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most fascinating interest, not only because 
the vast salons were filled with what, in art, is 
most beautiful, but because we were brought 
back to the ghosts of other days.

What we actually saw were the best of 
Gobelin tapestries, the best of Sèvres china, 
the best of mural paintings. We walked on 
silken carpets, bearing the fleur-de-lis. We 
sat on sofas of embroidery as fine as an en­
graving and as rich in color as a painting by 
Morland. The bright autumn sunshine il­
luminated the ormulu brass of the First Em­
pire, gilt eagles, crowns, cupids, and the only 
letter of the alphabet that always suggest 
one name.

Those which we brought back to the 
rooms in which once they lived, planned, and 
plotted were the ghosts of Mme. de Pom­
padour, Louis XVI, Murat, Napoleon I, and 
Napoleon III. We could imagine the first 
Emperor standing with his hands clasped be­
hind him in front of the marble fireplace, his 
figure reflected in the full-length mirrors, his
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