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Duc de Saint-Simon
Memoirs of Louis XIV
and His Court and of
the Regency — Volume (2

CHAPTER IX

To return now to the date from which I started. On the
6th of August, 1695, Harlay, Arch-bishop of Paris, died of
epilepsy at Conflans. He was a prelate of profound knowledge
and ability, very amiable, and of most gallant manners. For some
time past he had lost favour with the King and with Madame
de Maintenon, for opposing the declaration of her marriage
— of which marriage he had been one of the three witnesses.
The clergy, who perceived his fall, and to whom envy is not
unfamiliar, took pleasure in revenging themselves upon M. de
Paris, for the domination, although gentle and kindly, he had
exercised. Unaccustomed to this decay of his power, all the
graces of his mind and body withered. He could find no resource
but to shut himself up with his dear friend the Duchesse de
Lesdiguieres, whom he saw every day of his life, either at her own
house or at Conflans, where he had laid out a delicious garden,



kept so strictly clean, that as the two walked, gardeners followed
at a distance, and effaced their footprints with rakes. The vapours
seized the Archbishop, and turned themselves into slight attacks
of epilepsy. He felt this, but prohibited his servants to send for
help, when they should see him attacked; and he was only too well
obeyed. The Duchesse de Lesdiguieres never slept at Conflans,
but she went there every afternoon, and was always alone with
him. On the 6th of August, he passed the morning, as usual,
until dinner-time; his steward came there to him, and found
him in his cabinet, fallen back upon a sofa; he was dead. The
celebrated Jesuit-Father Gaillard preached his funeral sermon,
and carefully eluded pointing the moral of the event. The King
and Madame de Maintenon were much relieved by the loss of M.
de Paris. Various places he had held were at once distributed. His
archbishopric and his nomination to the cardinalship required
more discussion. The King learnt the news of the death of
M. de Paris on the 6th. On the 8th, in going as usual to his
cabinet, he went straight up to the Bishop of Orleans, led him
to the Cardinals de Bouillon and de Fursternberg, and said to
them:— "Gentlemen, I think you will thank me for giving you an
associate like M. d'Orleans, to whom I give my nomination to
the cardinalship." At this word the Bishop, who little expected
such a scene, fell at the King's feet and embraced his knees. He
was a man whose face spoke at once of the virtue and benignity
he possessed. In youth he was so pious, that young and old were
afraid to say afoul word in his presence. Although very rich, he



appropriated scarcely any of his wealth to himself, but gave it
away for good works. The modesty and the simplicity with which
M. d'Orleans sustained his nomination, increased the universal
esteem in which he was held.

The archbishopric of Paris was given to a brother of the Duc
de Noailles- the Bishop of Chalons-sur-Marne—M. de Noailles
thus reaping the fruit of his wise sacrifice to M. de Vendome,
before related. M. de Chalons was of singular goodness and
modesty. He did not wish for this preferment, and seeing from
far the prospect of its being given to him, hastened to declare
himself against the Jesuits, in the expectation that Pere la Chaise,
who was of them, and who was always consulted upon these
occasions, might oppose him. But it happened, perhaps for the
first time, that Madame de Maintenon, who felt restrained by the
Jesuits, did not consult Pere la Chaise, and the preferment was
made without his knowledge, and without that of M. de Chalons.
The affront was a violent one, and the Jesuits never forgave the
new Archbishop: he was, however, so little anxious for the office,
that it was only after repeated orders he could be made to accept
1t.

The Bishop of Langres also died about this time. He was
a true gentleman, much liked, and called "the good Langres."
There was nothing bad about him, except his manners; he was
not made for a bishop—gambled very much, and staked high. M.
de Vendome and others won largely at billiards of him, two or
three times. He said no word, but, on returning to Langres, did



nothing but practise billiards in secret for six months. When next
in Paris, he was again asked to play, and his adversaries, who
thought him as unskilful as before, expected an easy victory but,
to their astonishment, he gained almost every game, won back
much more than he had lost, and then laughed in the faces of his
companions.

I paid about this time, my first journey to Marly, and a singular
scene happened there. The King at dinner, setting aside his
usual gravity, laughed and joked very much with Madame la
Duchesse, eating olives with her in sport, and thereby causing
her to drink more than usual—which he also pretended to do.
Upon rising from the table the King, seeing the Princesse de
Conti look extremely serious, said, dryly, that her gravity did not
accommodate itself to their drunkenness. The Princess, piqued,
allowed the King to pass without saying anything; and then,
turning to Madame de Chatillon, said, in the midst of the noise,
whilst everybody was washing his mouth, "that she would rather
be grave than be a wine- sack" (alluding to some bouts a little
prolonged that her sister had recently had).

The saying was heard by the Duchesse de Chartres, who
replied, loud enough to be heard, in her slow and trembling voice,
that she preferred to be a "winesack" rather than a "rag-sack" (sac
d guenilles) by which she alluded to the Clermont and La Choin
adventure I have related before.

This remark was so cruel that it met with no reply; it spread
through Marly, and thence to Paris; and Madame la Duchesse,



who had the art of writing witty songs, made one upon this
theme. The Princesse de Conti was in despair, for she had not the
same weapon at her disposal. Monsieur tried to reconcile them
gave them a dinner at Meudon—but they returned from it as they
went.

The end of the year was stormy at Marly. One evening,
after the King had gone to bed, and while Monseigneur was
playing in the saloon, the Duchesse de Chartres and Madame
la Duchesse (who were bound together by their mutual aversion
to the Princesse de Conti) sat down to a supper in the chamber
of the first-named. Monseigneur, upon retiring late to his own
room, found them smoking with pipes, which they had sent for
from the Swiss Guards! Knowing what would happen if the
smell were discovered, he made them leave off, but the smoke
had betrayed them. The King next day severely scolded them,
at which the Princesse de Conti triumphed. Nevertheless, these
broils multiplied, and the King at last grew so weary of them that
one evening he called the Princesses before him, and threatened
that if they did not improve he would banish them all from the
Court. The measure had its effect; calm and decorum returned,
and supplied the place of friendship.

There were many marriages this winter, and amongst them
one very strange —a marriage of love, between a brother of
Feuquiere's, who had never done much, and the daughter of the
celebrated Mignard, first painter of his time. This daughter was
still so beautiful, that Bloin, chief valet of the King, had kept her



for some time, with the knowledge of every one, and used his
influence to make the King sign the marriage-contract.

There are in all Courts persons who, without wit and without
distinguished birth, without patrons, or service rendered, pierce
into the intimacy of the most brilliant, and succeed at last, I know
not how, in forcing the world to look upon them as somebody.
Such a person was Cavoye. Rising from nothing, he became
Grand Marechal des Logis in the royal household: he arrived at
that office by a perfect romance. He was one of the best made
men in France, and was much in favour with the ladies. He
first appeared at the Court at a time when much duelling was
taking place, in spite of the edicts. Cavoye, brave and skilful,
acquired so much reputation m this particular, that the name of
"Brave Cavoye" has stuck to him ever since. An ugly but very
good creature, Mademoiselle de Coetlogon, one of the Queen's
waiting-women, fill in love with him, even to madness. She
made all the advances; but Cavoye treated her so cruelly, nay,
sometimes so brutally, that (wonderful to say) everybody pitied
her, and the King at last interfered, and commanded him to be
more humane. Cavoye went to the army; the poor Coetlogon was
in tears until his return. In the winter, for being second in a duel,
he was sent to the Bastille. Then the grief of Coetlogon knew no
bounds: she threw aside all ornaments, and clad herself as meanly
as possible; she begged the King to grant Cavoye his liberty,
and, upon the King's refusing, quarrelled with him violently, and
when in return he laughed at her, became so furious, that she



would have used her nails, had he not been too wise to expose
himself to them. Then she refused to attend to her duties, would
not serve the King, saying, that he did not deserve it, and grew so
yellow and ill, that at last she was allowed to visit her lover at the
Bastille. When he was liberated, her joy was extreme, she decked
herself out anon, but it was with difficulty that she consented to
be reconciled to the King.

Cavoye had many times been promised an appointment, but
had never received one such as he wished. The office of Grand
Marechal des Logis had just become vacant: the King offered it
to Cavoye, but on condition that he should marry Mademoiselle
Coetlogon. Cavoye sniffed a little longer, but was obliged to
submit to this condition at last. They were married, and she has
still the same admiration for him, and it is sometimes fine fun
to see the caresses she gives him before all the world, and the
constrained gravity with which he receives them. The history of
Cavoye would fill a volume, but this I have selected suffices for
its singularity, which assuredly is without example.

About this time the King of England thought matters were ripe
for an attempt to reinstate himself upon the throne. The Duke
of Berwick had been secretly into England, where he narrowly
escaped being arrested, and upon his report these hopes were
built. Great preparations were made, but they came to nothing,
as was always the case with the projects of this unhappy prince.

Madame de Guise died at this time. Her father was the brother
of Louis XIII., and she, humpbacked and deformed to excess,



had married the last Duc de Guise, rather than not marry at
all. During all their lives, she compelled him to pay her all the
deference due to her rank. At table he stood while she unfolded
her napkin and seated herself, and did not sit until she told him
to do so, and then at the end of the table. This form was observed
every day of their lives. She was equally severe in such matters
of etiquette with all the rest of the world. She would keep her
diocesan, the Bishop of Seez, standing for entire hours, while
she was seated in her arm-chair and never once offered him a
seat even in the corner. She was in other things an entirely good
and sensible woman. Not until after her death was it discovered
that she had been afflicted for a long time with a cancer, which
appeared as though about to burst. God spared her this pain.
We lost, in the month of March, Madame de Miramion,
aged sixty-six. She was a bourgeoise, married, and in the same
year became a widow very rich, young, and beautiful. Bussy
Rabutin, so known by his 'Histoire Amoureuse des Gaules', and
by the profound disgrace it drew upon him, and still more by
the vanity of his mind and the baseness of his heart, wished
absolutely to marry her, and actually carried her off to a chateau.
Upon arriving at the place, she pronounced before everybody
assembled there a vow of chastity, and then dared Bussy to do his
worst. He, strangely discomfited by this action, at once set her at
liberty, and tried to accommodate the affair. From that moment
she devoted herself entirely, to works of piety, and was much
esteemed by the King. She was the first woman of her condition



who wrote above her door, "Hotel de Nesmond." Everybody
cried out, and was scandalised, but the writing remained, and
became the example and the father of those of all kinds which
little by little have inundated Paris.

Madame de Sevigne, so amiable and of such excellent
company, died some time after at Grignan, at the house of
her daughter, her idol, but who merited little to be so. I was
very intimate with the young Marquis de Grignan, her grandson.
This woman, by her natural graces, the sweetness of her wit,
communicated these qualities to those who had them not; she
was besides extremely good, and knew thoroughly many things
without ever wishing to appear as though she knew anything.

Father Seraphin preached during Lent this year at the Court.
His sermons, in which he often repeated twice running the same
phrase, were much in vogue. It was from him that came the
saying, "Without God there is no wit." The King was much
pleased with him, and reproached M. de Vendome and M. de la
Rochefoucauld because they never went to hear his sermons. M.
de Vendome replied off-hand, that he did not care to go to hear a
man who said whatever he pleased without allowing anybody to
reply to him, and made the King smile by this sally. But M. de la
Rochefoucauld treated the matter in another manner he said that
he could not induce himself to go like the merest hanger-on about
the Court, and beg a seat of the officer who distributed them, and
then betake himself early to church in order to have a good one,
and wait about in order to put himself where it might please that



officer to place him. Whereupon the King immediately gave him
a fourth seat behind him, by the side of the Grand Chamberlain,
so that everywhere he is thus placed. M. d'Orleans had been in
the habit of seating himself there (although his right place was
on the prie-Dieu), and little by little had accustomed himself to
consider it as his proper place. When he found himself driven
away, he made a great ado, and, not daring to complain to the
King, quarrelled with M. de la Rochefoucauld, who, until then,
had been one of his particular friends. The affair soon made a
great stir; the friends of both parties mixed themselves up in it.
The King tried in vain to make M. d'Orleans listen to reason;
the prelate was inflexible, and when he found he could gain
nothing by clamour and complaint, he retired in high dudgeon
into his diocese: he remained there some time, and upon his
return resumed his complaints with more determination than
ever; he fell at the feet of the King, protesting that he would
rather die than see his office degraded. M. de la Rochefoucauld
entreated the King to be allowed to surrender the seat in favour
of M. d'Orleans. But the King would not change his decision; he
said that if the matter were to be decided between M. d'Orleans
and a lackey, he would give the seat to the lackey rather than
to M. d'Orleans. Upon this the prelate returned to his diocese,
which he would have been wiser never to have quitted in order
to obtain a place which did not belong to him.

As the King really esteemed M. d'Orleans, he determined to
appease his anger; and to put an end to this dispute he gave



therefore the bishopric of Metz to the nephew of M. d'Orleans;
and by this means a reconciliation was established. M. d'Orleans
and M. de la Rochefoucauld joined hands again, and the King
looked on delighted.

The public lost soon after a man illustrious by his genius, by
his style, and by his knowledge of men, I mean La Bruyere,
who died of apoplexy at Versailles, after having surpassed
Theophrastus in his own manner, and after painting, in the new
characters, the men of our days in a manner inimitable. He
was besides a very honest man, of excellent breeding, simple,
very disinterested, and without anything of the pedant. I had
sufficiently known him to regret his death, and the works that
might have been hoped from him.

The command of the armies was distributed in the same
manner as before, with the exception that M. de Choiseul had the
army of the Rhine in place of M. de Lorges. Every one set out to
take the field. The Duc de la Feuillade in passing by Metz, to join
the army in Germany, called upon his uncle, who was very rich
and in his second childhood. La Feuillade thought fit to make
sure of his uncle's money beforehand, demanded the key of the
cabinet and of the coffers, broke them open upon being refused
by the servants, and took away thirty thousand crowns in gold,
and many jewels, leaving untouched the silver. The King, who
for a long time had been much discontented with La Feuillade
for his debauches and his negligence, spoke very strongly and
very openly upon this strange forestalling of inheritance. It was



only with great difficulty he could be persuaded not to strip La
Feuillade of his rank.

Our campaign was undistinguished by any striking event.
From June to September of this year (1696), we did little but
subsist and observe, after which we recrossed the Rhine at
Philipsburg, where our rear guard was slightly inconvenienced by
the enemy. In Italy there was more movement. The King sought
to bring about peace by dividing the forces of his enemies, and
secretly entered into a treaty with Savoy. The conditions were,
that every place belonging to Savoy which had been taken by our
troops should be restored, and that a marriage should take place
between Monseigneur the Duc de Bourgogne and the daughter
of the Duke of Savoy, when she became twelve years of age.
In the mean time she was to be sent to the Court of France,
and preparations were at once made there to provide her with a
suitable establishment.

The King was ill with an anthrax in the throat. The eyes of
all Europe were turned towards him, for his malady was not
without danger; nevertheless in his bed he affected to attend
to affairs as usual; and he arranged there with Madame de
Maintenon, who scarcely ever quitted his side, the household
of the Savoy Princess. The persons selected for the offices
in that household were either entirely devoted to Madame de
Maintenon, or possessed of so little wit that she had nothing to
fear from them. A selection which excited much envy and great
surprise was that of the Duchesse de Lude to be lady of honour.



The day before she was appointed, Monsieur had mentioned her
name in sport to the King. "Yes," said the King, "she would be
the best woman in the world to teach the Princess to put rouge
and patches on her cheek;" and then, being more devout than
usual, he said other things as bitter and marking strong aversion
on his part to the Duchess. In fact, she was no favourite of his nor
of Madame de Maintenon; and this was so well understood that
the surprise of Monsieur and of everybody else was great, upon
finding, the day after this discourse, that she had been appointed
to the place.

The cause of this was soon learnt. The Duchesse de Lude
coveted much to be made lady of honour to the Princess, but
knew she had but little chance, so many others more in favour
than herself being in the field. Madame de Maintenon had an old
servant named Nanon, who had been with her from the time of
her early days of misery, and who had such influence with her,
that this servant was made much of by everybody at Court, even
by the ministers and the daughters of the King. The Duchesse
de Lude had also an old servant who was on good terms with
the other. The affair therefore was not difficult. The Duchesse
de Lude sent twenty thousand crowns to Nanon, and on the very
evening of the day on which the King had spoken to Monsieur,
she had the place. Thus it is! A Nanon sells the most important
and the most brilliant offices, and a Duchess of high birth is silly
enough to buy herself into servitude!

This appointment excited much envy. The Marechal de



Rochefort, who had expected to be named, made a great ado.
Madame de Maintenon, who despised her, was piqued, and said
that she should have had it but for the conduct of her daughter.
This was a mere artifice; but the daughter was, in truth, no sample
of purity. She had acted in such a manner with Blansac that he
was sent for from the army to marry her, and on the very night
of their wedding she gave birth to a daughter. She was full of
wit, vivacity, intrigue, and sweetness; yet most wicked, false, and
artificial, and all this with a simplicity of manner, that imposed
even upon those who knew her best. More than gallant while her
face lasted, she afterwards was easier of access, and at last ruined
herself for the meanest valets. Yet, notwithstanding her vices, she
was the prettiest flower of the Court bunch, and had her chamber
always full of the best company: she was also much sought after
by the three daughters of the King. Driven away from the Court,
she was after much supplication recalled, and pleased the King so
much that Madame de Maintenon, in fear of her, sent her away
again. But to go back again to the household of the Princess of
Savoy.

Dangeau was made chevalier d'honneur. He owed his success
to his good looks, to the court he paid to the King's mistresses,
to his skilfulness at play, and to a lucky stroke of fortune. The
King had oftentimes been importuned to give him a lodging, and
one day, joking with him upon his fancy of versifying; proposed
to him some very hard rhymes, and promised him a lodging if
he filled them up upon the spot. Dangeau accepted, thought but



for a moment, performed the task, and thus gained his lodging.
He was an old friend of Madame de Maintenon, and it was to her
he was indebted for his post of chevalier d'honneur in the new
household.

Madame d'O was appointed lady of the palace. Her father,
named Guilleragues, a gluttonous Gascon, had been one of
the intimate friends of Madame Scarron, who, as Madame de
Maintenon, did not forget her old acquaintance, but procured
him the embassy to Constantinople. Dying there, he left an only
daughter, who, on the voyage home to France, gained the heart
of Villers, lieutenant of the vessel, and became his wife in Asia-
Minor, near the ruins of Troy. Villers claimed to be of the house
of d'O; hence the name his wife bore.

Established at the Court, the newly-married couple quickly
worked themselves into the favour of Madame de Maintenon,
both being very clever in intrigue. M. d'O was made governor of
the Comte de Toulouse, and soon gained his entire confidence.
Madame d'O, too, infinitely pleased the, young Count, just
then entering upon manhood, by her gallantry, her wit, and the
facilities she allowed him. Both, in consequence, grew in great
esteem with the King. Had they been attendants upon Princes of
the blood, he would assuredly have slighted them. But he always
showed great indulgence to those who served his illegitimate
children. Hence the appointment of Madame d'O to be lady of
the palace.

The household of the Princess of Savoy being completed, the



members of it were sent to the Pont Beauvosin to meet their
young mistress. She arrived early on the 16th of October, slept
at the Pont Beauvosin that night, and on the morrow parted with
her Italian attendants without shedding a single tear. On the 4th
of November she arrived at Montargis, and was received by the
King, Monseigneur, and Monsieur. The King handed her down
from her coach, and conducted her to the apartment he had
prepared for her. Her respectful and flattering manners pleased
him highly. Her cajoleries, too, soon bewitched Madame de
Maintenon, whom she never addressed except as "Aunt;" whom
she treated with a respect, and yet with a freedom, that ravished
everybody. She became the doll of Madame de Maintenon and
the King, pleased them infinitely by her insinuating spirit, and
took greater liberties with them than the children of the King
had ever dared to attempt.



CHAPTER X

Meanwhile our campaign upon the Rhine proceeded, and the
enemy, having had all their grand projects of victory defeated
by the firmness and the capacity of the Marechal de Choiseul,
retired into winter-quarters, and we prepared to do the same.
The month of October was almost over when Madame de Saint-
Simon lost M. Fremont, father of the Marechal de Lorges. She
had happily given birth to a daughter on the 8th of September.
I was desirous accordingly to go to Paris, and having obtained
permission from the Marechal de Choiseul, who had treated me
throughout the campaign with much politeness and attention, I
set out. Upon arriving at Paris I found the Court at Fontainebleau.
I had arrived from the army a little before the rest, and did not
wish that the King should know it without seeing me, lest he
might think I had returned in secret. I hastened at once therefore
to Fontainebleau, where the King received me with his usual
goodness,-saying, nevertheless, that I had returned a little too
early, but that it was of no consequence.

I had not long left his presence when I learned a report that
made my face burn again. It was affirmed that when the King
remarked upon my arriving a little early, I had replied that
I preferred arriving at once to see him, as my sole mistress,
than to remain some days in Paris, as did the other young men
with their mistresses. I went at once to the King, who had a



numerous company around him; and I openly denied what had
been reported, offering a reward for the discovery of the knave
who had thus calumniated me, in order that I might give him a
sound thrashing. All day I sought to discover the scoundrel. My
speech to the King and my choler were the topic of the day, and I
was blamed for having spoken so loudly and in such terms. But of
two evils I had chosen the least,—a reprimand from the King, or
a few days in the Bastille; and I had avoided the greatest, which
was to allow myself to be believed an infamous libeller of our
young men, in order to basely and miserably curry favour at the
Court. The course I took succeeded. The King said nothing of
the matter, and I went upon a little journey I wished particularly
to take, for reasons I will now relate.

I had, as I have already mentioned, conceived a strong
attachment and admiration for M. de La Trappe. I wished to
secure a portrait of him, but such was his modesty and humility
that I feared to ask him to allow himself to be painted. I went
therefore to Rigault, then the first portrait-painter in Europe. In
consideration of a sum of a thousand crowns, and all his expenses
paid, he agreed to accompany me to La Trappe, and to make a
portrait of him from memory. The whole affair was to be kept
a profound secret, and only one copy of the picture was to be
made, and that for the artist himself.

My plan being fully arranged, I and Rigault set out. As soon
as we arrived at our journey's end, I sought M. de La Trappe,
and begged to be allowed to introduce to him a friend of mine,



an officer, who much wished to see him: I added, that my friend
was a stammerer, and that therefore he would be importuned
merely with looks and not words. M. de La Trappe smiled with
goodness, thought the officer curious about little, and consented
to see him. The interview took place. Rigault excusing himself
on the ground of his infirmity, did little during three-quarters
of an hour but keep his eyes upon M. de La Trappe, and at the
end went into a room where materials were already provided for
him, and covered his canvas with the images and the ideas he had
filled himself with. On the morrow the same thing was repeated,
although M. de La Trappe, thinking that a man whom he knew
not, and who could take no part in conversation, had sufficiently
seen him, agreed to the interview only out of complaisance to
me. Another sitting was needed in order to finish the work; but
it was with great difficulty M. de La Trappe could be persuaded
to consent to it. When the third and last interview was at an end,
M. de La Trappe testified to me his surprise at having been so
much and so long looked at by a species of mute. I made the best
excuses I could, and hastened to turn the conversation.

The portrait was at length finished, and was a most perfect
likeness of my venerable friend. Rigault admitted to me that he
had worked so hard to produce it from memory, that for several
months afterwards he had been unable to do anything to his other
portraits. Notwithstanding the thousand crowns I had paid him,
he broke the engagement he had made by showing the portrait
before giving it up to me. Then, solicited for copies, he made



several, gaining thereby, according to his own admission, more
than twenty-five thousand francs, and thus gave publicity to the
affair.

I was very much annoyed at this, and with the noise it made in
the world; and I wrote to M. de La Trappe, relating the deception
I had practised upon him, and sued for pardon. He was pained to
excess, hurt, and afflicted; nevertheless he showed no anger. He
wrote in return to me, and said, I was not ignorant that a Roman
Emperor had said, "I love treason but not traitors;" but that, as
for himself, he felt on the contrary that he loved the traitor but
could only hate his treason. I made presents of three copies of
the picture to the monastery of La Trappe. On the back of the
original 1 described the circumstance under which the portrait
had been taken, in order to show that M. de La Trappe had not
consented to it, and I pointed out that for some years he had been
unable to use his right hand, to acknowledge thus the error which
had been made in representing him as writing.

The King, about this time, set on foot negotiations for peace
in Holland, sending there two plenipotentiaries, Courtin and
Harlay, and acknowledging one of his agents, Caillieres, who had
been for some little time secretly in that country.

The year finished with the disgrace of Madame de Saint
Geran. She was on the best of terms with the Princesses, and
as much a lover of good cheer as Madame de Chartres and
Madame la Duchesse. This latter had in the park of Versailles a
little house that she called the "Desert." There she had received



very doubtful company, giving such gay repasts that the King,
informed of her doings, was angry, and forbade her to continue
these parties or to receive certain guests. Madame de Saint Geran
was then in the first year of her mourning, so that the King did
not think it necessary to include her among the interdicted; but
he intimated that he did not approve of her. In spite of this,
Madame la Duchesse invited her to an early supper at the Desert
a short time after, and the meal was prolonged so far into the
night, and with so much gaiety, that it came to the ears of the
King. He was in great anger, and learning that Madame de Saint
Geran had been of the party, sentenced her to be banished twenty
leagues from the Court. Like a clever woman, she retired into a
convent at Rouen, saying that as she had been unfortunate enough
to displease the King, a convent was the only place for her; and
this was much approved.

At the commencement of the next year (1697) the eldest son
of the Comte d'Auvergne completed his dishonour by a duel
he fought with the Chevalier de Caylus, on account of a tavern
broil, and a dispute about some wenches. Caylus, who had fought
well, fled from the kingdom; the other, who had used his sword
like a poltroon, and had run away dismayed into the streets, was
disinherited by his father, sent out of the country, and returned
no more. He was in every respect a wretch, who, on account
of his disgraceful adventures, was forced to allow himself to
be disinherited and to take the cross of Malta; he was hanged
in effigy at the Greve, to the great regret of his family, not on



account of the sentence, but because, in spite of every entreaty,
he had been proceeded against like the most obscure gentleman.
The exile of Caylus afterwards made his fortune.

We had another instance, about this time, of the perfidy
of Harlay. He had been entrusted with a valuable deposit by
Ruvigny, a Huguenot officer, who, quitting France, had entered
the service of the Prince of Orange, and who was, with the
exception of Marshal Schomberg, the only Huguenot to whom
the King offered the permission of remaining at Court with
full liberty to practise his religion in secret. This, Ruvigny, like
Marshal Schomberg, refused. He was, nevertheless, allowed to
retain the property he possessed in France; but after his death
his son, not showing himself at all grateful for this favour,
the King at last confiscated the property, and publicly testified
his anger. This was the moment that Harlay seized to tell
the King of the deposit he had. As a recompense the King
gave it to him as confiscated, and this hypocrite of justice, of
virtue, of disinterestedness, and of rigorism was not ashamed to
appropriate it to himself, and to close his ears and his eyes to the
noise this perfidy excited.

M. de Monaco, who had obtained for himself the title of
foreign prince by the marriage of his son with the Duchesse de
Valentinois, daughter of M. le Grand, and who enjoyed, as it
were, the sovereignty of a rock—beyond whose narrow limits
anybody might spit, so to speak, whilst standing in the middle
—soon found, and his son still more so, that they had bought



the title very dearly. The Duchess was charming, gallant, and
was spoiled by the homage of the Court, in a house open night
and day, and to which her beauty attracted all that was young
and brilliant. Her husband, with much intelligence, was diffident;
his face and figure had acquired for him the name of Goliath;
he suffered for a long time the haughtiness and the disdain of
his wife and her family. At last he and his father grew tired
and took away Madame de Valentinois to Monaco. She grieved,
and her parents also, as though she had been carried off to the
Indies. After two years of absence and repentance, she promised
marvels, and was allowed to return to Paris. I know not who
counselled her, but, without changing her conduct, she thought
only how to prevent a return to Monaco; and to insure herself
against this, she accused her father-in-law of having made vile
proposals to her, and of attempting to take her by force. This
charge made a most scandalous uproar, but was believed by
nobody. M. de Monaco was no longer young; he was a very
honest man, and had always passed for such; besides, he was
almost blind in both eyes, and had a huge pointed belly, which
absolutely excited fear, it jutted out so far!

After some time, as Madame de Valentinois still continued
to swim in the pleasures of the Court under the shelter of her
family, her husband redemanded her; and though he was laughed
at at first, she was at last given up to him.

A marriage took place at this time between the son of
Pontchartrain and the daughter of the Comte de Roye. The



Comte de Roye was a Huguenot, and, at the revocation of the
edict of Nantes, had taken refuge, with his wife, in Denmark,
where he had been made grand marshal and commander of all
the troops. One day, as the Comte de Roye was dining with his
wife and daughter at the King's table, the Comtesse de Roye
asked her daughter if she did not think the Queen of Denmark
and Madame Panache resembled each other like two drops of
water? Although she spoke in French and in a low tone, the
Queen both heard and understood her, and inquired at once who
was Madame Panache. The Countess in her surprise replied, that
she was a very amiable woman at the French Court. The Queen,
who had noticed the surprise of the Countess, was not satisfied
with this reply. She wrote to the Danish minister at Paris, desiring
to be informed of every particular respecting Madame Panache,
her face, her age, her condition, and upon what footing she was
at the French Court. The minister, all astonished that the Queen
should have heard of Madame Panache, wrote word that she was
a little and very old creature, with lips and eyes so disfigured
that they were painful to look upon; a species of beggar who had
obtained a footing at Court from being half-witted, who was now
at the supper of the King, now at the dinner of Monseigneur, or at
other places, where everybody amused themselves by tormenting
her: She in turn abused the company at these parties, in order
to cause diversion, but sometimes rated them very seriously and
with strong words, which delighted still more those princes and
princesses, who emptied into her pockets meat and ragouts, the



sauces of which ran all down her petticoats: at these parties some
gave her a pistole or a crown, and others a filip or a smack in the
face, which put her in a fury, because with her bleared eyes not
being able to see the end of her nose, she could not tell who had
struck her;—she was, in a word, the pastime of the Court!

Upon learning this, the Queen of Denmark was so piqued, that
she could no longer suffer the Comtesse de Roye near her; she
complained to the King: he was much offended that foreigners,
whom he had loaded with favour, should so repay him. The
Comte de Roye was unable to stand up against the storm, and
withdrew to England, where he died a few years after.

The King at this time drove away the company of Italian
actors, and would not permit another in its place. So long as the
Italians had simply allowed their stage to overflow with filth or
impiety they only caused laughter; but they set about playing a
piece called "The False Prude," in which Madame de Maintenon
was easily recognised. Everybody ran to see the piece; but after
three or four representations, given consecutively on account of
the gain it brought, the Italians received orders to close their
theatre and to quit the realm in a month. This affair made a
great noise; and if the comedians lost an establishment by their
boldness and folly, they who drove them away gained nothing—
such was the licence with which this ridiculous event was spoken
of !



CHAPTER XI

The disposition of the armies was the same this year as last,
except that the Princes did not serve. Towards the end of May I
joined the army of the Rhine, under the Marechal de Choiseul,
as before. We made some skilful manoeuvres, but did little in
the way of fighting. For sixteen days we encamped at Nieder-
buhl, where we obtained a good supply of forage. At the end
of that time the Marechal de Choiseul determined to change
his position. Our army was so placed, that the enemy could see
almost all of it quite distinctly; yet, nevertheless, we succeeded
in decamping so quickly, that we disappeared from under their
very eyes in open daylight, and in a moment as it were. Such of
the Imperial Generals as were out riding ran from all parts to
the banks of the Murg, to see our retreat, but it was so promptly
executed that there was no time for them, to attempt to hinder us.
When the Prince of Baden was told of our departure he could not
credit it. He had seen us so lately, quietly resting in our position,
that it seemed impossible to him we had left it in such a short
space of time. When his own eyes assured him of the fact, he
was filled with such astonishment and admiration, that he asked
those around him if they had ever seen such a retreat, adding, that
he could not have believed, until then, that an army so numerous
and so considerable should have been able to disappear thus in an
instant. This honourable and bold retreat was attended by a sad



accident. One of our officers, named Blansac, while leading a
column of infantry through the wood, was overtaken by night. A
small party of his men heard some cavalry near them. The cavalry
belonged to the enemy, and had lost their way. Instead of replying
when challenged, they said to each other in German, "Let us run
for it." Nothing more was wanting to draw upon them a discharge
from the small body of our men, by whom they had been heard.
To this they replied with their pistols. Immediately, and without
orders, the whole column of infantry fired in that direction, and,
before Blansac could inquire the cause, fired again. Fortunately
he was not wounded; but five unhappy captains were killed, and
some subalterns wounded.

Our campaign was brought to an end by the peace of Ryswick.
The first news of that event arrived at Fontainebleau on the 22nd
of September. Celi, son of Harlay, had been despatched with the
intelligence; but he did not arrive until five o'clock in the morning
of the 26th of September. He had amused himself by the way
with a young girl who had struck his fancy, and with some wine
that he equally relished. He had committed all the absurdities and
impertinences which might be expected of a debauched, hare-
brained young fellow, completely spoiled by his father, and he
crowned all by this fine delay.

A little time before the signing of peace, the Prince de Conti,
having been elected King of Poland, set out to take possession of
his throne. The King, ravished with joy to see himself delivered
from a Prince whom he disliked, could not hide his satisfaction



—his eagerness—to get rid of a Prince whose only faults were
that he had no bastard blood in his veins, and that he was so much
liked by all the nation that they wished him at the head of the
army, and murmured at the little favour he received, as compared
with that showered down upon the illegitimate children.

The King made all haste to treat the Prince to royal honours.
After an interview in the cabinet of Madame de Maintenon, he
presented him to a number of ladies, saying, "I bring you a king."
The Prince was all along doubtful of the validity of his election,
and begged that the Princess might not be treated as a queen,
until he should have been crowned. He received two millions
in cash from the King, and other assistances. Samuel Bernard
undertook to make the necessary payments in Poland. The Prince
started by way of Dunkerque, and went to that place at such
speed, that an ill-closed chest opened, and two thousand Louis
were scattered on the road, a portion only of which was brought
back to the Hotel Conti. The celebrated Jean Bart pledged
himself to take him safely, despite the enemy's fleet; and kept his
word. The convoy was of five frigates. The Chevalier de Sillery,
before starting, married Mademoiselle Bigot, rich and witty, with
whom he had been living for some time. Meanwhile the best
news arrived from our ambassador, the Abbe de Polignac, to the
King; but all answers were intercepted at Dantzic by the retired
Queen of Poland, who sent on only the envelopes! However, the
Prince de Conti passed up the Sound; and the King and Queen
of Denmark watched them from the windows of the Chateau de



Cronenbourg. Jean Bart, against custom, ordered a salute to be
fired. It was returned; and as some light vessels passing near the
frigates said that the King and Queen were looking on, the Prince
ordered another salvo.

There was, however, another claimant to the throne of Poland;
I mean the Elector of Saxony, who had also been elected, and
who had many partisans; so many, indeed, that when the Prince
de Conti arrived at Dantzic, he found himself almost entirely
unsupported. The people even refused provision to his frigates.
However, the Prince's partisans at length arrived to salute him.
The Bishop of Plosko gave him a grand repast, near the Abbey
of Oliva. Marege, a Gascon gentleman of the Prince's suite,
was present, but had been ill. There was drinking in the Polish
fashion, and he tried to be let off. The Prince pleaded for him;
but these Poles, who, in order to make themselves understood,
spoke Latin— and very bad Latin indeed—would not accept
such an excuse, and forcing him to drink, howled furiously '‘Bibat
et Moriatur! Marege, who was very jocular and yet very choleric;
used to tell this story in the same spirit, and made everyone who
heard it laugh.

However, the party of the Prince de Conti made no way,
and at length he was fain to make his way back to France with
all speed. The King received him very graciously, although at
heart exceeding sorry to see him again. A short time after,
the Elector of Saxony mounted the throne of Poland without
opposition, and was publicly recognised by the King, towards the



commencement of August.

By the above-mentioned peace of Ryswick, the King
acknowledged the Prince of Orange as King of England. It was,
however, a bitter draught for him to swallow, and for these
reasons: Some years before, the King had offered his illegitimate
daughter, the Princesse de Conti, in marriage to the Prince
of Orange, believing he did that Prince great honour by the
proposal. The Prince did not think in the same manner, and
flatly refused; saying, that the House of Orange was accustomed
to marry the legitimate daughters of great kings, and not their
bastards. These words sank so deeply into the heart of the King,
that he never forgot them; and often, against even his most
palpable interest, showed how firmly the indignation he felt at
them had taken possession of his mind: Since then, the Prince
of Orange had done all in his power to efface the effect his
words had made, but every attempt was rejected with disdain.
The King's ministers in Holland had orders to do all they could
to thwart the projects of the Prince of Orange, to excite people
against him, to protect openly those opposed to him, and to be
in no way niggard of money in order to secure the election of
magistrates unfavourable to him. The Prince never ceased, until
the breaking-out of this war, to use every effort to appease the
anger of the King. At last, growing tired, and hoping soon to
make his invasion into England, he said publicly, that he had
uselessly laboured all his life to gain the favours of the King, but
that he hoped to be more fortunate in meriting his esteem. It may



be imagined, therefore, what a triumph it was for him when he
forced the King to recognise him as monarch of England, and
what that recognition cost the King.

M. le Duc presided this year over the Assembly of the States
of Burgundy, in place of his father M. le Prince, who did not wish
to go there. The Duke gave on that occasion a striking example
of the friendship of princes, and a fine lesson to those who
seek it. Santeuil, Canon of Saint Victor, and the greatest Latin
poet who has appeared for many centuries, accompanied him.
Santeuil was an excellent fellow, full of wit and of life, and of
pleasantries, which rendered him an admirable boon-companion.
Fond of wine and of good cheer, he was not debauched; and
with a disposition and talents so little fitted for the cloister, was
nevertheless, at bottom, as good a churchman as with such a
character he could be. He was a great favourite with all the house
of Conde, and was invited to their parties, where his witticisms,
his verses, and his pleasantries had afforded infinite amusement
for many years.
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