we no longer had aught to do there. We
returned home, reflecting much on the feebleness of our



poor humanity, and the nothingness of the things of this
world."

Marshal Marmont, who was in the Gallery of Diana at the
moment of the King's death, was much struck by the two
phrases pronounced at an instant's interval by M. de
Damas: "Gentlemen, the King is dead! The King,
gentlemen!"

He wrote in his Memoirs: "It is difficult to describe the
sensation produced by this double announcement in so brief
a time. The new sovereign was surrounded by his officers,
and everything except the person of the King was in the
accustomed order. Beautiful and great thought, this
uninterrupted life of the depository of the sovereign power!
By this fiction there is no break in this protecting force, so
necessary to the preservation of society." The Marshal adds:
"The government had been in fact for a year and more in
the hands of Monsieur. Thus the same order of things was to
continue; nevertheless, there was emotion perceptible on
the faces of those present; one might see hopes spring up
and existences wither. Every one accompanied the new King
to his Pavilion of Marsan. He announced to his ministers that
he confirmed them in their functions. Then every one
withdrew."

While the Duchess of Berry was present at the death of
Louis XVIII., the Duke of Bordeaux and his sister,
Mademoiselle, then, the one four, the other five years of
age, remained at the Chateau of Saint Cloud, with the
Governess of the Children of France, the Viscountess of
Gontaut-Biron. This lady passed the night of the 15th of



September in great anxiety. She listened on the balcony,
awaiting and dreading the news.

At the moment that the day began to dawn, she heard
afar the gallop of a horse that drew near, passed the bridge,
ascended the avenue, reached the Chateau, and in
response to the challenge of the guard, she distinguished
the words: "An urgent message for Madame the Governess."
It was a letter from the new King. Madame de Gontaut
trembled as she opened it. Charles X. announced to her, in
sad words, that Louis XVIII. was no more, and directed her to
made ready for the arrival of the royal family. "Lodge me
where you and the governor shall see fit. We shall probably
pass three or four days at Saint Cloud. Communicate my
letter to the Marshal. I have not strength to write another
word."

"The day was beginning to break," we read in the
unpublished Memoirs of the Governess of the Children of
France. "I went to the bed of Monseigneur. He was
awakened. He was not surprised, and said nothing, and
allowed himself to be dressed. Not so with Mademoiselle. I
told her gently of the misfortune that had come upon her
family. I was agitated. She questioned me, asking where was
bon-papa. I told her that he was still in Paris, but was
coming to Saint Cloud; then I added: 'Your bon-papa,
Mademoiselle, is King, since the King is no more.' She
reflected, then, repeating the word: 'King! Oh! that indeed is
the worst of the story.' I was astonished, and wished her to
explain her idea; she simply repeated it. I thought then she
had conceived the notion of a king always rolled about in his
chair."



The same day the court arrived. It was no longer the light
carriage that used almost daily to bring Monsieur, to the
great joy of his grandchildren. It was the royal coach with
eight horses, livery, escort, and body-guard. The Duke of
Bordeaux and his sister were on the porch with their
governess. On perceiving the coach, instead of shouting
with pleasure, as was their custom, they remained
motionless and abashed. Charles X. was pale and silent. In
the vestibule he paused: "What chamber have you prepared
for me?" he said sadly to Madame de Gontaut, glancing at
the door of his own. The governess replied: "The apartment
of Monsieur is ready, and the chamber of the King as well."
The sovereign paused, then clasping his hands in silence: "It
must be!" he cried. "Let us ascend."

They followed him. He passed through the apartments.
On the threshold of the royal chamber Madame de Gontaut
brought to Charles X. the Duke of Bordeaux and
Mademoiselle and he embraced them. The poor children
were disconcerted by so much sadness. "As soon as I can,"
he said to them, "I promise to come to see you." Then
turning to the company: "I would be alone." All withdrew in
silence. The Dauphiness was weeping. The Dauphin had
disappeared. Everything was gloomy. No one spoke. Thus
passed the first day of the reign of Charles X.

The next day the King received the felicitations of the
Corps de l'Etat. Many addresses were delivered. "All
contained the expression of the public love," said Marshal
Marmont in his Memoirs, "and I believe that they were
sincere; but the love of the people is, of all loves, the most
fragile, the most apt to evaporate. The King responded in an



admirable manner, with appropriateness, intelligence, and
warmth. His responses, less correct, perhaps, than those of
Louis XVIII., had movement and spirit, and it is so precious
to hear from those invested with the sovereign powers
things that come from the heart, that Charles X. had a great
success. I listened to him with care, and I sincerely admired
his facility in varying his language and modifying his
expressions according to the eminence of the authority from
whom the compliments came."

The reception lasted several hours. When the coaches
had rolled away and when quiet was re-established in the
Chateau of Saint Cloud, Charles X., in the mourning costume
of the Kings, the violet coat, went to the apartment of the
Duke of Bordeaux and his sister. The usher cried: "The
King!" The two children, frightened, and holding each other
by the hand, remained silent. Charles X. opened his arms
and they threw themselves into them. Then the sovereign
seated himself in his accustomed chair and held his
grandchildren for some moments pressed to his heart. The
Duke of Bordeaux covered the hands and the face of his
grandfather with kisses. Mademoiselle regarded attentively
the altered features of the King and his mourning dress,
novel to her. She asked him why he wore such a coat.
Charles X. did not reply, and sighed. Then he questioned the
governess as to the impression made on the children by the
death of Louis XVIII. Madame de Gontaut hesitated to
answer, recalling the strange phrase of Mademoiselle:
"King! Oh! that indeed is the worst of the story." But the
little Princess, clinging to her notion, began to repeat the
unlucky phrase. Charles X., willing to give it a favorable



interpretation, assured Mademoiselle that he would see her
as often as in the past, and that nothing should separate
him from her. The two children, with the heedlessness of
their age, took on their usual gaiety, and ran to the window
to watch the market-men, the coal heavers, and the
fishwomen, who had come to Saint Cloud to congratulate
the new King.

The griefs of sovereigns in the period of their prosperity
do not last so long as those of private persons. Courtiers
take too much pains to lighten them. With Charles X. grief at
the loss of his brother was quickly followed by the
enjoyment of reigning. Chateaubriand, who, when he wished
to, had the art of carrying flattery to lyric height, published
his pamphlet: Le roi est mart! Vive le roi! In it he said:
"Frenchmen, he who announced to you Louis le Desire, who
made his voice heard by you in the days of storm, and
makes to you to-day of Charles X. in circumstances very
different. He is no longer obliged to tell you what the King is
who comes to you, what his misfortunes are, his virtues, his
rights to the throne and to your love; he is no longer obliged
to depict his person, to inform you how many members of
his family still exist. You know him, this Bourbon, the first to
come, after our disaster, worthy herald of old France, to cast
himself, a branch of lilies in his hand, between you and
Europe. Your eyes rest with love and pleasure on this Prince,
who in the ripeness of years has preserved the charm and
elegance of his youth, and who now, adorned with the
diadem, still is but ONE FRENCHMAN THE MORE IN THE
MIDST OF YOU. You repeat with emotion so many happy
mots dropped by this new monarch, who from the loyalty of



his heart draws the grace of happy speech. What one of us
would not confide to him his life, his fortune, his honor? The
man whom we should all wish as a friend, we have as King.
Ah! Let us try to make him forget the sacrifices of his life!
May the crown weigh lightly on the white head of this
Christian Knight! Pious as Saint Louis, affable,
compassionate, and just as Louis XII., courtly as Francis I.,
frank as Henry IV., may he be happy with all the happiness
he has missed in his long past! May the throne where so
many monarchs have encountered tempests, be for him a
place of repose! Devoted subjects, let us crowd to the feet
of our well-loved sovereign, let us recognize in him the
model of honor, the living principle of our laws, the soul of
our monarchical society; let us bless a guardian heredity,
and may legitimacy without pangs give birth to a new King!
Let our soldiers cover with their flags the father of the Duke
of Angouleme. May watchful Europe, may the factions, if
such there be still, see in the accord of all Frenchmen, in the
union of the people and the army, the pledge of our
strength and of the peace of the world!" The author of the
Genie du Christianisme thus closed his prose dithyramb:
"May God grant to Louis XVIII. the crown immortal of Saint
Louis! May God bless the mortal crown of Saint Louis on the
head of Charles X.!"

In this chant in honor of the King and of royalty, M. de
Chateaubriand did not forget the Duke and Duchess of
Angouleme, nor the Duchess of Berry and the Duke of
Bordeaux. "Let us salute," he said, "the Dauphin and
Dauphiness, names that bind the past to the future, calling
up touching and noble memories, indicating the own son



and the successor of the monarch, names under which we
find the liberator of Spain and the daughter of Louis XVI. The
Child of Europe, the new Henry, thus makes one step toward
the throne of his ancestor, and his young mother guides him
to the throne that she might have ascended."

Happy in the ease with which the change in the reign had
taken place, and seeing the unanimous manifestations of
devotion and enthusiasm by which the throne was
surrounded, the Duchess of Berry regarded the future with
entire confidence. Inclined by nature to optimism, the young
and amiable Princess believed herself specially protected by
Providence, and would have considered as a sort of impiety
anything else than absolute faith in the duration of the
monarchy and in respect for the rights of her son. Had any
one of the court expressed the slightest doubt as to the
future destiny of the CHILD OF MIRACLE, he would have
been looked upon as an alarmist or a coward. The royalists
were simple enough to believe that, thanks to this child, the
era of revolutions was forever closed. They said to
themselves that French royalty, like British royalty, would
have its Whigs and its Tories, but that it was forever rid of
Republicans and Imperialists. At the accession of Charles X.
the word Republican, become a synonym of Jacobin, awoke
only memories of the guillotine and the "Terror." A moderate
republic seemed but a chimera; only that of Robespierre and
Marat was thought of. The eagle was no longer mentioned;
and as to the eaglet, he was a prisoner at Vienna. What
chance of reigning had the Duke of Reichstadt, that child of
thirteen, condemned by all the Powers of Europe? By what
means could he mount the throne? Who would be regent in



his name? A Bonaparte? The forgetful Marie Louise? Such
hypotheses were relegated to the domain of pure fantasy.
Apart from a few fanatical old soldiers who persisted in
saying that Napoleon was not dead, no one, in 1824,
believed in the resurrection of the Empire. As for Orleanism,
it was as yet a myth. The Duke of Orleans himself was not
an Orleanist. Of all the courtiers of Charles X., he was the
most eager, the most zealous, the most enthusiastic. In
whatever direction she turned her glance, the Duchess of
Berry saw about her only reasons for satisfaction and
security.

II

THE ENTRY INTO PARIS
Table of Contents

The Duchess of Berry took part in the solemn entry into
Paris made by Charles X., Monday, 27th September, 1824.
She was in the same carriage as the Dauphiness and the
Duchess and Mademoiselle of Orleans. The King left the
Chateau of Saint Cloud at half-past eleven in the morning,
passed through the Bois de Boulogne, and mounted his
horse at the Barriere de l'Etoile. There he was saluted by a
salvo of one hundred and one guns, and the Count de
Chambral, Prefect of the Seine, surrounded by the members
of the Municipal Council, presented to him the keys of the
city. Charles X. replied to the address of the Prefect: "I



deposit these keys with you, because I cannot place them in
more faithful hands. Guard them, gentlemen. It is with a
profound feeling of pain and joy that I enter within these
walls, in the midst of my good people,—of joy because I well
know that I shall employ and consecrate all my days to the
very last, to assure and consolidate their happiness."
Accompanied by the princes and princesses of his family
and by a magnificent staff, the sovereign descended the
Champs-Elysees to the Avenue of Marigny, followed that
avenue, and entered the Rue du Faubourg Saint-Honore,
before the Palace of the Elysee. At this moment, the
weather, which had been cold and sombre, brightened, and
the rain, which had been falling for a long time, ceased. The
King heard two child-voices crying joyously, "Bon-papa." It
was the little Duke of Bordeaux and his sister at a window of
an entresol of the Elysee which looked out upon the street.
On perceiving his two grandchildren, Charles X. could not
resist the impulse to approach them. He left the ranks of the
cortege, to the despair of the grand-master of ceremonies.
The horse reared. A sergeant-de-ville seized him by the bit.
Listen to Madame de Gontaut: "I was frightened, and cried
out. The King scolded me for it afterward. I confessed my
weakness; to fall at the first step in Paris would have
seemed an ill omen. The King subdued his fretful horse, said
a few tender words to the children, raised his hat gracefully
to the ladies surrounding us. A thousand voices shouted:
Vive le Roi! The grand-master was reassured, the horse was
quieted, and the King resumed his place. The carriage of the
princes and princesses passing at that moment, the little
princes saw them—it was an added joy."



The cortege followed this route: the Rue du Faubourg
Saint-Honore, the boulevards to the Rue Saint-Denis, the
Rue Saint-Denis, the Place du Chatelet, the Pont au Change,
the Rue de la Bailer, the Marche-Neuf, the Rue Neuve-Notre-
Dame, the Parvis. At every moment the King reined in his
superb Arab horse to regard more at ease the delighted
crowd. He smiled and saluted with an air of kindness and a
grace that produced the best impression. Charles X. was an
excellent horseman; he presented the figure and air of a
young man. The contrast naturally fixed in all minds,
between his vigorous attitude and that of his predecessor,
an infirm and feeble old man, added to the general
satisfaction. The houses were decorated with white flags
spangled with fleurs-de-lis. Triumphal arches were erected
along the route of the sovereign. The streets and boulevards
were strewn with flowers. At the sight of the monarch the
happy people redoubled their acclamations. Benjamin
Constant shouted: "Vive le roi!"—"Ah, I have captured you at
last," smilingly remarked Charles X.

Reaching the Parvis de Notre-Dame, the sovereign,
before entering the Cathedral, paused before the threshold
of the Hotel-Dieu. Fifty nuns presented themselves before
him, "Sire," said the Prioress, "you pause before the house
so justly termed the Hotel-Dieu, which has always been
honored with the protection of our kings. We shall never
forget, Sire, that the sick have seen at their bedside the
Prince who is today their King. They know that at this
moment your march is arrested by charity. We shall tell
them that the King is concerned for their ills, and it will be a
solace to them. Sire, we offer you our homage, our vows,



and the assurance that we shall always fulfil with zeal our
duties to the sick." Charles X. replied: "I know with what zeal
you and these gentlemen serve the poor. Continue,
Mesdames, and you can count on my benevolence and on
my constant protection."

The King was received at the Metropolitan Church by the
Archbishop of Paris at the head of his clergy. The Domine
salvum, fac regem, was intoned and repeated by the
deputations of all the authorities and by the crowd filling the
nave, the side-aisles, and the tribunes of the vast basilica.
Then a numerous body of singers sang the Te Deum. On
leaving the church, the King remounted his horse and
returned to the Tuileries, along the quais, to the sound of
salvos of artillery and the acclamations of the crowd. The
Duchess of Berry, who had followed the King through all the
ceremonies, entered the Chateau with him, and immediately
addressed to the Governess of the Children of France this
note: "From Saint Cloud to Notre-Dame, from Notre-Dame to
the Tuileries, the King has been accompanied by
acclamations, signs of approval and of love."

Charles X., on Thursday, the 30th September, had to
attend a review on the Champ-de-Mars. The morning of this
day, the readers of all the journals found in them a decree
abolishing the censorship and restoring liberty of the press.
The enthusiasm was immense. The Journal de Paris wrote:
"Today all is joy, confidence, hope. The enthusiasm excited
by the new reign would be far too ill at ease under a
censorship. None can be exercised over the public gratitude.
It must be allowed full expansion. Happy is the Council of
His Majesty to greet the new King with an act so worthy of



him. It is the banquet of this joyous accession; for to give
liberty to the press is to give free course to the benedictions
merited by Charles X."

The review was superb. After having heard Mass in the
chapel of the Chateau of the Tuileries, the King mounted his
horse at half-past eleven, and, accompanied by the
Dauphin, the Duke of Orleans, and the Duke of Bourbon,
proceeded to the Champ-de-Mars. Two caleches followed;
the one was occupied by the Dauphiness, the Duchess of
Berry, and the Duke of Bordeaux in the uniform of a colonel
of cuirassiers,—a four-year old colonel,—the other by the
Duchess of Orleans and Mademoiselle of Orleans, her sister-
in-law. The weather was mild and clear. The twelve legions
of the National Guard on foot, the mounted National Guard,
the military household of the King, and all the regiments of
the royal guard, which the sovereign was about to review,
made a magnificent appearance. An immense multitude
covered the slopes about the Champ-de-Mars. Charles X.
harvested the effect of the liberal measure that he had first
adopted. A thunder of plaudits and cheers greeted his
arrival on the ground. At one moment, when he found
himself, so to speak, tangled in the midst of the crowd,
several lancers of his guard sought to break the circle
formed about him by pushing back the curious with the
handles of their lances. "My friends, no halberds!" the King
called to them. This happy phrase, repeated from group to
group, carried the general satisfaction to a climax. A witness
of this military ceremony, the Count of Puymaigre, at that
time Prefect of the Oise, says in his curious Souvenirs:—



"Charles X. appeared to have dissipated all the dangers
that for ten years had menaced his august predecessor.

"On all sides there rose only acclamations of delight in
favor of the new King, who showed himself so popular, and
whose gracious countenance could express only benevolent
intentions. I was present, mingling with the crowd, at the
first review by Charles X. on the Champ-de-Mars, and the
remarks were so frankly royalist, that any one would have
been roughly treated by the crowd had he shown other
sentiments."

The Duchess of Berry was full of joy. She quivered with
pleasure. Very popular in the army and among the people,
as at court and in the city, she was proud to show her fine
child, who already wore the uniform, to the officers and
soldiers. She appeared to all eyes the symbol of maternal
love, and the mothers gazed upon her boy as if he had been
their own. As soon as the little Prince was seen, there was
on every face an expression of kindliness and sympathy. He
was the Child of Paris, the Child of France. Who could have
foretold then that this child, so loved, admired, applauded,
would, innocent victim, less than six years later, be
condemned to perpetual exile, and by whom?

Charles X. had won a triumph. Napoleon, at the time of
his greatest glories, at the apogee of his prodigious
fortunes, had never had a warmer greeting from the Parisian
people. In the course of the review the King spoke to all the
colonels. On his return to the Tuileries he went at a slow
pace, paused often to receive petitions, handed them to one
of his suite, and responded in the most gracious manner to
the homage of which he was the object. An historian not to



be accused of partiality for the Restoration has written: "On
entering the Tuileries, Charles X. might well believe that the
favor that greeted his reign effaced the popularity of all the
sovereigns who had gone before. Happy in being King at
last, moved by the acclamations that he met at every step,
the new monarch let his intoxicating joy expand in all his
words. His affability was remarked in his walks through
Paris, and the grace with which he received all petitioners
who could approach him." Everywhere that he appeared, at
the Hotel-Dieu, at Sainte-Genvieve, at the Madeleine, the
crowd pressed around him and manifested the sincerest
enthusiasm. M. Villemain, in the opening discourse of his
lectures on eloquence at the Faculty of Letters, was wildly
applauded when he pronounced the following eulogium on
the new sovereign: "A monarch kindly and revered, he has
the loyalty of the antique ways and modern enlightenment.
Religion is the seal of his word. He inherits from Henry IV.
those graces of the heart that are irresistible. He has
received from Louis XIV. an intelligent love of the arts, a
nobility of language, and that dignity that imposes respect
while it seduces." All the journals chanted his praises.
Seeing that the Constitutionnel itself, freed from censorship,
rendered distinguished homage to legitimacy, he came to
believe that principle invincible. He was called Charles the
Loyal. At the Theatre-Francais, the line of Tartufe—

"Nous vivons sous un prince ennemi de la fraude"—
was greeted with a salvo of applause. The former

adversaries of the King reproached themselves with having
misunderstood him. They sincerely reproached themselves



for their past criticisms, and adored that which they had
burned. M. de Vaulabelle himself wrote:—

"Few sovereigns have taken possession of the throne in
circumstances more favorable than those surrounding the
accession of Charles X."

It seemed as if the great problem of the conciliation of
order and liberty had been definitely solved. The white flag,
rejuvenated by the Spanish war, had taken on all its former
splendor. The best officers, the best soldiers of the imperial
guard, served the King in the royal guard with a devotion
proof against everything. Secret societies had ceased their
subterranean manoeuvres. No more disturbances, no more
plots. In the Chambers, the Opposition, reduced to an
insignificant minority, was discouraged or converted. The
ambitious spirits of whom it was composed turned their
thoughts toward the rising sun. Peace had happily
fecundated the prodigious resources of the country.
Finances, commerce, agriculture, industry, the fine arts,
everything was prospering. The public revenues steadily
increased. The ease with which riches came inclined all
minds toward optimism. The salons had resumed the most
exquisite traditions of courtesy and elegance. It was the
boast that every good side of the ancien regime had been
preserved and every bad one rejected. France was not only
respected, she was a la mode. All Europe regarded her with
sympathetic admiration. No one in 1824 could have
predicted 1880. The writers least favorable to the
Restoration had borne witness to the general calm, the
prevalence of good will, the perfect accord between the
country and the crown. The early days of the reign of



Charles X. were, so to speak, the honeymoon of the union of
the King and France.

III

THE TOMBS OF SAINT-DENIS
Table of Contents

The funeral solemnities of Louis XVIII. seemed to the
people a mortuary triumph of Royalty over the Revolution
and the Empire. The profanations of 1793 were expiated.
Napoleon was left with the willow of Saint Helena; the
descendant of Saint Louis and of Louis XIV. had the basilica
of his ancestors as a place of sepulture, and the links of
time's chain were again joined. The obsequies of Louis XVIII.
suggested a multitude of reflections. It was the first time
since the death of Louis XV. in 1774, that such a ceremony
had taken place. As was said by the Moniteur:—

"This solemnity, absolutely novel for the greater number
of the present generation, offered an aspect at once
mournful and imposing. A monarch so justly regretted, a
king so truly Christian, coming to take his place among the
glorious remains of the martyrs of his race and the bones of
his ancestors,—profaned, scattered by the revolutionary
tempest, but which he had been able again to gather,—was
a grave subject of reflection, a spectacle touching in its
purpose and majestic in the pomp with which it was
surrounded."



Through what vicissitudes had passed these royal tombs,
to which the coffin of Louis XVIII. was borne! Read in the
work of M. Georges d'Heylli, Les Tombes royales de Saint-
Denis, the story of these profanations and restorations.

The Moniteur of the 6th of February, 1793, published in
its literary miscellany, a so-called patriotic ode, by the poet
Lebrun, containing the following strophe:—

"Purgeons le sol des patriotes,
Par des rois encore infectes.
La terre de la liberte
Rejette les os des despotes.
De ces monstres divinises
Que tous lea cercueils soient brises!
Que leur memoirs soit fletrie!
Et qu'avec leurs manes errants
Sortent du sein de la patrie
Les cadavres de ses tyrants!"

[Footnote: Let us purge the patriot soil—By kings still infected.—The land of
liberty—Rejects the bones of despots.—Of these monsters deified—Let all the
coffins be destroyed!—Let their memory perish!—And with their wandering
manes—Let issue from the bosom of the fatherland—The bodies of its tyrants!]

These verses were the prelude to the discussion, some
months later, in the National Convention, of the proposition
to destroy the monuments of the Kings at Saint-Denis, to
burn their remains, and to send to the bullet foundry the
bronze and lead off their tombs and coffins. In the session of
July 31, 1793, Barrere, the "Anacreon of the guillotine," read
to the convention in the name of the Committee of Public
Safety, a report, which said:—



"To celebrate the day of August 10, which overthrew the
throne, the pompous mausoleums must be destroyed upon
its anniversary. Under the Monarchy, the very tombs were
taught to flatter kings. Royal pride and luxury could not be
moderated even on this theatre of death, and the bearers of
the sceptre who had brought such ills on France and on
humanity seemed even in the grave to vaunt a vanished
splendor. The strong hand of the Republic should pitilessly
efface these haughty epitaphs, and demolish these
mausoleums which might recall the frightful memory of
kings."

The project was voted by acclamation. The tombs were
demolished between the 6th and 8th of August, 1793, and
the announcement was made for the anniversary of the
10th of August, 1792, of "that grand, just, and retributive
destruction, required in order that the coffins should be
opened, and the remains of the tyrants be thrown into a
ditch filled with quick-time, where they may be forever
destroyed. This operation will shortly take place."

This was done in the following October. For some days
there was carried on a profanation even more sacrilegious
than the demolition of the tombs. The coffins containing the
remains of kings and queens, princes and princesses, were
violated. On Wednesday, the 16th of October, 1798, at the
very hour that Marie Antoinette mounted the scaffold,—she
who had so wept for her son, the first Dauphin, who died the
4th of June, 1789, at the beginning of the Revolution,—the
disinterrers of kings violated the grave of this child and
threw his bones on the refuse heap. Iconoclasts, jealous of
death, disputed its prey, and they profaned among others



the sepulchres of Madame Henrietta of England, of the
Princess Palatine, of the Regent, and of Louis XV.

In the midst of these devastations, some men, less
insensate than the others, sought at least to rescue from
the hands of the destroyers what might be preserved in the
interest of art. Of this number was an artist, Alexandre
Lenoir, who had supervised the demolition of the tombs of
Saint-Denis. He could not keep from the foundry, by the
terms of the decree, the tombs of lead, copper, and bronze;
but he saved the others from complete destruction—those
that may be seen to-day in the church of Saint-Denis. He
had them placed first in the cemetery of the Valois, near the
ditches filled with quicklime, where had been cast the
remains of the great ones of the earth, robbed of their
sepulchres. Later, a decree of the Minister of the Interior,
Benezech, dated 19 Germinal, An IV., authorizing the citizen
Lenoir to have the tombs thus saved from destruction taken
to the Museum of French Monuments, of which he was the
conservator, and which had been installed at Paris, Rue des
Petits Augustins. From thence they were destined to be
returned to the Church of Saint-Denis, under the reign of
Louis XVIII.

At the height of his power, Napoleon dreamed of
providing for himself the same sepulture as that of the
kings, his predecessors. He had decided that he would be
interred in the Church of Saint-Denis, and had arranged for
himself a cortege of emperors about the site that he had
chosen for the vault of his dynasty. He directed the
construction of a grand monument dedicated to
Charlemagne, which was to rise in the "imperialized"


