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PROLOGUE 

YEAR 1796. 

FouR years had passed away since Louis XVI had 
ascended the scaffold on that fatal day of January 
17th, 1793. The brave priest, who had with intrep
idity attended him, despite the muttering of the 
crowds and the fact that he also was ,shortly to follow 
him by the way of the " Nattonal razor '' as they 
termed it, had comforted him by saying : " Louis 
XVI, ascend to heaven "-then the knife fell! After
wards the regicides departed to complete their work 
on Marie Antoinette, his widow, and the Dauphin, 
their son. The widow was guillotined, but the boy 
of twelve was retained as prisoner in the Temple in 
order that his mind might be corrupted against all 
thoughts of royalty. (It was said that when they had 
forced him to do something unspeakably filthy lie 
placed his tiny hand on his heart and exclaimed, " I 
was born to the purple and this does not suit the 
purple.") 

The French Revolution had ended, for on October 
26th, 1795, at half-past two in the afternoon the Presi
dent of the Convention pronounced these memorable 
words : " The National Convention declares that its 
mission is fulfilled, and that its Sessions are at an end. 
Long live the Republic I " Out of the ashes of this 
Revolution steps a young Corsican, Napoleon Bona
parte by name-the Man of Destiny. 

He wa-s born on August 15th, 1769, and is therefore 
twenty-seven years of age. To-day is the day of his 
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8 PROLOGUE 

marriage to Marie Josephine Beauharnais, six years 
his senior. And if at sixteen years of age he was a 
sub-lieutenant of artillery, he is to-day Commander
in-Chief of the Army in Italy. Already the coming 
man is outlined; for instance, when donning his new 
uniform as sub-lieutenant, he is heard to mutter : 
" Only the sword belt belongs to France, the edge 
is my own." He studies ordnance maps, always 
planning, always thinking in figures, so that every
one believes him to be a born mathematician. All 
his papers and sketches represent big guns, batteries, 
trenches, where he would in imagination station 
troops if only he had the power. How significant, 

. too, that at the end of his copy books the final entry 
runs, " St. Helena, a small island in the Atlantic 
Ocean, English Colony." 

His introduction to Josephine is characteristic of 
the man. She her,self had been the wife of the Vicomte 
de Beauharnais, who was guillotined during the 
Terror, leaving her with two children-Hortense and 
Eugene. During Napoleon's office as Generalissimo 
a decree is issued against all civilians bearing arms, 
a search is made, and all weapons are confiscated. 
Eugene, an engaging boy of twelve, turned up at the 
General's office with a plea for the return of his 
father's sword, which bad been taken from his mother. 
Napoleon concedes the point and hands back the 
sword; ,shortly afterwards the mother, Josephine her
self, calls upon ·him to thank him. Her beauty fas
cinates him, he falls in love with her, they are married 
and he, conscious of his own impelling power, has 
engraved on the wedding ring : " To Destiny." 



PART I 

T,HE ROAD TO MOSCOW. 

Chapter I. The Conscript. 

HENRI DE ROCHEFORT was now weary. He had spent 
the whole of to-day in perfecting a trick of fence w.hich 
bade fair to make him the finest pupil turned out by 
the old fen�ing master in Paris, and now was slowly 
wending his way homewards on this bright evening 
of January, 1812. Bereft of his father, a noble of the 
old regime who had fallen under the guillotine during 
the r�ign of the Terror, he lived some five miles from 
Paris with his widowed mother and twin sister, Mar
guerite, and was now -some eighteen years of age. 
Reaching home he turned into the pretty ivy-clad 
cottage, kissed his mother's hand in the old cere
monious way, and asked after her health. On turning 
to greet .his sister he observed that her face was pale 
and that she looked grave. 

"What is the matter, Marguerite, to cause you to 
replace your rosy cheeks with the pale lily of 
sobriety ? " 

" Only, dear Henri, that I saw this afternoon a 
placard on the Mairie announcing that the drawing for 
the conscription is to take place to-morrow, and all 
are liable who will be eighteen in the course of the 
year.'' 
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10 THE ENGLISH LION v.

The mother turned faint for she understood its 
meaning too well. 

" Henri," said she, " you must at once escape to 
the forest and go to your Uncle Charles, where you 
will be -safe until arrangements can be made for you 
to flee to England. I would not mind if you were 
fighting for your King and the house of Rochefort, 
but I would die were I to think of you :fighting for the 
Corsican tyrant who only lives to fasten his iron yoke 
on the necks of free men." 

" But, mother darling, it is of you and Marguerite 
I think. The village would never forget or forgive. 
I must not run away." 

"My son, God will strengthen us. Go, my children, 
and pray whilst I write a letter to your Uncle," 
finally answered the mother whose firm step disguised 
a breaking heart. 

Henri bowed, then, opening the door for his mother, 
stood in silence with his sister, leaning against the 
tiny latticed window which looked down on the village 
square. 

" Hallo, they are gay enough in the village. Why, 
there is Mathieu•Fargas, the blacksmith's son, and 
Jacques Falou the butcher's boy, throwing their caps 
in the air! Can it be that they are conscripted 
already and showing their pleasure ? • Marguerite, I 
must go, for if conscripted I go to fight for France, 
not for Napoleon. Besides, I have reason to think 
M. le Maire means no good to me."

His sister looked startled and quickly said : " Why
do you say that, Henri? " 

'' Everyone in the village is aware," answered 
Henri, "that I am the son of Henri de Rochefort, 
who led that noble band of men when they endeav
oured to rescue the King before he was brought to the 
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scaffold. I am certain that M. le Maire would be only 
too glad to see me with a musket on my shoulder." 

The morning dawned, and in the village a crowd 
uf people trooped down towards the Town Hall, 
where the drawing was to take place. The young men 
went into the mayor's office, each to draw his number 
from the box, whilst outside a band was playing 
martial airs, and the old rp.en of the village shouted, 
" Vive l'Empereur ! " Every few minutes some one 
came out of the office swaggering or downcast, as the 
case might be. Widow Ferou, mother of Jacques 
Ferou, watched her -son's face as he came out. "All 
right, mother, I a.m safe, I have drawn a high num
ber," whispered the boy. Mathieu Far gas swaggered 
out waving his hat and shouting : " Hurrah, I am 
going to fight the Russians I Napoleon for ever! " 

Then Henri came out, looking very pale but calm. 
His number was eleven. His mother, who with Mar
guerite was there, saw and understood. " Come home 
quickly," whispered his sister, " Mother is growing 
faint." 

Impatiently Henri pushed aside the people who 
were thronging the path : " Make way, good people," 
he exclaimed. 

" Yes, yes," uttered a voice from behind, "you 
must make way for the new conscript. Think how 
well M. de Roc.hefort will look in the awkward 
squad! " 

Looking behind, indignantly, Henri saw the Maire 
and recognised the voice as emanating from him. 
'' Never mind, dear," said Marguerite, " the silence 
of contempt is perhaps the best sauce for him." 

And now the mother's plan unfolded itself on their 
arrival home. Henri was to carry a letter to his uncle, 
who would hide him and provide him with sufficient 
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money to escape to England, where a relation had 
found peace and freedom from the French Revolution. 
Such was the fond mother's wish; but we shall see 
how Henri himself frustrated it. 

Ch.apter II. In the Ba'T'rack Room. 

THE last meal had been eaten together, and Madame 
de Rochefort ,had embraced her son and hurried to her 
room to weep alone. Marguerite

,-
paler than usual, 

announced her intention of going a little way with 
Henri. The journey was undertaken in silence, since 
words simply would not come, but at last Henri turned 
to his sister and said, " Dearest Marguerit�, promise 
me one thing, that you will not despise me or call 
me traitor, and also that you will comfort our 
Mother." 

"Whatever can you mean, dear? " she cried, 
clinging to him. 

"Never mind, remember me always. Goodbye, 
dearest sister," and, kissing her, Henri ran speedily 
down the wood. But, when out of sight, he returned 
to the village by another route, and just as midnight 
struck wended his way to the blacksmith's house, 
tapping gently at the window. The door was opened 
by the recruit who, earlier in the day had so loudly 
announced his intention of fighting the Russians. 

Requesting silence, Henri whispered : " Mathieu, 
we are now comrades, my sword knowledge in return 
for your strong arm," and they made compact that 
evening. 

Two days afterwards they were 1n a crowded 
barrack-room in Paris. Recruits of all kinds were 
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there, not yet clad in uniform, but in their own blouses 
or jackets from their own villages. They gambled, 
drank, quarrelled or dozed on the benches or the floor. 
Whilst the greater part seemed dispirited or weary, 
there were others who were· singing the Marseillaise at 
the top of their voices ; others again were boasting of 
their wonderful strength or swordsmanship. By him
self, seated at a small table, was a young ·!ad busily 
writing a letter. Slowly the tears dropped on the 
paper from :his shaded hand, but at last resolutely, 
Henri (for it was he) seized the pen and wrote, 
" Madame my mother, and Marguerite my sister, for
give me that I, knowing full well the shame to which 
you have been exposed, had to report myself to the 
Maire in the morning. Dearest ones, it is for France 
I am going to fight, not Napoleon." 

" Conscript, do you want your letter , posted to
night? " asked a thick-set red-haired man at his 
elbow, wearing a sergeant's stripes on his sleeve. 
" Because if so, I want five francs to drink an aristo
crat's health." 

" Thank you, sergeant," said Henri, handing over 
the letter and the money. The sergeant took the letter 
and the coins, and after testing them by his teeth to 
see if they were genuine, left the room. 

" Well, you are a fool," shouted someone. '' Don't 
you know that all he wanted was a drink ? Goodbye 
to your letter, and look out for yourself on the parade 
ground to-morrow. He hates aristocrats." 

" Who said aristocrats? " shouted a loud voice, 
and in walked a large moustached man of corporal's 
rank. Looking round he caught sight of Henri. 
" Oho, so this is the aristocrat! Can you fight? " 
Saying this he struck Henri on the face. 

Henri rose to his full height, and, knocking over a 
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little table, picked up a stick from the floor whilst the 
corporal drew his sabre. " A fight, a fight," shouted 
the rest of the recruits and they gathered round. 

" Come on, my young spitfire," roared the corporal, 
" and I will just take a little slice from your nose to 
warm my blood against the time when I shall be 
cutting off Russians' heads." 

" Yes, certainly," answered Henri, " and I will 
show you how a gentleman treats a coward and 
bully." 

It was over in less than a minute. Henri's woncler
ful lightning parry disarmed his opponent, the sabre 
flying across the room to be picked up by Henri and 
handed back to his adversary with the words, 
" Another lesson, perhaps." But the corporal was 
suddenly ashamt,d ; he asked pardon and kissed him 
on each cheek. 

The whole company had by now recovered from its 
surprise and surrounded Henri. They were, however, 
pushed on one side by Mathieu Fargas, who whispered 
"Well done, I am certain you hold in your knapsack 
a Marshal's baton." 

"More likely six feet of dark earth when we reach 
Russia," laughed Henri. 

And so day followed day, with parades, drills, 
bayonet fighting and sandbags, forced marches ; 
making our two friends more and more fit. Napoleon, 
the Man of Destiny, was plotting and planning
Moscow was his next great essay. Would he prove 
victorious ? Already there were premonitions that 
things were not too well from the English side. In 
1799 Nelson had either captured or sunk the fleet at 
Aboukir Bay, and in 1805 there was the great sea 
battle of Trafalgar which permanently wiped up 
Napoleon's Navy by that wonderful hero, Nelson (in 
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which engagement, however, the victory for England 
was turned into a national disaster, for Nelson fell). 
On shore too, Wellington, no less famous, had driven 
him from Spain, for in 1810 the battle of Busaco was 
followed by the well-known defence of the lines of 
Torres V edras, and in the following year the Duke 
had won the battle of Salamanca. Would Alexander, 
Czar of· all the Russias, also show capabilities of gen
eralship which would affect the Star of Destiny? It 
was unthinkable. Napoleon would not believe it. 
Moscow should be his I 

Chapter III. N apoleion-The Man of Destiny. 

As this small impression of the adventurous career of 
Napoleon is limited to Moscow in the year 1812-that 
fatal year for him which brought disaster, disease, 
and death to thousands of his devoted followers-and 
the Battle of Waterloo in the year 1815,. which spelt 
finis to him and caused this ill-omened star to sink 
into obscurity-it may be well to give first a pen 
picture of the man, and then briefly sketch the out
standing events of his life as presenting so many mile
stones traversed by him-for him triumph, for others, 
sorrow, desolation and death I 

The first known portrait was drawn by his fellow
countryman, Pontornini, and is now in the Musee 
Nationale, Versailles. Drawn in 1788, we already see 
the piercing eye, the pronounced nose, the determined 
chin-in short, at the tender age of fourteen, we see 
those hidden fires and slumbering passions of the true 
Corsican. Then in 1797, at the age of twenty-eight, 
he has reached the position of General, and the paint-



16 THE ENGLISH LION v.

ing by Jean Guerin in the Bibliotheque Nationale, 
Paris, shows the same pronounced features, with 
ruthless determination wiping out the soft outlines of 
his youth. In 1809 medals were struck, and here he 
is shown as one of the old Caesars with laurel leaves 
encircling his head : the same distinguishing features 
with perhaps the chin more pronounced, proud, 
haughty, unbending. Surrounding this outline we 
have the words," Napoleon, Empereur et Roi." But 
the most pleasing aspect of him, and one more in 
keeping with the English conception, is a sketch made 
during Mass in the Tuileries, and now part of the 
Germain Bapst Collection, drawn by one evidently a 
lover of him, for amiability and kindliness appear to 
predominate. The real man, however, is faithfully 
presented in his death mask by Dr Antomarchi. Here 
the very pronounced nose, deep sunken eyes, receding 
forehead and chin, present to the thoughtful mind 
one thing-the penalty of fame. This presentation 
of him may in itself be a distortion of the true man, 
as at St. Helena, we are told, he suffered from cancer 
in the stomach, the excruciating pains of which would 
painfully draw in the features. Such the man 1 

And now for the events leading up to St. Helena 
and his death. 

Napoleon I, the Man of Destiny, was born on 
August 15th, 1769, at Ajaccio, Corsica, and was sent 
to the Military School at Brienne when only nine years 
of age. He was transferred to the Military Academy 
in 1784 and was gazetted lieutenant of artillery the 
following year, becoming captain in 1792. His first 
real success was obtained in 1798 at Toulon, during 
its siege. Singularly enough, this is his first and last 
victory over England; his first and last wound, for 
his horse was shot under him and he was wounded 
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in the calf by an· English lance. The naval port of 
Toulon was handed over to England by the treacher
ous burghers, who were at their wits' end because of 
the internal war between the young Republic and the 
Bourbon cause, and ·received promise of protection. 
The English commander retreated to his ships accord
ing to plan, and this plan was gladly translated by the 
excited volatile Republicans into terms of victory, 
and amid all their retribution on the terrified burghers, 
to the agonised groans of drowning civilians and the 
shouts of looting soldiers, this new star shoots across 
the Empire of France to intoxicate the sons and 
daughters of La Patrie. This is Napoleon's moment
the inventor of the heavy gun in its application to 
warfare-the friend of Robespierre. 

Two years later, in 1795, ·he saved the National 
Convention from the Paris mob. His· friend, Maxi
milian Robespierre-the one who planned the 
massacres of September, 1792, but left the execution 
of them to Marat and Danton, and whose Reign of 
Terror was at its height in the spring of 1794-was 
himself guillotined 9n July 29th, 1794. The following 
year saw the end of the infamous French Revolution, 
so that 1795 was indeed a vital year for France, and 
one too, for Napoleon, for now he became the Com
mander of the Army for the Interior, and, under the 
protection of Barras, one of the five members of the 
Directory. -Napoleon showed his gratitude four years 
later by removing Barras and indeed the other 
members of the Directory! In -other words, they 
stood in the way of his ambition, and' therefore must 
go! 

He commanded the Army of Italy against the 
Austrians and Sardinians, and won a series of victories 
terminating at Lodi. In 1798 he ·landed in Egypt and 
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took Cairo, but his fleet was annihilated at Aboukir 
Bay by Nelson. Repeatedly he would be heard to 
say : " These English, these English l With English
men led by French officers I could conquer the 
world." But the English were nobly led by leaders 
who were incomparable, whether on land by Welling
ton or on sea by Nelson. 

Bloodthirsty and ruthless as N ap9leon was, yet he 
positively fascinated those under him. It is recorded 
that one of his French Grenadiers who had been shot 
in the heart by an English rifleman was laid on the 
table. Biting a cartridge ( for it was before the days 
of anaesthetics) so that he should not scream under· 
the agony, they probed his heart for the bullet. " Cut 
deeper still," whispered the dying grenadier, " and 
you will find Napoleon." 

Having abolished the Directory, Napoleon became 
First Consul and virtually dictator. In 1800 he won 
Marengo and Hohenlinden, but in December of that 
year an attempt was made to assassinate him. Four 
years later he was crowned Emperor and issued his 
famous Code of Laws. In 1805 he won Ulm and 
Austerlitz but lost his fleet at Trafalgar, where, alas, 
Nelson himself lost his life. The following year saw 
him making his brother Joseph King of Naples and 
his brother Louis King of Holland, and in October of 
that year he fought and won the battle of Jena. In 
1807 he won the battle of Friedland, arranged the 
treaty of Tilsit in June of that year, and also made 
his youngest brother Jerome King of Westphalia. In 
1808 he lost another fleet at Cadiz, Dupont was 
defeated at Baylen and Junot at Vimiera. The fol
lowing year Corunna was lost, Wagram was won, and 
his wife Josephine was divorced. 

The years 1810 and 1811 were the period of his 
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greatest power, but 1812 was known as the turning
point and called the Moscow Expedition, costing him 
475,000 men. ,Here we close, after briefly stating that 
Wellington took Paris in 1814 and Napoleon abdicated 
at Fontainebleau. This was on April 6th, and on 
April 20th he embarked for Elba. Ten months later 
he escaped and was joined by Marshal Ney. Ligny 
and Quatre Bras were fought on June 16th and 
Waterloo on June 18th, 1815. On June 23rd, he 
signed the second abdication and was declared a 
prisoner on July 31st. On October· 17th, 1815, he 
arrived at St. Helena, where he lived ( or rather 
lingered, for his spirit was finally crushed) until May 
5th, 1821, and was buried there, but in 1840 his 
remains were transferred to Paris. 

One would like to add a memoir characteristic of 
this stormy petrel who had disturbed the whole 
world:-

He had in the course of his career dictated no less 
than sixty thousand political letters, but the last is 
perhaps the most remarkable of all. For six years 
he had been blaming the climate for his liver trouble, 
and a few days before his death he had charged 
England with killing him in his unhappy prison
house ( thus proving that his mind was becoming dis
eased, for his gaolers were kindness and courtesy 
itself), and then dictated a final letter : " Monsieur 
le Gouverneur I Emperor Napoleon died . . . after 
a long and painful illness. I have the honour to 
inform you of the fact. . • . Please let me know what 
arrangements your Government has made for the con
veyance of his body to Europe, and also in respect of 
the members of his suite." Then to his secretary : 
" Count Montholon, you will sign that." 

We said it was the last letter, but two days after-
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wards he dictated the drafts of two communications. 
One deals with the utilisation of Versailles, the other 
with a re-organisation. of the National Guard. But 
these are not addressed as they ought to be, that is : 
The Minister of Public :Works and the Minister for 
War respectively. His mind is wandering, and they 
are superscribed " First Dream " and '' Second 
Dream." Next day he becomes icy cold: five days 
afterwards there is a small hurricane on the island and 
two trees on the plantation are uprooted in the fury 
of the blast, but the man on the bed is in the throes 
of a prolonged rigor-his eyes are widely opened, 
staring into vacancy-the death rattle is in his throat. 
Then as the tropical sun sinks with suddenness into 
the sea, the Emperor's heart stops beating. Nelson 
by sea and Wellington by land had already �ritten 
the word " Finis." Death finishes the work of the 
" Man of Destiny." 

Then England did a fine and noble act. For nine
teen years a sentry was posted at the grave, being 
relieved at stated intervals, in honour of the dead, 
until 1840 when his remains were transferred to Paris. 

Chapter IV. The Traitor. 

ABOUT twenty men were seated around a large oval 
table in a large mansion not far from Paris. They 
were all masked, but judging from their general ath
letic appearance, they all appeared to be young. They 
were busily discussing two things. One was the 
removal by death of Napoleon, the other was to decide 
the fate of one of their number who had betrayed 
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them. This betrayal was unfortunate in that it was 
produced through torture as the result of capture. 
The events leading up to this capture were as follows : 
In one of the French diligences used to convey money 
for the pay of Napoleon's soldiers, the authorities had 
placed nine or ten Gendarmes for protective purposes, 
dressed as citizens, and these had received specific 
instructions to take alive one of the outlaws who had 
been terrorising the neighbourhood and robbing the 
coaches. Unfortunately for the band who had sworn 
to destroy Napoleon, they had decided to dispatch 
several of their number to attack this particular dili
gence, as they were sorely in need of funds. This 
vehicle, with every appearance of a modest diligence 
conveying money, ventured into the pass of Carillon 
and was here stopped by six armed men. A sharp 
exchange of firearms resulted, and, deeming discretion 
the better part of valour, the men decamped on their 
horses. One horse, however, had its leg broken by a 
musket ball and fell on its rider. This horseman, 
imprisoned by the animal, could not escape and was 
taken prisoner by the gendarmes, who thus fulfilled 
the double commission of defending the Cash of the 
Directory and capturing one of those who endeavoured 
to lay hands upon it. 

A few words must be added in connection with this 
capture. Like the buccaneers of old, the members of 
this particular society were required to take blood
thirsty oaths and to submit to brutal tests. One of 
these oaths was never to betray a companion, no 
matter what tortures were inflicted. Should weakness 
overcome him, and if the name of an accomplice 
escaped the prisoner's mouth, then it was that the 
members of this society should take the place of that 
justice which granted mercy or softened the p'enalty as 
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a reward for this treachery, and had ordained that a 
ballot should be taken, and the one who received the 
fatal paper marked " Death " should be appointed 
executioner; and, when the traitor had been taken, 
his duty was to plunge a dagger in his heart. 

Now this prisoner taken on the road from Marseilles 
to Avignon was a young man of noble lineage named 
Raymond de Marbois, and after resisting promises 
and threats for a long time, was tortured with loss of 
sleep (i.e., every fifteen minutes he was shouted at by 
relays of guards for the space of three days) and so, 
weary of prison, and also being recognised by his true 
name, he finally confessed the nature of the Secret 
Society and named his confederates. As soon as this 
thing was known, the judges had received such terri
fying threats from those in high places that they 
decided to carry on the trial at the other end of France 
and for this purpose had chosen the little town of 
Nantua in the department of the Aisne. Meanwhile, 
the members of the Society, receiving news of the 
betrayal and proposed removal, had convened this 
meeting, which terminated thus :-'' It remains for 
your president to save you by securing and destroying 
the report which accuses us one and all, and also to 
make a terrible example upon the person of the traitor. 
Let him be tried, condemned and executed, and 
exposed to the gaze of all with the avenging poniard 
in his heart. You are to remember how Napoleon 
served the Due D'Enghien in 1804. Incriminating 
documents relating to General Pichegru's conspiracy 
were found, and although he denied everything, yet 
he admitted his desire to enter the Englis.h service. 
He was judged guilty and was shot the next day. 
Pichegru, when taken, was strangled in prison," 
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Chapter V. Judgment and Execution. 

ON learning that the prisoner had already been taken 
to Nantua, the president, with eight more of his com
panions, travelled thither on horseback. Arriving at 
the prison they hammered at the door, which drew 
down the wrath of the doorkeeper, who, however, 
opened it to enquire their business. Overpowering 
him by the simple expedient of putting a sword to 
his throat, they demanded to know where the prisoner, 
Raymond de l\larbois, was put. Sullenly the desired 
information was given, and they then compelled the 
doorkeeper and also the gaoler, whom they seized, to 
lead them to the cell. After awakening the prisoner 
from the very sound sleep into which he had fallen, 
they led him out, and, shutting the unfortunate door
keeper and gaoler in the cell, bound the erstwhile 
prisoner on a horse. They then set off at a gallop, 
after leaving two behind with the President to per
form their part of the work. These three men dis
covered the clerk in bed, and after making him dress 
hurriedly, they forced him to lead them to the 
Registry Office. Arrived there, they made him band 
over the keys of the boxes containing the entire court 
records, including the interrogatories which contained 
the charges signed by the accused prisoner. After 
this, to save the clerk who .had pleaded with them 
not to ruin him, they gathered a number of the papers 
with documents, made a large pile, set fire to them, 
locked the door, handed back the key to the clerk, 
and galloped away with the docutnent which had 'been 
the object of their visit, 
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We have already said that the prisoner was young, 
and shall now describe him more minutely. He was 
seen to be about twenty-five years of age, fair and 
slender, pale-featured, and with a .slight moustache. 
He was bareheaded and wearing only pantaloons, 
boots and shirt. On first thought, he had the 
impression that he had been rescued, but when, his 
hands bound, he noticed their profound silence and 
the flashing eyes showing through their masks, he 
realised with a shudder that he had fallen into hands 
far worse than those of his judges, and that he could 
not hope for mercy if proof were forthcoming that he 
had betrayed them. However, he resolved to show 
no fear, and retraining all emotion, h�, with a proud 
gesture, became silent also in keeping with his com
panions. 

After six hours' furious riding, himself in their 
midst, they reached a ruined castle, crossed the moat, 
and locked him in a dungeon. About midnight the 
missing three also arrived, and immediately the 
President requested the prisoner to be brought before 
him. The prisoner appeared, being marched between 
two men who each carried a pistol in his hand. 
Without waste of words the President led the way 
to a subterranean vault. The foremost one moved a 
stone beneath which was a ring which, when tugged, 
raised a flagstone covering the entrance to a stone 
staircase. Two of the men then went down first, and 
from a groove in the wall they took two torches which 
had been placed there for those who had occasion to 
enter those dark horrible vaults. Striking a light 
they kindled the torches and uttered one word to the 
prisoner : " Descend." 

He hesitated a brief moment, then, realising the 
futility of resistance, obeyed the injunction. The pro-
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cession of grim silent men, numbering nineteen with 
the prisoner, then w�lked a few steps until they came 
to a grating, and one from among them opened it with 
a key from his pocket. A musty smell betokened the 
fact that this was the place of burial. Again the 
prisoner shuddered, but without pausing they pressed 
on . to a large chapel used by them as a council 
chamber. A table covered with a black velvet cloth 
stood in the centre, and about thirty seats, where the 
monks used to sit when the burial service was 
chanted. · On this table were an oak inkstand, some 
quill pens and paper, and on this table the President 
placed a document. The eighteen men took their 
seats and the remaining one, who was the President, 
seated himself on a raised chair. The prisoner stood 
by the table with his hands bound and was the only 
one unmasked. The President spoke. 

"Monsieur Raymond de Marbois, was it of your 
own free will, and that without being constrained by 
any one, that you asked one of our brothers in the 
South to admit you to our Association ? " 

The young man bowed his head in token oj assent. 
" And you became a member thereof after taking 

the customary oaths, being duly initiated, then know
ing full well the nature of your oaths and the horrible 
punishment which awaited any member who violated 
and proved false to them ? " 

Again he bowed his head, saying, " I knew it." 
"You knew that when any member of this society, 

even under torture, reveals the name or names of any 
of his associates, he immediately incurs the penalty 
of death, and that this penalty is to be executed 
without any reprieve or delay the moment the proof 
of his crime is forthcoming ? '' 

" I knew it." 
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"What could have caused you to break your 
oaths? " 

" The impossibility of resisting the torture which is 
caused by loss of sleep. For three nights I resisted 
strongly-on the fourth I begged for death. They 
refused to grant it me, but continued to torture me 
into confessing. I sought for means to end my tor
ture by taking my life in my cell ; however, they had 
taken every precaution. The following day I yielded, 
hoping they would let me sleep. They demanded I 
should speak at once and in despair, held up by two 
men, and rendered insane, I blurted out five names : 
M. de Bartron, M. de Jervais, M. de Valens, M. de
Larne, M. de Rich."

The President drew from the table a document and 
held it before his eye.s, saying : " Have you seen this 
document before ? " 

" That was certainly the document I signed." 
" Do you recognise the signature as being yours ? " 
"I do." 
'' Have you any excuses to make? " 
" None whatever. ,vhen I signed that paper I 

knew I was virtually signing my death warrant, but 
I wanted sleep .. '' 

"Have you any favour to ask before you die? " 
" Only one." 
" What is that? " 
"I have a widowed mother whom I love very 

dearly, and who loves me. I am the last of my line, 
and I would like to write to her if I may." 

" On one condition, and that is that you write a 
postscript which we will dictate." 

" I agree to that condition." He bowed and 
added, " Will you plea,se untie my hands so that I 
may write,'' 
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The President, after untying his hands, pushed over 
towards him a pen, ink and paper. The young man 
wrote a page with a hand that did not tremble. '' I 
have finished," he said. 

The President then approached him and said, 
"Write the following: ' I die because I have broken 
a sacred oath; on this account I acknowledge that I 
deserve death. If you wish to give my body Christian 
burial, it will be placed to-night in the market place 
in Rouen. The dagger which will be found buried in 
my heart is the indication that I am the victim of a 
just punishment.' " 

The President then drew from under his robe a 
dagger, the handle of which was in the form of a cross, 
so that the condemned, in the absence of a crucifix, 
could kiss it. He -held it towards him, saying : " If 
you wish, Monsieur, you may have the honour of 
giving yourself the death blow. Is your hand strong 
enough? '' 

The young man reflected. " No," he said, " I am 
afraid I shall fail." 

" Very well," answered the President. " Kindly 
put the address on Y�.ur letter."

The young man folded the letter and then wrote : 
Madame de Marbois, 

Rue Richelieu, 
Paris. 

In silence the , President received the letter, 
motioned to two of the bodyguard to remain close to 
the prisoner, whilst he and the remainder withdrew to 
a smaller room, where a hat and a number of pieces 
of paper were placed on a little table. Taking the 
slips, the President rapidly scribbled a word on each. 
On fifteen of them was written the words " FREE
DOM, NOT DEATH," Qn the other remaining slip 



28 THE ENGLISH LION v.

was written the fatal word" DEATH." He explained 
that the person who selected the missive with 
'' DEATH " only was the one appointed to carry out 
the sentence. 

He shook the slips in the hat and passed it round. 
Slowly but firmly each masked person took a slip, and 
soon sighs of relief were heard until it came to the 
eighth person who announced that he had received the 
fatal slip. The President handed to him the dagger 
which had been· refused by the prisoner, and the party 
slowly returned to the Council Chamber. 

· The prisoner, pale but collected, stood up, bowed
faintly to one and all, and then looked towards the 
President, who commanded that he should be blind
folded. This was done and then the President said, 
" Monsieur, you now have five minutes for prayer." 

The prisoner sank down, his lips moving. After a 
few minutes he staggered to :his feet, grasping the 
table convulsively. Firmly, and with quickened steps, 
the one who drew the fatal slip marked "DEATH," 
slipping off his shoes in order that no noise of his 
approach should disturb the prisoner, walked towards 
him and struck him one blow right into his heart. 
The man gave one hoarse cry, sank to his knees and 
expired. 

They then retired from the death chamber, after the 
Plesident had directed that two members should take 
up the body and deposit it in the market place of 
Rouen, with further instructions to re-insert the 
dagger in his heart after attaching the note to the 
weapon. This act of vengeance accomplished, they 
decided to separate, the President providing each with 
money. The conspiracy had failed ! 
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Chapter VI. The Spy. 

IN a private room at the Hotel Richelieu in Paris, 
two travellers were discussing over a rather heavy 
di:µner, with wine and cigars to wind up, the day's 
events. It was the beginning of the year of grace, 
1812, and both men were foreign in appearance, al
though the taller of the two was less saturnine than 
his companion and his six feet two inches suggested 
a perfect athlete. He was speaking in perfect English. 
" Did Max tell you of an adventure I had on my way 
here yesterday? " 

"No, Ivan, what·was it?" 
"Well, we were stopped at the 1Place de la Revolu

tion by six men who sprang from an alley-way and 
shouted ' Stand and deliver.' ' Stand ' we had to, 
but ' deliver,' oh no ! Said I to Max my servant : 
'Now, Max, you watch my sword play a pretty 
pattern,' and, whipping it out, I exclaimed : ' Gentle
men, your pleasure! ' 'We want your money or 
your life.' ' So sorry,' I replied, ' but I need my 
money for myself, and as for my life, it is still a little 
valuable to my master, so will you be so kind as to 
remove your rather smelly carcases to another spot ? 
The wind is unfortunately blowing this way.' They 
were foolish enough to rush on me with their swords, 
so I stepped back and showed them that the one-time 
master of fence and the greatest swordsman in Russia 
had not forgotten his old fencing master's instructions. 
In ten minutes five of them were· pretty badly 
wounded-three in the ,sword-arm and two in the leg 
-leaving the remaining one to lead the way in flight.
Now I have quite a respect for a good Frenchman,
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but these poor rascals represented the unfortunate of 
any country. But haven't you some dispatches for 
me?" 

" Yes, I van," answered the other, " I am afraid 
there is going to be very grave trouble, for I have 
learned that Napoleon has decided to push forward 
his original plan and move on Moscow. We have just 
time to get back quickly to the Czar and acquaint him 
with the position of affairs. But what was that? I 
thought I heard a noise at the door. Open it quietly 
and quickly." 

Ivan flung open the door just in time to see a man 
rapidly disappearing down the stairs. Jumping the 
banisters, he caught him and dragged the struggling 
fellow back into the room. " My friend, what are 
you doing here ? " he asked. 

" Nothing," sullenly muttered the captured man. 
" What brought you spying here ? Answer quickly 

before I turn you over to the landlord." 
" Monsieur, I serve Napoleon, and I ask you to let 

me go.'' 
" What ought I to do with him, Paul ? " 
" Oh, kick him out, Ivan," exclaimed the other. 

His companion complied with his request, saying : 
" Don't let me catch you at this game again." 

After his departure the two friends made their plan 
of campaign for leaving. Suddenly there was a furious 
knocking at the inn door, and opening the window 
quietly, I van saw twelve gendarmes outside. Again 
came the knocking, together with the dread words, 
" Open in the name of the Emperor Napoleon! " 

The frightened and now awakened landlord opened 
the door and in marched the civic guard. 

Ivan opened the back window and jumped on to an 
outhouse, sliding down the tiles into an empty garden. 
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A shout at the window announced the fact that his 
friend Paul had been seized. " Alas," muttered he, 
" this means the guillotine for my poor old friend if 
they find the documents on him. I am afraid there 
is small hope-still less of a rescue. Max is gone, now 
Paul." 

Searching in the garden, I van moved a large stone 
covering a hole in the ground. Placing his hand in 
the hole, he brought up a blouse, sabots, and mous:;

tache. He donned this disguise, after removing his 
attire as a traveller, climbed the garden wall, and, 
following the guard with their prisoner, he observed 
his prison to be hard on the Hotel de Ville where he 
had his lodgings. 

After a restless night, for he was thinking miserably 
about his friend, I van wended his way in the morning 
to the open court and seated himself among the public 
idlers, thus counting on his seeing and hearing all 
without recognition. The judges having taken their 
seats, the tribunal was in function. " Bring in the 
prisoner spy," ordered the chief judge, and Ivan was 
distressed to see· his friend Paul marched in between 
two burly guards. "According to your papers you 
are known as Count Paul Vassailovitch. Is that your 
correct title and name? " 

" It is," answered Paul. 
" You are a spy are you not ? " intei:rogated the 

judge, fixing a stern eye upon him. 
" No, a Russian gentleman." 
'' Same thing. You are accused of spying,'' 

thundered the judge. 
"iWhere is my accuser?" calmly asked the prisoner. 
To Ivan's horror, a man stood up in the well of the 

court, and he found that the accuser was the very 
man he himself had discovered spying the previous 
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evening. After the evidence he gave, the Public 
Prosecutor rose up from his seat. " I demand," said 
he, " the penalty of death." 

A profound silence followed-then, '' What have 
you to say, citizen prisoner, against this ? " 
demanded the judge who presided. 

"Nothing, except that I serve my Czar Alexander, 
and that I am not a spy but a noble of Russia." 

" Enough,"· angrily replied the judge, " you are 
sentenced to die by the guillotine by sunset to-morrow 
in the Place de la Greve." A cry of horror escaped 
the listener Ivan, who however stifled it at birth, as 
the people were eyeing him curiously. The ·prisoner 
braced himself, bowed slightly but haughtily to the 
judge, gazed around the court, and was removed 
below to the condemned cell. 

Chapter VII. The Escape. 

FEELING sick at heart, for they had shared many an 
adventure together, I van left the precincts of . the 
court. As he walked slowly along he was touched on 
the arm by a small and very grimy person who looked 
for all the world like a bloated rat. He muttered in 
French: "I saw you in the court and I know who 
you are. If you are anxious to save your friend from 
the Red Widow, here is one prepared to arrange his 
escape for a consideration." 

Smothering his disgust, I van turned to him and 
asked, "What is your name, and what is your con
sideration? " 

" The first is Pierre Carnot, one-time special servant 
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to the great Carrier in carrying ·out his instructions in 
the year of the Republic 1798. The second is, I want 
five thousand louis d'or." 

" Very well," answered Ivan, " two thousand when 
my friend is spoken to by me in prison, the balance 
on escape." 

" I must have the two thousand to-night, as I shall 
have to prepare everything for his escape, and I agree 
to receive the three thousand afterwards when he 
becomes a free man." 

'' Very well," replied Ivan, " where shall I bring 
it? " 

" I will myself collect it, monsieur, to-night at nine 
o'clock at the Hotel de Ville." 

Ivan remarked," You appear to know quite a lot." 
" It is my business to J{now, monsieur, and may I 

add that you are yourself watched by the gendarmes, 
and they are only waiting for you to make a slip in 
order to arrest you." 

" Very well," said Ivan, " at nine to-night." 
Walking away, Ivan, with alternate hope and fear, 

impatiently awaited the man's coming, first packing 
all his belongings preparatory to final departure. 
Promptly at nine o'clock a subdued knocking at the 
door announced his visitor, who, Ivan observed, 
appeared to be about thirty-five years of age, short 
in stature, and certainly dirty and ferocious-looking. 
After carefully closing the door he said : " Monsieur, 
I have been better than the bargain of this morning. 
I have arranged a passage for you and your friend 
in the corvette ' Vaillante,' which sails on the first 
tide to-morrow morning, and have agreed to pay the 
Captain, who is a friend of mine, the sum of five 
hundred louis d'or for the passage. If you care to 
give him this money as a special bonus, I should be 

C 
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glad to keep the five thousand for my services. You 
see I am trusting to your word as a gentleman." 

" Very well," answered Ivan, " agreed it is, and 
thank you." He handed over the agreed sum in 
advance. The man put it in a black bag and then 
observed: "In one hour's time, my brother, who is 
the sentry on duty, will admit me inside the prison. 
You must disguise yourself as a cure (I have the 
disguise outside) to give him final absolution, as you 
will not be permitted to do so at the scaffold� The 
locks on the door have been manipulated so that it 
will be quite simple to pick them, and at midnight 
you should be both free and on board the 
' Vaillante '." 

Marvelling at the resourcefulness of the man, I van 
pressed him to wine-the time thus slipped away, and 
at ten o'clock Ivan and Pierre Carnot traversed the 
dark and gloomy streets to the prison where Paul was 
incarcerated. Everything fell in according to plan, 
and at last I van and Paul were embracing each other 
in true Russian fashion. " Quick," murmured Ivan, 
"there is no time for explanations. Come with me 
toute-de-suite." 

" Delig4ted, my dear Ivan," answered Paul, " al
though I was prepared for death, and certainly your 
coming to shrive me gave me a slight shock, I do long 
nevertheless, to work a little longer for our beloved 
Emperor Alexander." 

Quickly the two friends, with Pierre in close attend
ance, walked along the corridors which gave on to the 
door leading to the courtyard. Unfortunately, how
ever, as they reached the outer door, the sentry who 
had been drugged was now awake, and seeing them 
he ,fired his carbine to awaken the guard. Ten of the 
guard with swords barred the way to the open court-
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yard, but with a laugh of glad relief now that fighting 
was ahead, I van drew his own sword and ran seven 
of them each through his sword-arm and leg so that 
they were .helpless. Thus slowly Ivan and Paul gained 
the open gate and were soon in the street. Pierre 
brought up the rear, which was unfortunate for him, 
as one of the unwounded guard rushed up to him, 
and, pinning his arms together, made him a prisoner. 
The two friends escaped that night and running along 
the pier were at last on board the corvette " Vaill
ante "; the following day saw them en route for 
Russia. Meanwhile Pierre, terror-stricken, struggled 
to no purpose, and was locked in the very cell vacated 
by Count Paul Vassailovitch. 

Chapter VIII. La Belle Guillotine. 

THE following day the man Pierre Carnot, fearful and 
haggard as the result of his night in the condemned 
cell, was brought before the judges, and his nai:µe and 
quality demanded. Maintaining a profound silence, 
Pierre looked haggardly round the court as though 
expecting some friend. " Citizen judge," respectfully 
said the head gaoler, " we found the prisoner helping 
the Russian aristocrat to escape. Unfortunately the 
prisoner of yesterday is still at large, but we were just 
in time to stop this man from joining his companion. 
In his pocket was found a large bag of gold which I 
haye in my possession, ready to hand over at your 
request. There was also a letter found on hi� person. 
Will you be pleased to read it ? " 

Amid profound and solemn silence the presiding 
judge read the following extraordinary letter :-



86 THE ENGLISH LION v.

9th Thermidor in the year three. 

Citizen Carrier :-In the exaltation of your patriotism 
you ask me how I make my republican marriages. I 
will tell you. When I get ready for the baths I strip 
the men and women, cursed aristos, then I go through 
their clothing to see if they have any money or 
jewellery. I put the clothing in a great hamper ; then 
I tie a man and woman together at the wrists face to 
face. I bring them to the banks of the Seine ; they go 
aboard my boat two by two and two of my men push 
them from behind and throw them head first into the 
water; then when they try to save themselves, we 
have great clubs with which we beat them back. 

This is what we call the civil marriage. 

Pierre Carnot." 

Horrified, the judge turned to the prisoner. " Is 
your name Pierre Carnot, and were you in 1793 the 
assistant to Carrier, Citizen Representative of the 
French Republic ? '' 

" Yes," answered the man, " I was a good patriot 
in those wonderful days." 

" Then as this letrer is yours, and the government 
is now sane under Napoleon, I say that you have lived 
too long," said the judge. " The· guillotine shortly to 
be erected for the prisoner of yesterday is for you. 
Remove the prisoner.'' 

Six hours later, a man of severe and mournful 
features entered the condemned cell, accompanied by 
two assistants. In his hands he held a large pair of 
shears, whilst his men carried small cords. " Mercy! '·' 
screamed the prisoner, " I am not ready to die, I want 
a priest.'' 

Without a word the two assistants tied him to a 
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chair, whilst the executioner, for it was he, deftly 
cropped his hair round his neck. One of the assistants 
said to Carnot, " Do you believe a person dies as soon 
as his head is cut off? I do not myself, for when I 
cut off the head of a goose or a duck it lives more than 
a quarter of an hour afterwards." Terrified, the 
wretched man turned from the brutal assistant, and 
since he himself was no more certain that death was 
instantaneous, writhed in his bonds, and twisted in 
his chair to face the executioner, saying : '' Did you 
not tell me one day over a glass of absinthe that the 
heads of people who had been guillotined gnawed the 
bottom of your basket ? " But the executioner, more 
pitiful than his assistant, turned his head away with
out reply. 

An hour later the procession from the condemned 
cell to the place of execution commenced. Meanwhile, 
in the square of the -Place de la Greve, there was a vast 
concourse of people. All the peasants in the neigh
bourhood had been waiting there sipce eight o'clock 
th�t morning. Suddenly it was announced that a pro
cession which was increasing at every step was 
approaching. In a moment everything was tumult 
and confusion. Everyone struggled to get near the 
tumbril which carried the condemned man, the exe
cutioner -and his assistants; whilst others crowded 
round the cart which contained the instrument of 
death. The guillotine was the greater curiosity. This 
instrument was practically unknown amongst the 
younger generation since the great Revolution, and 
even men and women questioned each other as to 
how it was made to go, where the condemned man 
was placed, and how the knife went up and down. As 
the crowd grew denser, Pierre Carnot grew paler and 
paler, and indeed was almost in a swoon from terror. 
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From time to time he would shut his eyes, doubtless 
to make himself believe that it was all a hideous 
dream, and that .shortly he would awaken; then it 
it would seem to him that through the swaying of the 
tumbril and the roaring of the crowd, he must be on 
a vessel tossed about by a terrible tempest at sea. 
Then he raised his arms, which he had succeeded in 
disengaging from his bonds, beat the air like a crazy 
man, stood up, tried to cry out-indeed, did cry out, 
only the words were inarticulate-and finally sank 

· back again upon the seat between his three gloomy
companions.

At last they reached the Place de la Greve, and the
cry of "Halt! " was heard-· they had arrived at
their destination. More than ten thousand people
were assembled at this place, the nearest houses of the
village were covered with curious spectators, and the
trees along the road were loaded with strange fruit
human freight I They had come in quest of the most
intense of human emotions-that morbid taste which
is felt by those who witness a death upon the scaffold.
Amid profound silence the workmen erected the red
engine of death, and soon the triangular instrument
with its knife showed up, silhouetted against the even
ing sky, with the sun shining brilliantly on the blade,
causing it to appear like a glittering sheet of silver.
The last bolt was now driven home and the executioner
mounted the scaffold to test its efficiency. A priest
was in attendance, together with the officer command
ing the civil guard, and the soldiers, who were lined
up on each side with swords at the present.

"You have just five minutes to make your peace
with heaven," said the officer to the condemned man.
" Father," he added to the priest, " You may give
your arm to this ma�, and accompany him to the



THE FRENCH EAGLE 39 

scaffold." Then to the executioner he said, " Do 
your duty." 

The executioner now arose and put his hand on 
Carnot's shoulder as a sign that he belonged to him. 
The priest approached the condemned man, but the 
latter pushed him back. Then ensued a frightful 
struggle between this man who would neither pray 
nor die and the three executioners. In spite of his 
cries, his bites and his blasphemies, the chief execu
tioner took him in his arms as if he had been a child ; 
and whilst an assistant prepared the knife, he carried 
him from the tumbril to the platform of the guillotine. 
The priest went up first with words of hope and faith, 
and waited there for the culprit, but his efforts were 
in vain and he could not even put the crucifix to the 
man's pallid lips. 

There there took place upon the frightful stage a 
scene which baffles description. The executioner and 
his assistants succeeded in stretching the condemned 
man upon the fatal plank and placing his head 
through the lunette. The plank rocked. Then the 
onlookers saw a flash as of lightning-it was the 
falling knife. They heard a dull sound-it was the 
head of Pierre Carnot. Deep and profound silence 
followed, then the voice of the chief executioner was 
clearly heard, " Justice is done." 

Chapter IX. Wolves! 

WE left the Count Paul Vassailovitch and his friend 
Ivan (who was also a Count) having escaped the death 
trap of France, en route for Russia by the corvette 
" Vaillante." Long before the time of the execution 
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narrated in the last chapter, they were nearing Reval, 
which was the corvette's destination. Without further 
incident they disembarked and bade farewell to the 
Captain, after presenting him with a substantial 
reward for his service to them. After a brief rest they 
decided to engage a drosky to take them to St. Peters
burg and thence to Moscow, another four hundred 
miles distant, where the Emperor Alexander was 
holding court. 

Although it was spring, the snow and cold were 
intense. Travelling lightly, the drosky, with its 
musical peal of bells attached to the foremost horse, 
commenced its long journey. The two friends, well 
wrapped up, speedily went to sleep, whilst the six 
horses raced over the long and weary versts which 
separated them from Moscow and incidentally home. 
After several hours' refreshing sleep they both 
awakened, and on r�ferring to the setting sun and 
their watches, calculated that they were now only 
eight hours' ride from their destination. 

Suddenly a low moaning sound broke the stillness 
as the drosky emerged from a rather dark forest with 
roads on either side. The leading horses quivered 
and s.huddered, then darted forward with renewed 
vigour. The driver plied his whip needlessly as the 
sounds grew louder, for too well he knew what that 
meant. They were wolves giving sound, and soon 
there appeared a large pack of about fifty huge 
monsters behind their leader. Their pace was tre
mendous, and quite easily they ran along the darken
ing road, gradually drawing nearer and nearer, and 
by an uncanny instinct waiting for the leader wolf to 
commence the attack. The two friends pulled out 
pistols and swords, and quietly awaited what they 
knew would be a fight to the death. 
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Suddenly the leader wolf sprang for the throat of 
the leading horse. The animal gave a scream almost 
like a human being, and Ivan fired. Unfortunately, 
owing to the swaying of the drosky, he missed; but, 
firing a second time, he succeeded in hitting the leader 
and brought him down. Instantly the pack fell on 
the wounded leader and very shortly all that was left 
by that snarling pack was a paw-the rest had been 
eaten ! The horses galloped furiously on, but the pack, 
moving more swiftly still, gained on the drosky, and 
now began a fierce duel-horses versus wolves. T.he 
issue could not long be left in doubt, and the wolves, 
rendered more desperate and if possible more hungry, 
prepared for a further attack. 

Realising the distinguished passengers he had in his 
drosky, the driver, a mujik of powerful form, did not 
hesitate this time, but cut the traces of the leading 
horse. Freed from the burden of the sleigh the horse 
flew along the road, hotly pursued by the wolves, 
some of which followed the horse, the remainder the 
sleigh. The driver again cut the trace and another 
horse galloped away, drawing off yet more of the 
wolves. At last the man turned to Count Paul and 
said in Russian : " Boyer ( a term which means 
' prince ' or ' ov�rlord ') if you will please be so kind 
as to hold the reins I will use my axe," and suited the 
action to the word by scrambling towards the back 
of the vehicle. When the nearest wolf leaped to jump 
on th:e nearest horse, he struck a shrewd blow and 
actually cut its head off. This occasioned a further 
delay, but soon the pack crept up, and unfortunately, 
in striking a further blow, the driver overbalanced 
and rolled in the snow. This was not discovered by 
the two friends until, noticing that the wolves were 
no longer following the sleigh, they looked back and 
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to their horror saw that the mujik was valiantly 
defending himself with his sharp axe. With his back 
to a tree he was surrounded by the vicious brutes. 
At that very moment they saw him pulled down by 
two strong wolves. 

" Look, Ivan, look," shouted Paul, " The man is 
down. Carry on and bring help. I must go to his 
assistance. Should I fall, I will say goodbye, old 
frieµd, and God ble;s you." 

Before his friend could even divine his intention, 
Paul jumped from the sleigh and ran towards where 
the wolves were snarling over their portions. He 
rushed amongst them, using his pistol and sword, and 
very soon the dead were piling up. Ivan, witnessing 
his friend's self-sacrificing act, tried to stop the sleigh, 
but the horses had by this time become unmanageable 
and the reins refused to respond to the pressure 
applied. The sleigh travelled on and soon the lights 
of Moscow became nearer. The city was eventually 
reached, and calling on the nearest sentry post, I van 
told his story to the officer in command and gave 
instructions for a rescue party-himself leading the 
way. Alas! all they found was a buckle, and the hilt 
of a broken sword-all that remained of a very gallant 
friend and a brave mujik. 

Ivan reverently bowed his head, and with a very 
sad countenance he wended his way to the Imperial 
Headquarters at Moscow, where he knew, by the 
Royal Standard fluttering from the staff, that his 
beloved Emperor was in residence. Pushing his way 
through the glittering uniforms of generals and other 
officers of high rank, he requested from the Gold 
Stick in Waiting an immediate audience, as he had 
news of the most vital importance. Glancing at 
the stern countenance of the importunate Count, the 
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Chamberlain applied for and obtained, the desired 
audience. 

Entering the Presence, on bended knee the Count 
presented himself to his waiting Sovereign and uttered 
one significant statement : " Your Majesty, the. 
Emperor of the French is on his way to Moscow. In 
a few days he will be here with 475,000 of his Grena
diers and soldiers." Then, overcome by weakness, he 
fainted. 

Chapter X. The Road to Moscow. 

WE left Henri de Rochefort and Mathieu Fargas being 
drilled by stern sergeants preparatory to their march 
on Moscow. They had filled out in every way, and 
Henri, from being delicate, albeit a good swordsman, 
was now as hard as solid oak, with the determination 
to do his duty to his country. 

P 
In spite of Henri's 

wishes Mathieu would insist on calling him Monsieur, 
and Henri knew that he would soon have trouble with 
the communistic element, for, try as he would, he 
could not stoop to the many coarse things done or the 
vulgar jokes uttered. This instinct was confirmed one 
day when, tired of being affable, one of the comrades 
burst out : " We want no aristos among us. Ca ira ! 
Ca ira! " 

" Shut up, pig," shouted Mathieu, " or you will 
feel the weight of my hand." 

This started an argument which was only stopped 
by the sergeant of the guard, who entered, shouting : 
" Where is Private Rochefort? Quick, you are 
wanted in the orderly room," 
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Away rushed Henri to the orderly room where he 
found the Colonel of the regiment awaiting him. 

" Is your name Henri de Rochefort ? " 
" Oui, mon Colonel," answered ,Henri with a smart 

salute. 
" W,ell, you are appointed my personal servant. 

Any objections ? " 
"Thank you, mon Colonel. I count it a great 

honour." 
"Very well," answered the Colonel, "You are not 

to go back to the barrack room, but will look after me, 
and sleep in the little hut next mine." 

" Merci, mon Colonel," and Henri saluted. He 
was glad to think that he was so signally marked out, 
but ruefully considered that in the palmy · days of 
peace this position would have been reversed since the 
Colonel in civilian life was an innkeeper. 

A week afterwards saw them on Russian soil, when 
one morning the whole of the battalions were drawn 
up in battle array, and the report was circulated that 
the great Napoleon was that morning about to review 
the troops. Henri had to be lined up with the others, 
and soon a tremendous cheer told him that the little 
Corsican had arrived, and was receiving, from a fan
fare of trumpets, a general's salute. 

Napoleon went very quickly through the ranks, and 
then addressed the men: " Soldiers, my children, we 
are about to enter the enemy's territory. I am proud 
of you and I know we shall conquer the world. But 
I must, if I lead you, have your complete confidence 
and undivided trust. Shortly we shall be in Moscow 
and then you may loot to your heart's content. But 
until then, remember you are under active orders, and 
those orders you must obey-the penalty of disobedi
ence is death. In fol1owing me, you are obeying the 
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Star of Destiny, and very shortly we shall have the 
world at our feet, for after Moscow and its treasures 
will come the invasion of England. Perfidious 
England is the nex� to suffer. I have spoken." 

He then took the salute and afterwards the soldiers 
cheered, embraced each other and shouted until they 
were hoarse : " Vive l'Empereur l Vive Napoleon ! 
A bas les Russes ! " Henri shouted as loudly as the 
others, for, although he disliked and even hated 
Napoleon, he, like every other man, believed him to 
be irresistible. He gazed with a kind of fascination, 
half admiration, half horror, upon the face of the man 
who�e will at that moment was the most stupendous 
force in the world. Then there was a sense of exhil
aration in the universal feeling that to march under 
him was to march infallibly to victory. And so, an 
unknown unit in a regiment of infantry-young 
recruits who as yet had won no victory-Henri de 
Rochefort marched one day over a temporary bridge 
that had been flung by French pontoniers across the 
river Niemen. "Now, mes enfants," shouted their 
Captain, " you are standing on Russian ground! " 

So 475,000 men were safely transported on foreign 
soil and they all looked forward to a pitched battle, 
but it was not to be. Acting on orders emanating 
from Alexander himself, the Russians, under Barclay 
de Tolly, retreated while fighting skilfully, drawing 
the enemy after them into the immense and dreary 
plains of the vast Russian interior. The weather, 
curiously enough, was hot and sultry, which tried the 
patience of the raw recruits, and in addition both men 
and horses suffered from want of water. Many a 
French conscript lay down supperless night after night 
·beside the fire of his bivouac, to sleep away his hunger
as best he could. What could the soldier do when
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the people fled at his approach, carrying off or destroy
ing grain and food of all kinds? And indeed it must 
be confessed that the French conscripts had only 
themselves to thank for their privations, since those 
peasants who did not flee at their approach were 
beaten, ill-treated and even murdered. 

For a time Napoleon in his advance moves 
cautiously, as he instinctively fears a trap. Where is 
the enemy? The Emperor himself goes scouting, 
accompanied by only one officer, but there is no trace 
of the enemy. Uneasiness follows, since the invaders 
are marching light, and therefore too quickly; part of 
the army on bad roads, amid heat and rainstorms, 
gets separated from its commissariat, upon which 
everything depends. 

In Vilna he fails to find the Czar, though Alexander 
had been there just before. At this moment news is 
brought that the supplies are delayed by the commis
sariat, wagons have stuck fast in a morass, and the 
vessels that are bringing other supplies have run 
aground in the river; moreover, ten thousand horses 
have perished through gorging themselves on rank 
grass. The shortage cannot longer be hidden from the 
troops, and these become demoralised and undisci
plined and scatter through the villages, plundering so 
recklessly that there are no supplies left for the 
battalions that follow after. 

Chapter XI. Moscow is no more. 

THE French legions were advancing as rapidly as their 
heavy equipment and guns would permit them, ex
pecting to find a large army waiting to contest the 
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ground. They threw out scouts who, to their amaze
ment and that of their advanced generals, found no 
opposition right up to the gates of Moscow. Count 
Ivan, who had been promoted aide-de-camp to 
Alexander himself, begged permission to superintend 
the workmen who were to fire the city upon the 
enemy's approach. He was in the Kremlin when a 
soldier rushed in to report that the French were across 
the Moskva and that the inhabitants who were slow 
in leaving the city had already paid the grim penalty. 
Ivan sprang to the highest point of observation and 
saw some horsemen in artillery uniform busily engaged 
in dragging heavy guns across the road, having crossed 
the river. Shading his eyes from the morning sun, 
he saw a splendidly attired personage surrounded by 
a brilliant staff superintending operations and urging 
on the bombardiers. This was none. other than the 
great Napoleon himself, leading the French vanguard, 
greedily eyeing the marvels of the Kremlin. He gazed 
upon the great Cathedral of St. Basil outside the 
Kremlin wall with enchanted eye. Along with 
Napoleon was Murat, King of Naples, specially 
invited to share in the plunder. 

In a subsequent letter Murat wrote to his wife (this 
was intercepted in transit) : " Never in all my life 
was I in such extreme danger. First a sharp fire of 
musketry saluted our brave French comrades, then 
the workmen and populace sprang on us with savage 
fury, and fought like demons. However, the two 
pieces of cannon we had with us decided the day in 
our favour, but not until a Colonel of Engineers and 
a large number of soldiers had fallen." Ivan himself 
levelled a musket at the director of operations and 
pulled the trigger, and, had the bullet not been 
deflected, due to not having allowed sufficient wind 
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pressure, the whole map of Europe would have been 
altered. As it was it carried off Napoleon's hat, par
tially stunning him. 

Night fell over the doomed city just as from many 
scores of houses the Russians fired on the French 
troops and then set fire to the houses themselves, and 
perished in the flames. The city had not surrendered 
to the enemy, no one brought the keys to Napoleon, 
and no one entreated his mercy. The silence, apart 
from the crackling of the flames, was profound. 
Napoleon's haughty soul was filled with misgiving. 
In all Moscow there was found only one who could 
answer his enquiries, and he was the Director of the 
Foundling Hospital, who refused to forsake his 
patients in the hour of their deepest need. The Bourse 
and its surrounding buildings were already wrapped 
in flames when the French entered the city, but the 
immense extent of Moscow prevented anything like a 
general alarm, and the first twenty-four hours of the 
Army of Occupation passed quietly enough. The 
following day, however, was the ever-to-be-remem
bered 15th September, 1812-a red-letter day in the 
history of Russia, Europe and freedom. The sad, 
weeping Russian fugitives on their weary march 
looked back and beheld a terrible yet magnificent 
sight. A sheet of flame fanned by a violent wind 
grew and spread until it enveloped the city like a 
huge ball of fire enshrouding the very heavens. A 
mile away people could see to read by its glare ; for 
six dreadful days and nights the fires were blazing
the greatest and most awe-inspiring fire the world has 
ever witnessed. "Napoleon thought he could terrify 
the Emperor of Russia without drawing a sword, he 
thought he could make him lose his head by beginning 
the war suddenly in the midst of negotiations ; he 
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thought he could end the war by a single battle. But 
nothing happened that he thought." So wrote De 
Maistre. In a letter written by Napoleon were con
tained these words : " Alexander is a child. I will 
make him weep tears of blood." 

Four hundred and seventy-five thousand French
men had invaded Russia, full of spirit and enthusiasm; 
only forty thousand returned, the greater part of 
whom were diseased by frost-bite, ruined for life, 
broken in courage and spirit-sad and disillusioned 
creatures of a disillusioned " Man of Destiny." The 
remainder left their bones encased in ice and snow 
(that is to say, those who were not eaten by the 
wolves). The final hour of Napoleon'_s triumph had 
struck. But before he left Moscow he caused three 
hundred Russians, who were caught in the act of firing 
the houses, to be executed. They died in silence with: 
out asking for mercy and without accusing anyone of 
having instigated them to the deed. Ten sick men 
found in a cellar by Napoleon's men were shot without 
trial, for revengefulness played a very large part in 
the Corsican's peculiar make-up. 

Chapter XII. T'he Retreat from Moscow. 

MIDNIGHT had come, and with it snow,flakes which all 
day had been chasing one another. Frost, snow, ic�, 
were the chief ,allies now working for the Russian 
army, which from retreat had adopted an advancing 
position, and their Cossacks worried the forces now 
bent on returning to France-their object unachieved. 
The Old Guard, as Napoleon's bodyguard, had long 

D 
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since departed, endeavouring to follow their Emperor, 
who now found he had an appointment to keep in 
Paris 1 The golden opportunity of remaining with his 
suffering soldiers and sharing their lot was his, but he 
allowed his chance to slip, and soon even his loyal 
Old Guard commenced to mutter and ask themselves 
if after all they had not made the mistake of keeping 
faith with one who had proved himself unworthy of 
their love and confidence. In their retreat the French 
formed themselves into tiny bands of twelve or fifteen 
and shared camp fires and rations, if they were for
tunate enough to secure any 1 The survivors of this 
terrible calamity were those who had managed to 
secure a little sugar, chocolate or coffee, with their 
blood-warming properties. 

On gaining Moscow, Napoleon expected to gain 
everything else-food and shelter for his troops, stores 
of every description, treasures for himself and his 
officers. His promises to those soldiers of fortune 
whom the hope of plunder had attracted to his stand
ard-the French Eagle of rapidity and rapacity
were doomed never to materialise. He certainly 
expected to dictate a humiliating peace to the crushed 
and trembling Czar and to add yet another diadem to 
his glittering crown of victory, and after that
England. But in the flames of Moscow and the heroic 
resolution of Alexander he found the destruction of 
his plans. Retreat becam,e a necessity; and it had to 
be through a country already made bare by the licence 
of his armies in the invading march-a licence which 
he himself encouraged, like Attila, the chieftain who 
said to his Huns when invading a fresh territory : 
" You are only to leave them their eyes that they 
may weep out of them." Napoleon had done wonders 
in bringing forward the guns, for he had been an 
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artillery officer, but he had forgotten one important 
factor-he had neglected to provide his men with the 
necessaries of life, and now this was to recoil upon 
his head. Before the severities of a northern winter 
had set in, his mighty hosts were literally perishing 
with hunger. Many a gallant soldier who, faithful to 
the last, would allow no word of reproach to pass his 
lips, was yet heard to whisper : " If he expected us 
to fight for him, he ought to have fed us,'' and then 
would expire with the name of Napoleon upon his 
lips. 

One regiment of French infantry perhaps interests 
us more than others. It is that particular regiment to 
which belong Henri de Rochefort and Mathieu Fargas, 
who are trudging homewards in its rear. Already 
their ranks were sadly thinning as by twos and threes 
they dropped down exhausted in the snow-drifts, never 
to rise again in this life, whilst as to the survivors, 
their emaciated faces and shrunken limbs told a tale 
of unparalleled suffering. Half the disorderly crowd 
had thrown away their muskets, for they were too 
weak to carry them; their pride of soldierly appear
ance had entirely vanished. Since leaving Moscow 
their only food had been a few handfuls of rye soaked 
in water, or morsels of horseflesh, and little did they 
know (which was merciful) that this was to continue 
five more solid months. Clinging to the weakening 
arm of Mathieu was Henri, whose form was now 
slight and weak; he was ready to sink with fatigue. 
" Forward, my friend," whispered Mathieu, " do not 
lie in the snow or you will never rise." For Henri 
had stumbled into a snowdrift and lay still. 

" Carry on and leave me," murmured the boy. " I 
have gone blind, I cannot see." 

" Nonsense," gruffly answered Mathieu. " Listen, 
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I can hear horses galloping and a carriage. If only 
there is food there ! '' 

A carriage drawn by four horses and attended by 
outriders dashed up ; a general of division was the 
only occupant, but surrounding him on the seat was 
food of every kind and bottles of every description. 
Several of the soldiers sprang forward, as the vehicle 
stopped in the snowdrift, and with prayers and en
treaties begged for a little food or tobacco, if " Mon
sieur le General " would be so kind as to spare it. 
But he wanted to travel on, and a whispered word to 
the outriders caused them to use the flat of their 
sabres. Cowed by discipline, the men released their 
grip on the carriage, which travelled on, whilst they 
rolled in the snow to die. " Malediction ! " bitterly 
cried Mathieu, " May his horses break their knees in 
the next snowfall, as they are sure to do ; then we cal! 
dine on men as well as beast.'' 

·Henri, after the excitement had died away, sank
exhausted in the snow, and a feeling of peace and 
rest pervaded his being. " Goodbye, dear Mathieu," 
he murmured. "When you reach home, give my 
love to my dearest mother and sister and ask them to 
forgive me." 

" Here," shouted a sergeant to Mathieu, " come 
along laggard! W.hat are you waiting for? " and, 
pushing Mathieu forward, without a backward glance, 
he ordered the soldiers on. But, breaking away from 
the sergeant's grasp, Mathieu returned to Henri and 
whispered that he would bring him help from the first 
warm camp. He slipped into Henri's hand a small 
flask of brandy he had stolen from the General's 
carriage during the brief hold-up. 

But now Henri forgot everything in the bliss of 
snow weariness; peace deep and constant crept over 
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his numbed senses, and he lapsed into a stupor of 
semi-consciousness, the prelude to the sleep of death. 
He commenced to dream of sunny France, his mother, 
his sister, and thinking of them his lips formed the 
word " Forgive." Then came peace and oblivion. 

Suddenly he was recalled to life by a sharp sudden 
start of pain through his arm. Gazing through the 
snow mist, he found a lean wolf from a large pack 
savagely gnawing his arm. Rising with difficulty to 
his feet he drew his bayonet, and, pain lending him 
strength, he stabbed the wolf in the side just as it was 
about to spring on him. Then the other wolves, 
snapping and snarling, flung themselves on the body 
and Henri was horrified to see them eating }t even 
before it was dead. Looking down on the ground, 
he saw the flask of brandy that Mathieu had left with 
him, and, unscrewing the top, he drank half its 
contents, which infused new life into him. But now a 
new danger menaced him, for the wolves had finished 
their meal and were drawing nearer . 

.Just as the leader was about to spring, some soldiers 
emerged from the wood close by and, rushing forward, 
fired at the pack. These new arrivals turned the scale 
in Henri's favour and the wolves slunk away. But 
now, looking at their uniforms he saw that they were 
Russians, who called on him to surrender, which 
Henri had no alternative but to do, since they were 
eight and he but one. They marched him between 
them through the wood until they reached a clearing, 
at the end of which was a young officer awaiting 
them. ,,, Whom have we here? "he demanded. 

" Barrinka (which means ' prince ') it is one of the 
accursed French whom we saw fighting with wolves. 
We rescued him and have brought him to you before 
we kill him.''
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" You are not to kill him," angrily uttered the 
officer, who was no other than our friend Ivan. 
" Stefan, where are you? " 

"Here, my prince," exclaimed Stefan, coming for
ward. 

" Take him and see that he has good food and 
rest. I will attend to the matter later." 

Chapter XIII. The Fight at Smolensko. 

A WEEK after the events of the previous chapter, I van 
(with Henri, for whom he had conceived a warm 
affection) reported to his commander of the Chevalier 
Guards as attached to the person of the Czar, and 
they resumed their tactics of harassing the French 
and arrived at Smolensko. Soon they were to be in 
the midst of one of the most memorable campaigns 
Russia had known, apart from Moscow and its terrible 
experience. The sun that shone on the day of that 
bitter struggle was nearing its setting w.hen Ivan, with 
the men of the Chevalier Guard, reached the retreat
ing enemy, who were now at bay. He fought as one 
whose sole object was to win the battle for his Czar. 
His horse was galloping towards the enemy, for the 
Commander had ordered the charge. From a trot 
they raced along to a canter, from a canter to a 
gallop, and every moment drawing nearer to each 
other, so that when the gallop developed into a charge 
they were shoulder to shoulder, the right hand of one 
horseman protecting the left arm of his comrade, yet 
giving each sufficient room to use his sabre. Ivan's 
sabre was soon red with blood as they crashed through 
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the French, whose determination to keep rank was 
ended by that charge ; it became a rout, and for I van 
tL question as to how far he should pursue the fleeing 
French. 

He reached the crest of a hill and looked to see how 
his comrades fared. Unfortunately he had gone too 
far to hear the bugle sound the " recall." At the top 
of the htll ·he saw a small body of the enemy and he 
rode up to demand their surrender. A laugh greeted 
his demand and soon he was hotly engaged. Three 
soldiers were pierced through by his sabre-one ven
tured too close and had his sword-arm severed; a 
second his shoulder pierced, whilst a third had his 
head completely cut off by the force of the blow. The 
others, however, surrounded him but just as he gave 
himself up for lost, a cry of " Barrinka, I am here ! " 
revealed his devoted servant Stefan, who rushed up 
and received a sword thrust intended for I van. Stefan 
staggered and with a loud cry rolled over in the snow. 
With renewed fury, Ivan attacked the man who had 
administered the death thrust, and he in turn was 
sent to join Stefan, who was thus avenged. 

Meanwhile the Cossacks had ridden up the hill, 
glad to think that a further fight was promised to 
them. To their delight a large body of Grenadiers 
from the ranks of the enemy came over the opposite 
brow of the hill at the double ; a general advance was 
made, and with muskets loaded and colours in front 
they awaited the Cossacks' charge. When about 
fifty paces from them the Captain in command of the 
French Grenadiers shouted : " Close up your ranks [" 
Then the cry " Halt [ " was given, and the Cossacks 
had advanced so near that the Frenchmen could see 
the whites of the enemies' eyes. This gave the Cap
tain the right moment to issue his final word of 
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command after the first rank had knelt and fixed 
bayonets-Ready I Present! Fire l 

When the smoke had cleared away the Cossacks 
were seen flying at full gallop. Panic, so demoralising 
and sudden that it had eaten like a canker into the 
vitals of almost every fighting force with perhaps one 
exception-the British Army, unquestionably the 
finest fighting force in the world-panic had suddenly 
set in, and the retreat of the Cossacks developed into 
a rout, with the Frenchmen firing as rapidly as they 
could load their muskets. An old sergeant who had 
fought for Napoleon right from the commencement of 
the campaign was shot in the back. He managed to 
turn over and pale with excitement, shouted " Vive 
l'Ewpereur ! " then he fell on his face and never 
stirred more. Death had claimed another victim, and 
Napoleon in his insensate pride could add another 
poor slave chained to his chariot wheel. Yet the tide 
had now turned definitely in favour of the French 
and they retreated bearing the honours of war with 
dignity. 

But what of I van ? Unfortunately, in extricating 
his sword from the body of the soldier who killed his 
servant Stefan, he himself had been struck on the 
head by the butt end of a musket &.nd was now a 
prisoner of war. When he recovered his senses, he 
found himself in the power of the enemy, and Russia, 
his birthp]ace, was to know him no more for a long 
time ; yet, although he realised it not, a far happier 
time was awaiting him. Then also, with the change 
of the fortunes of war, Henri, from being a prisoner, 
was now his captor and friend. The retreating army 
decided to take I van with them as a souvenir of their 
disastrous invasion of Russia : fortunately for him, 
time would heal the wound in his head. 
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Chapter XIV. Henri Returns Home. 

HENRI'S first design on reaching Paris was to take his 
friend, who was on parole, home to his mother's house 
there. Rushing up the steps Henri entered the 
dining-room. There was a startled cry; then in 
another moment Madame de Rochefort was weeping 
in the arms of her son, with Marguerite standing by 
with radiant f�ce. I van, greatly embarrassed, slipped 
outside again, but was recalled by Henri, who intro
duced him as his preserver. While the happy family 
party sat together at the table, their hearts full of 
joy and gladness in contrast to the sorrow of -)ieir 
last meal on the eve of Henri's departure, much was 
talked about concerning the war and its aftermath. 
Only one word of reproach fell ·from the lips of the 
mother. "Why, my son, did you not write to us 
during all this weary time ? Why did you permit us 
to fear the worst ? " 

" My mother," answered Henri, "I certainly did 
write and gave the letter to the sergeant to forward it 
to you, explaining everything. Did you not receive 
it? " And here he told the story of his letter 
to them. 

" My son," replied the mother, " I did not receive 
it, and I think that all the sergeants should be dis
missed the army as being incompetent rascals." 

When I van grew stronger he was earnestly invited 
to stay with the de Rocheforts, permission having 
been accorded by the French authorities, as peace was 
now established between the warring armies by the 
abdication of Napoleon and his removal to Elba as 
England's prisoner. The Czar Alexander had just 
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restored to freedom, without ransom or conditions, all 
the Frenchmen who were prisoners in Russia, num
bering one hundred and fifty thousand, and they were 
generously escorted across the frontier with all the 
honours of war. France reciprocated by instantly 
releasing all Russians, whether captured in Russia or 
during the siege of Paris. 

Eagerly I van looked forward to a prolonged stay, 
as his first impression of Marguerite had set his pulses 
galloping. Arrived at the mansion, he found a won
derful welcome awaiting him, Madame vying with 
Mademoiselle Marguerite in doing every honour, with 
IIenri slyly encouraging his sister. A confirmed 
bachelor, for the first time thrown in to the society of 
good and noble-hearted women, Ivan's mind opened 
out to their attractions like the petals of a flower to 
the sun's genial rays. As the days glided by, the still 
young Russian proved a very pleasant addition to the 
tiny household, and the period of his convalescence 
slipped away all too quickly. He was rapidly falling 
in love with the sweet Marguerite, but unfortunately 
he did not possess the courage to put his fate to the 
test-he, who had unflinchingly awaited the onslaught 
of the advancing French in Russia, turned pale at 
the thought of the precious moments slipping by. 
Then came the news that the Czar was asking con
cerning him, and he determined to put all to the test 
the morning following the communication from his 
Emperor. 

Arising early, I van went into the garden to con
sider if the moment had arrived for him to speak, and 
there, with a thrill of joy, he saw Marguerite gather
ing flowers. How lovely she looked with the sun

shining on her hair ! His passionate heart flashed 
out and found utterance. 
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" Mademoiselle Marguerite," he softly murmured. 
A thrill of terror swept over the girl's heart like the 

instinctive shrinking of a sensitive plant which closes 
up its petals at the slightest touch. She took refuge 
not in silence but in speech. " Monsieur I van, are 
you determined to return to your Czar ? " 

" Mademoiselle Marguerite," Ivan answered, ".a 
little word from you will make me richer than all the 
wealth and glory of the Czar. I love you." 

It was the old fond illusion: to each young and 
ardent soul its own experience is a dis�overy far 
greater than that of Columbus discovering a new 
world I 

" Yes," she softly w.hispered, blushingly placing 
her hand in I van's. " I think I love you too." 

Three happy weeks followed; then Ivan's marching 
orders came, and the moment of farewell and tears 
arrived. Steadfastly he set his face. towards his own 
country, not altogether with sorrow, however, as he 
had extracted a promise that soon he would be able 
to return and claim the treasure awaiting him. 





PART II 

THE ROAD TO INFAMY. 

Chapter XV. Napoleonic Stars. 

WHILST Napoleon was languishing at Elba ( after his 
abdication at Fontainebleau on April 6th, 1814), where 
he remained until he escaped ten months later again 
to convulse Europe, other persons shot across the 
French horizon and caused both himself and the 
French authorities much serious thought, although· 
they confined their energies to criminality only. Their 
activities, however, were so interlocked with 
Napoleon's schemes, coupled with his audacity, that 
it is proposed to give a resume of their lives as trans
lated from the French of Armand Forquier's" Causes 
Celebres," and briefly state their effect on the main 
situation, for they were stars of much smaller magni
tude than the Man of Destiny-Napoleon himself.· 

Calling them three French adventurers, they are:-

I. Anthelme Collet, born in the same year as the
Dauphin. 

2. Pierre Coignard, nineteen years of age when the
French Revolution comn;tenced. 

8. The Dauphin himself, son of Louis XVI and
Marie Antoinette. 

No. 1-ANTHELME COLLET.

Jean Baptiste Anthelme Collet was born on April 
10th, 1785. His father was a cabinet maker, his 
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mother, Claudine Bertin, was a dressmaker, and 
together they owned a tiny plot of ground which they 
worked industriously, and easily supported their three 
children until the Revolution came, which upset every
body and everything. In 1798, after the Republicans 
had cut off the head of Louis XVI, the armies of the 
Monarchies of Europe prepared to invade France. In 
a fever of patriotism, Jean Baptiste Anthelme's father 
was the first to volunteer and was one of the first to 
be killed. Anthelme was packed off to his grand
father who believed that" sparing the rod was spoiling 
the child," which did not suit Anthelme, now fourteen 
years of age, and one morning he disappeared. Now 
there was a General in the town who encouraged the 
grandfather in his strict way of training, and he was 
daily expecting a child of his own. Young Collet 
went first to the pastry-cook and ordered for the 
grand occasion, twenty dozen little cakes to be sent to 
the General's house. From there he dropped in at 
every cottage and farm where he thought a nurse 
might be hired, and left word to hurry away to the 
General. Everyone believed the fat boy with the 
innocent face I Some gave him centimes, others cakes, 
for had he not brought them the General's custom ? 
The old soldier nearly had a stroke when he saw the 
huge procession of women at his front door and the 
food he hadn't ordered, and when he learned the name 
of the author of this mischief he had him brought 
home to be thrashed once again. This was young 
Collet's turning point. 

The widow Collet had a brother, a parish priest at 
Chalon on the Saone, whose conscience would not 
allow him to take the Revolutionary Government 
Oath exacted of all priests, and he was forced to flee 
the country, arriving at Helley ,in time to accept the 
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charge of Anthelme. Together they went to Florence 
in Italy, where the priest's position as almoner of the 
late Francois de Bernis, Archbishop and Cardinal 
(who also had fled from the Revolution) assured them 
an honourable living. For four years the uncle did 
his best to educate him for a priest's office, and in the 
monastery at Florence he studied Latin and became 
adept in imitating all kinds of handwriting, to the 
admiration of the monks. Shortly after, he was sent 
on a visit to another uncle who had been a soldier 
fighting under Napoleon in Egypt, and he was begged 
by this uncle to enter the army. Thus at nineteen he 
was a Sous-Lieutenant in the 101st regiment of the 
line. 

His first station was at Brescia in north Italy. He 
liked soldiering even less than the quiet monastic life, 
and, removed to hospital through a small wound, he 
told the Chaplain-" I was not made for a soldier. 
The life of a soldier will surely lead to my eternal 
damnation." 

The Dominican was sympathetic and one evening 
whispered : " Hurry up and get well. I will find a 
place for you." 

In the wards was a French Major dying of a wound, 
and Collet, soothing him, was entrusted with a little 
package to be delivered to his family in France. 
Collet promised everything, noted the address carefully 
and eased the anxiety of his brother officer, who 
shortly afterwards died. Then Collet opened the 
package and found what he so much desired :-a 
purse with one hundred and sixty-five gold Napoleons, 
a gold watch, two rings, the Cross of Honour which 
the dead man had won, and all his family papers. 
Collet appropriated all. 

The next day the Dominican took him to his own 
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Convent of San Pietro, where, in the white gown and 
black mantle of the Dominicans, no one would dream 
of looking for the French Lieutenant. Here he learned 
to preach sermons, and his natural wit gained the 
admiration and confidence of all, and he was shortly 
transferred to Lyons, w.here the Archbishop was Car
dinal Fesch. This Cardinal was one Don Geronimo, 
Napoleon's own uncle, a simple, pious old man, whose 
house became a hotbed of intrigue, for all were anxious 
to come under his protection. Collet was sent to 
prepare the children of the neighbouring parish for 
their first communion; one of them was the mayor's 
son, which gave him access to the mayor's office. He 
profited by this to slip into his pocket a number of 
passports signed in advance, and decided to quit. 
Before leaving, however, he managed to rob the Prior 
of a large sum of money, and a local banker of twenty
two thousand francs. Then, buying a gentleman's 
suit of clothes, he hired a carriage, entered it as a friar, 
and left it as a gentleman whose name was to be the 
Marquis Dada. 

Hiring another carriage he overt-:>ok a French 
Officer named Captain Tholozan walking alone, and he 
invited him to share his carriage, and here succeeded 
in obtaining possession of his pocket-book containing 
his private papers and the red ribbon of the Legion 
of Honour. Conveying him to his- destination, Collet 
slipped back to Rome and presented himself to the 
Secretary of Cardinal Fesch as Captain Tholozan in 
person. His charming manners won over the Secre
tary, and very soon he had discounted a bill for 60,000

francs with a prominent merchant, while the Cardinal's 
banker advanced him 10,000 francs ; he borrowed 
5,000 francs from the palace g�rdener and 1,800

francs from the pastry-cook ; and from the Cardinal's 
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jeweller he bought (without paying for them) jewels 
to the amount of 60,000 francs. Then, bearing letters 
of introduction from the Se.cretary and the Cardinal 
himself, he pushed off to Turin and there disappeared. 
While the Turin police were searching for the ex-friar, 
Marquis Dada and Captain Tholozan (who must have 
slipped thr-Jugh a crack in the universe!), a stout 
youngish man descended from a diligence in Lugano, 
dressed like a tradesman, with his passport in order. 
Again Collet ! 

Tiring of this quiet life he decided to change his 
name once more, and within a week the Turin police 
noted the passage of a brigadier-general of Napoleon's 
army·. They saluted with due respect and he stayed 
long enough to borrow 10,000 francs and left for 
Como. The military authorities very soon discovered 
that the pretended general for whom the town had 
been en fete was an imposter. The gendarmes were 
despatched in :hot pursuit, but were unable to learn 
of any traveller of his degree. A bishop indeed was 
riding in his own carriage and alth�ugh travelling 
alone, which was unusual, he stated that he had just 
lost by death his almoner, who usually accompanied 
him. The death certificate was shown, duly signed at 
Novi. They turned back after receiving a bishop's 
blessing, leaving Collet to laugh once more and pro
ceed onwards. 

The bishop duly arrived at Nice and, wearing his 
violet robe and skull-cap, took a modest suite of 
rooms at a hotel, giving ,his name as Monseigneur 
Pasqualini. The Bishop of Nice sent his two vicars
general to kiss his hand and off er his services. '\\.,.ith 
due ceremony the dignified ecclesiastics kissed the 
Bishop's ring on the fat hand which he extended 
gravely, and he raised his hand in blessing. The 

E 



66 THE ENGLISH LION �. 

Bishop of Nice assigned 'b::> him one of his own priests 
as almoner, but Collet had other views, and shortly 
after announced his intention to continue on to Grasse. 

At midnight Collet, accompanied by his almoner, 
had not yet arrived. They were just entering a lonely 
W•3od when four men leaped out and halted the 
carriage, firing a carbine in the air with the usual cry 
of brigands : " Your money or your life ! " The 
bishop tremblingly held out a box clinking with gold 
pieces ; the almoner fainted dead away. The brigands 
disappeared, and the carriage pursued its way to 
Grasse without further incident. The almoner took to 
his bed and troubled M·3nseigneur Pasqualini no more. 
This alone, Collet thought, was well worth the twenty
five golden Napoleons used to stage the brigands' 
attack ! He complained that he had been stripped of 
80,000 francs and priceless jewels, his sole P.Ossessions, 
so the people collected 8,000 francs and a· rich mer.
chant lent him 80,000 francs m3re, which Collet thank
fully accepted and quietly went his way. 

He chanced to learn that a few miles away there 
lived in a handsome chateau one of Napoleon's 
generals, who had been lately promoted, after distin
guis.hed · service in Spain. Making sure that the 
General was absent, Collet presented himself to his 
wife, Madame Lereque de la Ferriere, as the General's 
fellow-soldier in the Italian campaign. He explained, 
glancing modestly at his bishop's ring and robe, that 
he had shed so much blood he had taken orders! He 
gave his blessing to the General's family and took 
honoured leave. With him Monseigneur Pasqualini 
disappeared from the world, to the profound astonish
ment of the police of Western France and Northern 
Italy. 

His next move was in Paris ; arrived there he man-
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aged to:> get a commission as Lieutenant of the 47th 
Regiment of the line, then in garrison at Brest, and 
his generosity gained immense popularity. Collet now 
kept quiet in his garrison for several months, merely 
giving out that he was affianced to a rich heiress, and 
his brother officers drank success at his expense. This 
was now the year 1812 which was so fatal to Napoleon, 
who, with an army of 475,000 men, was fighting his 
way into Russia. His generals in Spain were left to 
themselves to carry on the disheartening war against 
the whole people, who were aideµ by the wonderful 
English troops, led by an equally wonderful c:>m
mander, Wellington. France itself was disorganised. 
Coll�t felt the time had come for a new campaign of 
his own. 

His Colonel granting him leave of absence, Lieut
enant Collet came duly to Paris, but shortly after
wards appeared at Valence on the Rh:>ne as an 
Inspector-General of the army, Count Charles 
Alexandre de Borromeo. His own commission was 
in order and he wore on his breast various medals and 
decorations earned by service in the wars. The garri
son was 3rdered out to receive him with due military 
honours. He promoted the major who was to be his 
chief of staff to the rank of lieutenant-colonel. He 
drew 20,000 francs from the military funds and went 
on to Avignon. At Avign:>n he drew 115,000 francs, 
at Marseilles 200,000 francs, at Nimes 80,000 francs 
and so on. If Napoleon and if Collet had been content 
to let well alone there is no telling how long they might 
have kept on triumphantly. With both, however, the 
pitcher was g:>ing too often to the well, and was 
shortly to be broken. 

At Montpellier, Collet outdid all his previous 
military inspecting. He ordered a full review of the 
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legion and passed it, brilliantly surrounded by the 
authorities, civil and military. The review was fol
lowed by an official banquet given in his honour by 
the Prefect. ·The dinner was well under way when the 
great d:)ors of the banquet hall were flung open. A 
squad of gendarmes waited outside, while their officer 
clapped his hand on the shoulder of the Inspector 
General who was being honoured. Before the open
mouthed guests he was arrested and haled off to 
prison. The amazement of his staff officers, who 
were led away to share his prison, was pitiable. 
Collet's wholesale pillage of the military funds became 
the sensation of ·the period. The Prefect of the 
Herault had a particular reason to feel mortified, for 
he had compromised himself deeply; C:)llet had pub
licly promised him the grand cordon of the Legion of 
Honour. To mask his discomfiture, the Prefect could 
think of nothing better than to give another dinner k> 
the authorities, at which he would display Collet in 
his new role as prisoner . 

. While waiting for the hour to arrive, the gendarmes 
marched Collet to the Palace of the Prefecture and 
installed him under guard in a convenient pantry. 
At the end of the dinner they were �o bring him in 
with the walnuts and the wine. Collet had a cool 
head, keen eyes, and a prying disposition. He had 
not long been left alone when he discovered in a 
corner the white apron, cap and coat of one of the 
under-cooks who was serving in livery at the Prefect's 
table. The gendarme on guard outside the d•:)or had 
his attention distracted by the constant coming and 
going of the domestics serving a great dinner. He 
did not heed the fat-faced cook who came out of the 
pantry with a great dish of meat in his hand and 
walked after the others. When the Prefect sent word 
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1):) the gendarme to us.her the prisoner into the dining
hall as a surprise to his guests, it was the Prefect who 
was surprised. Collet had again vanished. Crest
fallen, the Prefect released the Staff Officers and 
received imperative orders to consider himself under 
arrest until the Imperial Government should satisfy 
itself as to this mysterious adventure. Meanwhile, 
Colfet was in a .house opposite the Prefecture, and from 
his attic every morning he could see the W:)rried 
Prefect staring at his window. 

His leave of absence had now expired, and Collet 
decided to return. On his way, a new adventure 
befell him, for at Tulle he ran across the chief clerk 
of a large bank at Grenoble, near his native Belley. 
Wh�n they parted, Collet had 5,000 francs of the 
banker's money in his pocket. It was an advance on 
a bill for 12,000 francs which O:)llet had signed under 
a false name. For this he was arrested, and as the 

crime was forgery, he received the somewhat mild 
sentence of five years' hard labour. He served almost 
all this five years at Grenoble, when one day an officer 
came to the prison to visit the prisoners. Collet had 
been promoted b:> assistant keeper and had been told 
off to accompany him. Unfortunately this officer had 
been one of Collet's staff all the time he was playing 
the part of Inspector General and in his prison escort 
he recognised Count Borr:)meo. Collet was denounced, 
and chained up in a cell until arrangements could be 
made to take :him back to Montpellier to stand his 
trial. 

Arrived at Montpellier, he was brought to the 
judge's room for that private mouth-to-mouth enquiry 
which is still practised by the j'f.!.ge d'instruction in the 
first stages of French criminal procedure. On the 
table, at one side of which the judge was sitting, was 
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the formidable pile of documents concerning the case 
of the spurious Inspector General. Collet was 
motioned to a seat facing the judge who wished to 
confront him with the papers one by one. Impassive, 
without a quiver of excitement, Collet drew up his 
chair. Suddenly, with one sweep of his arms he 
gathered together the whole collection of papers and 
dumped them in the fire burning in the grate behind 
him. He seized the tongs and pushed them deeper in 
the coals. They blazed up merrily before the judge 
and clerk had recovered themselves sufficiently to call 
for help. The gendarmes rushed in and dragged 
Collet from the fire by main force, but the mass of 
evidence so laboriously collected against him had 
vanished with a roar up the chimney ! The case 
collapsed and he was sent back to complete his sen
tence in real ·hard labour at Toulon. 

At the end of his time he was disagreeably surprised 
to find that he was out on ticket of leave, which meant 
that he must report continuously to the police. One 
day he forgot to report and they were sent to take 
him; they traced him to Toulouse, two hundred and 
fifty miles away and again he qisappeared. At 
Toulouse he entered the house of the Christian 
Brothers, who were in high favour with the Govern
ment, as they supplied much-needed primary school
teachers. Here he won their confidence so much that 
they sent him on a tour to collect funds. Collet went 
about borrowing money from pious people who were 
interested in the Brothers' Schools. Count Lespinasse 
gave him 15,000 francs, a Countess added 20,000 more, 
the doctor of the community 5,000, the Archbishop's 
vicars-general 4,000 and so on. It was discovered 
afterwards that Collet had bound each one to secrecy, 
the money being required for urgent political reasons. 
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But he had now run his course and he was caught 
and i�prisoned in Le Mans until he could take his 
trial at the Assizes. Here finally he was sentenced 
to twenty years' hard labour, and was first to be 
pilloried and branded with a " V " for V oleur ( thief) 
on his bare shoulder. 

On his arrival at Brest, Collet at once became a 
prime favourite, as he had money to burn, and gave 
it to convicts and keepers alike. His quiet ways 
earned him the name of " My lord Bishop." In 1836 
at the prison a convict named Jacquemard, _whom the 
keepers had been unable to master, killed one of them. 
He was to be executed in the prison itself. According 
to custom, all the convicts were placed on their knees 
around the guillotine. Jacquemard mounted the 
scaffold and was allowed to say his last words to the 
kneeling crowd: " Comrades, do not do as I h�ve 
done. Obey your keepers, they are not cruel nowa
days. I thank God and my judges for having given 
me time to die as a good Christian. I thank you all 
for your kindness to me when I was in the dungeon. 
I thank Monsieur Collet especially. Comrades, that 
is all I wanted to say to you. ' Adieu I " 

This may be taken as the funeral oration over Collet 
himself, because six days before h� was entitled to be 
released, he suddenly died in prison on November 
24th, 1840. After his death, nine gold_ pieces ·were 
found sewn in his coat collar. They were now called 
" Louis "for since Napoleon, a second Louis, brought 
in by a second revolution, was reigning-Louis 
Philippe. Also the railway had come-it was no 
longer Collet's world ! 
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No. 2.-PIERRE Co1GNARD, Convict and Count. 

At the outbreak of the French Revolution a vine 
dresser named Coignard was living with his family at 
Langeais on the Loire. Profiting by the new laws en
forced by the Legislative Assembly in March, 1791, he 
sent the elder of his two sons, Pierre, aged seventeen, 
to Paris to learn the hat trade. In January, 1793,

the head of Louis XVI was solemnly cut off, and the 
other monarchs of Europe, taking alarm, made ready 
to invade the dangerous new Republic. Then the 
Convention summoned every able-bodied Frenchman 
to arms. 

Pierre Coignard, now a man, enrolled himself with 
the rest to fight and soon he was made a Corporal of 
the Grenadiers, but he was developing criminal 
instincts, which were not long in betraying them
selves, and he was dismissed with ignominy. He 
then became leader of a band of burglars in Paris, 
and in 1800, the following year, was captured and 
sentenced to fourteen years at the Bagne. Five years 
later he escaped into Spain with a waiting-maid named 
Maria Rosa, belonging to the house of Count Pontis 
de Sainte-Helene, a French Officer, who on his death 
left everything he possessed to her. Falling under 
Pierre's influence, she handed him the papers testify
ing to the Count's nobility, his commission as an 
officer, and certificates of his military service. Hence
forth Pierre·Coignard was to disappear and the Count 
was to take his place. They travelled across Spain, 
known as " Comte et Comtesse de Pontis de Sainte
Helene. '' It was the year 1806 and Napoleon had not 
yet invaded Spain, so when General Mira, the Spanish 
General, was offered the Count's services, he did not 
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hesitate; and the Count, as we will now call him, 
rapidly distinguished himself, so much so that the 
General decorated him with the Green Ribbon and 
Fleur-de-lis Cross of the Order of Spanish Knights of 
Alcantara. 

Napoleon entered Spain shortly after and the gallant 
Count surrendered to Marshal Soult with his men and 
offered his .services. Marshal Soult was also taken in 
and made him a Major in his army. After the retreat 
to the Pyrenees in 1812, Pierre, known as the Count, 
returned to France with a high standing, and every
where Maria Rosa supported his reputation. 
Napoleon meanwhile was fighting his way ·back to 
France from his disastrous campaign in Russia, an� 
the Count's intelligence soon told him that Napoleon's 
power was toppling, so that when on the last days of 
March, 1814, the Allies restored the Bourbons to the 
throne, he and his Countess offered their services to 
the new king, Louis XVIII. They were received in 
private audience by the King, who was delighted to 
see the last representative of a noble house of France, 
and offered him funds from his royal purse. At the 
end of February, 1815, Napoleon broke loose from 
Elba, and the Count and Countess remaining faithful 
to Royalty, the Count accompanied the King and 
Court to Ghent, while his Countess remained in Paris. 
After the final defeat of Napoleon at Waterloo on 
June 18th, 1815, the King returned, and Count Pontis 
and his wife were in higher favour than ever. 

Fortune's wheel took three more years to turn 
downward for Pierre Coignard, for all this time he was 
riding for a fall. The French have a proverb 
" Thieves and drunkards are hard to cure " and cer
tainly this was true in his case, because in 1816 Count 
Pontis de Sainte-Helene began associating secretly with· 
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some of Pierre Coignard's old band. In that year on 
December 11th, Sergent de Champigny was giving 
public audience in the War Office. The Count came 
early and stayed latest. When the Sergent said good
bye to his friend and returned, he found everything 
portable had been taken-silver, precious ware, jewels 
and money. He saw the Count the next day, who 
sympathised with him, protesting loudly against t�e 
frequency of crimes in Paris. 

Now there was in Paris a Spanish General, Pedro 
Marti by name, who was living at No. 64 Rue Basse 
de Rempart. (This name disappeared in 1900, to 
be replaced by the square named in honour of King 
Edward VII, who, known as the Peacemaker, com
menced the " Entente Cordiale " between England 
and France through his visit there.) Maria Rosa, the 
Countesse, alighted from her carriage at the General's 
door, accompanied- by her footman known as 
Alexandre Coignard, Pierre's brother. She came to 
ask the address of General Mina's nephew, and the 
gallant General Marti requested her to wait whilst he 
went to a friend's house near, to get the desired infor
mation. This enabled the fair Rosa and Alexandre to 
take impressions of the door keys and on June 18th, 
1818, the General was dismayed to find everything 
portable had been taken. 

The following May the Paris garrison was marched 
out for review before the King through the Place 
Vendome. The Lieutenant-General Count Pontis de 
Sainte-Helene was at the head of his regiment. 
Amongst the crowd was a common-looking man who 
was particularly struck at a nervous sign made by the 
Count when, on turning round the corner, he issued 
a word of command. The man followed the Count 
after the review and demanded to see him. The Count 
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had him ushered in and the man, holding out his 
hands, said : 

"Don't you remember me-Darius? We were at 
the chain together.'' 

Pierre was taken by surprise and made his first 
mistake. Standing 1n all the glory of his uniform, 
he said: 

" You mistake. I am Count Pontis de Sainte
Helene." 

The man insisted, but the Count summoned his 
lackey, Alexandre, and had him turned out. Darius, 
who had just been released, was in dire straits; a 
little help now and he would have been bound to 
Pierre. As it was, he, with hatred in his heart, 
denounced Pierre to the Minister of Police. This was 
Count Decazes, who was the right-hand man of the 
new King Louis XVIII and considered for him. 

Now Pierre Coignard would belong to the police, 
but Count ·Pon tis belonged to the Army. Decazes 
thereupon gave orders that Darius should be taken to 
General Despinoy, who was the Count's immediate 
superior. General Despinoy had been a close comrade 
of Napoleon in the Cadetship days, and was keen
sighted. He credited the accusation as being worth 
investigating, and ordered that Count Pontis should 
report himself to division head-quarters. 

The Count, in full uniform, stood before his General, 
who used an old soldier's method to force a confession. 
'' Count Pontis de Sainte-Helene," he said, " you 
have played your part long enough. You are Pierre 
Coignard, an escaped convict." 

The Count lightly answered : "Thank you, General, 
for the civil status you assign me. Shall I go home 
and bring my family papers ? " 

The General was puzzled but not convinced. He 
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had Darius brought in abruptly as accuser. The 
Count was startled and made a second mistake, for he 
answered back his old prison mate with loud angry 
talk which was consistent with Pierre Coignard, and 
not with a thoroughbred as the Count should be. The 
General ordered one of. his aide-de-camps to take two 
gendarmes to accompany the Count to his house, 
without quitting him for a moment, and bring him 
back to headquarters with certain papers. Here the 
General made a mistake, for he took it for granted 
that the Staff Officer would be as suspicious as him
self, whereas unfortunately he was a man under the 
glamour of the Count's known favour with the King. 

Arrived at the house, the gendarmes stationed 
themselves outside the main door, while t.he Count, 
presenting the officer to his wife, briefly explained the 
turn things had taken. He asked his wife to keep the 
officer company while he went to secure the necessary 
papers in the next room. The officer began talking 
about Spain, where he had served, and the time passed 
quickly; suddenly he perceived that the Count had 
taken the better part of an hour to hunt up his family 
papers. He asked the Countess politely if she would 
hurry her husband, as the General awaited their 
return. Maria Rosa burst into tears. Thoroughly 
alarmed, the officer knocked at the door through which 
the Count had disappeared, but, getting no answer, 
he flung it open. There was no one in sight, and 
seeing another door, he ran down the stairs, demand
ing of the gendarmes if they had seen the Count. 
They replied that they had only seen a valet in livery 
passing. On returning, he reported, to the General, 
who ordered his im�ediate arrest and that of the gen
darmes. 

A week afterwards Pierre Coignard re-appeared 
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with his old band of thieves, and their first robbery 
was a bank. They were successful with the unfor
tunate exception of one member, a man named 
Lexcellent, who was captured. This Lexcellent after
wards turned informer. Meanwhile, a rigid search of 
the Count's house brought to light weapons, wigs, 
masks, false beards and moustaches, and other dis
guises. The Commissary ordered the arrest of the 
Countess, but she had disappeared too. 

Vidocq, the famous chief of police who chose his 
detectives amongst liberated convicts, was now called 
in. Fran�ois Eugene Vidocq was a man of Pierre 
Coignard's own stamp and probably had committed 
robberies with him in his youth. In France his name 
still lives in all sorts of stirring legends and also on 
the stage-in real life he often came too late, but he 
was in time for Pierre Coignard, probably for his own 
private reasons! Surrounding Lexcellent's house, and 
here and there amongst the vines of the hillside, 
Vidocq posted his men. At eleven o'clock, Fouche, 
one of the detectives, heard some one approaching. 
He jumped to his feet and came face to face with the 
very man they were seeking. " In the King's name 1 " 
he cried, seizing him by the throat, but Pierre was too 
quick for him with his pistol. He shot the detective 
in the hand and shoulder. But the shots brought up 
Vidocq and his men who arrived and kicked Pierre 
Coignard into .submission. Subsequently the marks 
made by Vidocq's hobnailed shoes on Pierre's leg were 
shown by him at the trial. 

T.he lawyer appointed to defend him was the
younger Dupin, whose defence in this case was to 
form for him a high reputation still associated with 
his name. He endeavoured to prove that his prisoner 
could be no other than Count Pontis de Sainte-Helene, 
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and his seeking shelter with Lexcellent, who had 
fought under him in Spain, was due to panic in pre
sence of sudden danger whence he saw no issue. He 
laboured to call attention to the famous case of the 
identity of Lesurques, still fresh in people's minds. 
This man was executed in 1796 for a murder still 
popularly known from the play of the Courier of Lyons 
( called the " Lyons Mail "). Two years later one of 
the undoubted murderers, Duboscq, was arrested. 
His resemblance to Lesurques was so striking that the 
same witnesses who had identified Lesurques now 
declared that Duboscq was the man they had seen. 
The Government of the restored Bourbons had just 
given a money indemnity to the heirs of Lesurques, 
but the Courts were relentless and the Supreme Court 
of Cassation as late as 1828 finally refused to allow 
the sentence-the chose jugee-to be revised. There 
was great feeling in the matter and Maitre Dupin 
pleaded that no judicial error should be made con
cerning the identity of the accused person in the pre
sent case. " May it please the Court," Du pin wound 
up, during its deliberations, " to order the accused to 
appear and to call on a surgeon to verify that he has 
no small pox marks on his leg, which it is agreed 
belonged to ·Pierre Coignard, and that the marks were 
produced by Vidocq when kicking him to ensure 
arrest." 

The Court, however, without paying further atten
tion to the conclusions of the defence, followed the 
prosecution and decided that the identity of the 
accused person with Pierre Coignard was legally 
established. This meant that thenceforth and for 
ever he was to be the escaped convict, doomed to 
perpetual confinement in the Bagne. But the Public 
Prosecutor was not satisfied with this. He demanded 
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a verdict of homicide against the prisoner for shooting 
the secret service policeman, Fouche in the struggle 
over his arrest. For this, although Fouche had not 
died of his wounds, the sentence would have been 
death by the guillotine. Perhaps, in higher quarters, 
it was thought desirable to be thus safely rid of this 
man for ever. He had for years deceived all the 
authorities from Napoleon's Generals :to King and 
Court. He had won their honours. And perhaps 
Vidocq, as Pierre Coignard insisted to the end, was 
pushing the prosecution to demand capital punishment 
for reasons of his own. 

The jurymen, however, did not like the judges, and 
were impressed by the prisoner's personality. He had 
spoken to them in his own defence-he told over 
again what he had done and suffered for his country, 
and tore open his clothes to show his breast all cqvered 
with the scars of old wounds. There was not a mem
ber of the jury who had not been bred up in the war� 
of the Revolution and Napoleon. Some bore wounds 
themselves from these wars. They thrilled to the 
prisoner's words and refused to follow the prosecution. 
Their verdict convicted Pierre Coignard as a member 
of a band of burglars, but they refused to take into 
consideration the prosecutors' additional charge of 
homicide. They acquitted Maria Rosa altogether. 

The presiding judge sentenced him to imprisonment 
for life at hard labour. He died past sixty, a prisoner 
of the Bagne, and all that time Maria Rosa had kept 
near him at Toulon until the moment of his death. 
Then she, too, disappeared from the memory of men. 

No. 8.-THE DAUPHIN, CHARLES OF NAVARRE. 

Louis Charles, the Dauphin, son of Louis XVI and 
Marie Antoinette, King and Queen of France, was 
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taken to the prison of the Temple with his father and 
mother and sister on August 10th, 1792. Louis XVI 
was guillotined on January 21st, 1798. For those who 
held to the divine right of Kings, the Dauphin now 
became Louis XVII, King of France and Navarre. 
On July 3rd, 1793, Louis Charles was separated from 
his mother and sister and they saw him no more. He 
was handed over to the drunken shoemaker, Simon, 
and his wife. He had to bear disgraceful witness 
against his mother, Marie Antoinette, at her trial, just 
before she was guillotined on October 16th, 1793. On 
January 19th, 1794, the infamous Siplon and his wife 
left the prison of the Temple. Immediately all was 
changed, for the boy whom they handed over as the 
Dauphin was encaged in a dark room of tlie Temple 
Tower. There he was seen by .no one but four men, 
appointed to watch over him by the Commune of 
Paris. The following September 1st he was put under 
medical treatment, and at last it was officially an
nounced by the Revolutionary Government that he 
had died on June 8th, 1795, being ten years and two 
months old. 

This announcement was not verified at the time, as 
the disorder of the Terror was not yet over, and for a 
time there was no doubt raised, but shortly after, it 
was whispered that devoted partisans, thanks to 
bribing the Simons, had succeeded in putting a sick 
boy in the Dauphin's place and taking him from 
prison. In fact, the wife of the prison keeper Simon, 
privately and afterwards publicly, told this story right 
until her own death. She persisted in her assurances 
that the Dauphin had been successfully taken from 
his prison; but no judge asked for her testimony at 
the Hospital of the Incurables, where she kept telling 
her story. 
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From 1795, when Louis XVII was supposed to have 
died in prison, the succession of Governments in 
France is the following :-The Convention, which had 
guillotined the King and Queen and governed during 
the Terror, and certified the death of the Dauphin in 
its last days, was replaced by the Directory at the 
end of the year 1795 ; the Directory yielded to General 
Bonaparte as First Consul at the end of 1799 ; Bona
parte became Emperor Napoleon in 1804; in 1814 
Louis XVIII came back as a Bourbon the first time, 
and after Waterloo in 1815 reigned in France until 
his death in 1824 ; he was succeeded by his brother 
Charles X, whom the Revolution of 1830 replaced by 
King Louis Philippe. The police of all those Govern
ments had to occupy themselves with "lost 
Dauphins " claiming to be the still living Louis XVII. 
This went on for fifty years, until if Louis XVII 
really escaped and survived he must have died of old 
age! 

Leaving the many improbable "lost Dauphins " 
we will concern ourselves briefly with the person 
called Charles of Navarre or Mathurin Bruneau. After 
many adventures on land and sea this young man was 
arrested as, a " vagabond," and declared his real name 
to be that of King of France and son of Louis XVI, 
and such was the interest taken by persons of quality 
that it was deemed wise to rest the case in open court. 
There was already a tradition that the Revolutionary 
Government had encouraged the prison keeper, Simon, 
to debauch the mind and body of the child-Dauphin, 
and the abominations to which he testified against 
his mother, Marie Antoinette, during her trial, have 
always been attributed to suggestions from those 
around him-for no child of his age could have under
stood their import. No incident in that terrible history 

F 
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has so turned clean minds against the Revolution. 
All this chimed in with what was going on before the 
eyes and ears of the public in the Rouen court where 
Charles of Navarre was on trial in February, 1818. 

Those who had known Charles of Navarre were con
vinced that he had been helped to this ruin of body 
and soul by strong drink, during those last months of 
prison. Some went so far as to say that his food was 
drugged all through the trial in order to discredit his 
assurances. The weakness of mind and character 
evinced by this prisoner could easily have had its 
commencement when ten years of age, during the 
Convention period. Before the judges, his answers 
were those of a man lost to fame and name. He was 
rude to his judges, especially the presiding judge, and 
yet, taking into account his obviously debauched and 
weakened mind, occasioned by the administering of 
drugs, his replies had all the dignity associated with 
Royalty. But the court was firm, and, evidently 
under compulsion from higher authority, duly sen
tenced him as Mathurin Bruneau on February 19th, 
1818 " to pay 8,000 francs fine to the Government; 
to be confined in prison for five years on the c.harges 
brought against him : and for two years more on 
account of his conduct under trial, and his outrages 
to the court.'' When the seven years in prison had 
been served he was to remain at the Government's 
disposal, and he was further liable to be held in prison 
until restitution of two-thirds of the expenses. After 
all this " seeing that Bruneau appears to be a 
deserter " the War Office was to be notified to take 
action against him according to law. 

Eventually we find this man at Cayenne, a French 
convict colony settlement. He had little education 
and his language was coarse. Like the Bourbons, he 
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often used the royal " we " in conversation, and he 
could make bread and wooden shoes (Simon the prison 
keeper was a sabot shoemaker) remarkably. Thus he 
disappeared from the page of history, but he, together 
with other false claimants to the throne, worried 
Napoleon considerably. 

Chapter XVI. The End of " Le Glorieux." 

SoME few years previous to the events of the preceding 
chapters-to be exact, in the year 1798-a French 
corvette named "Le Glorieux" was fighting her way 
from St. Malo with contraband on board for the 
island of Jersey. It had as passengers an English 
nobleman and his wife and baby boy, aged two years, 
together with their black servant, mighty in stature 
and strength, but gentle as a child. His name was 
Sambo, while the English lord's name was Mont
gomery of the house of Fairfax. Keeping a sharp 
look-out, for the captain knew that pirates were still 
on the high seas, it was possible, through the mist 
raised by the chopping seas, to see just on the horizon 
a long suspicious-looking craft which started to chase 
the ship as soon as she caught sight of it. There was 
bustle and hurry in a moment, while all the sail "Le 
Glorieux " could carry was crowded on the ship, under 
the supervision of the first mate, Jean Guerin, who 
kept glancing with an anxious eye on the dark craft 
astern and which was now rapidly overhauling them. 
Their serious faces indicated to Lord Montgomery that 
they had grave questions in their minds. 
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" What do you make of her ? " asked the skipper 
in French of his first mate. 

The first mate made no answer for a full minute 
during which he kept the telescope pointed to the 
pursuer, his hand steady as a rock. Then he said, 
" Sir, either that craft is the ' El Nympha,' the ship 
belonging to the most merciless pirate that ever sailed 
the seas, or I'm no French seaman." 

" Pirate or no pirate," sturdily answered the 
skipper, " I'm not the man to be .scared by a reputa
tion. We'll run till we're caught, fight until we can 
fight no longer, then send the ' Le Glorieux ' aloft 
with a pistol shot in the powder magazine. ' No 
surrender ' is the word I want you to pass on to the 
crew. See that arms are served out and that the men 
are at their stations. Get the magazine open, and 
the gunners to their quarters." 

"Ay, ay, sir," replied the mate, and was down 
among the men, joking here, questioning there, full 
of cheer. Cutlasses were served out and muskets were 
primed ready. A puff of smoke from the side of the 
stranger was followed by a dull report. A fountain 
of water rose not two hundred yards astern. Suddenly 
the breeze dropped and the sails hung round the masts 
like withered leaves. " Now is the time to tow our 
ship," muttered the captain, " then she can't reach 
us with a long shot." 

The boats were promptly manned and lustily rowed, 
and the " Le Glorieux " was slowly towed away from 
the becalmed pirate. Alas for the captain's hopes! 
The pirate also launched four boats, only, instead of 
towing the pirate vessel, they were seen to pull 
towards the " Le Glorieux." Also, on looking at the 
vessel, they saw a black flag from the masthead, which 
settled any doubts as to her identity. And now, the 
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boats drawing nearer, the boats' crew of the " Le 
Glorieux " came back just in time, and it was possible 
to see the pirates' many-coloured costumes. Chinese, 
coal-black Africans (monsters they looked, too, with 
ferocity in their faces), then white men, traitors to 
their civilised country. The leader was very broad in 
the shoulders, with powerful gorilla-like arms and a 
face horrible and beastly. His voice rang over the 
waters : " Another fifty yards, and there's blood and 
treasure for you ! " 

The noble passenger had requested his lady wife to 
go below with her son and he stood with long rapier 
and pistol, with Sambo, who had discarded his c9at 
and shirt and now stood revealed a magnificent speci
men of manhood, swinging a heavy cutlass as though 
it were a small cane. The Captain waited for the 
nearest boat, and quickly dropped a cannon-ball 
into its centre. The ball tore its way through the 
boat's planking and it commenced to founder. A 
hail of bullets greeting this daring act took off the 
Captain's ear, and now the pirates flung grappling
hooks against the rail. Before these could be dis
lodged, the leader of the pirates had scrambled on 
deck like a cat. Dashing at the Captain, he caught 
his wrist and wit.h a jerk broke his arm, then, horrible 
to relate, he covered the captain's eyes with his thumbs 
and gouged them into utter blindness. Sambo now 
advanced, muttering: "Dis is where the old niggah 
injoys hisself," and advancing on tiptoe towards the 
leader, his huge body hung slightly forward, balancing 
on his bare toes. The cutlass he now held in his left 
hand, while his right hand was doubled up ready for 
a stunning blow, the lust of battle in his eye giving 
him a truly diabolical look. The leader saw him 
coming, out of the corner of his eye ; then he sprang 
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into the air, for which Sambo wo.s unprepared, and 
his body, coming with a fearful impact, caused Sambo 
to collapse, unconscious. 

Meanwhile the rest of the pirates had reached the 
vessel. And how they could clamber up the steep 
side of a ship l llands, feet, teeth, eyebrows-they 
seemed to be able to utilise anything to carry out their 
purposes. .With their bare cutlasses between their 
teeth, their fierce eyes gleaming and their sun-tanned 
faces turned upwards, they came clambering up the 
sides like wild cats. No wonder their forerunners, 
the pirates of the Spanish Main, had won the ships 
which later formed their fleet by venturing in frail 
boats and boarding any Spanish galleon they espied. 

The end was soon in sight, for the sailors, brave as 
they were, were no match for the bloodthirsty pirates, 
and the ship was now in the hands of as merciless a 
crew as ever sailed the high seas. Those of the sea
men who were not killed were made prisoners until 
they were given the choice of joining the pirates or 
walking the plank. The noble passenger, who bad 
used his rapier to such effect that five of the pirate 
crew had been killed, was also a prisoner and wounded 
by a cutlass which severed his right arm. His wife 
had been found in her cabin with their little child, 
whose fate hung in the balance, subject to the mercy 
of the pirates' captain. Samba, coming to his senses. 
decided to join the pirates, but not so his master, 
who, free and noble Englishman that he was, spurned 
their offer and was removed to the lazaretto with his 
wife and child. 

At night time the pirates, who had scuttled their 
own vessel and had claimed the " Le Glorieux " as 
theirs, found rum and wine in such quantity that they 
became drunk, in defiance of their captain, and the 
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ship was left to pursue its own course. Sambo was 
deputed to visit his master, along with a member of 
the pirate crew. His master looked at him with scorn 
and turned his back on him until the other gaoler's 
back was towards the ladder, when the negro whis
pered : '' Massa, have pity, I joined them so that I 
could help you to escape." 

The ship, meanwhile, without a helmsman, was 
rushing before the strong wind right on a hidden belt 
of rocks, and struck, becoming a total wreck which 
may still be seen off the coast of Portland at a place 
called Chesil Beach. The only survivors of that ill
fated wreck were Sambo and the little boy, John 
Fairfax, with a bag of guineas pressed into Samba's 
hands by the heart-broken mother, whose delicate 
state of health was not equal to the privations as a 
prisoner or to her grief at the death of her husband, 
whose wounds proved fatal. Along with the bag of 
guineas was a box containing the family jewels and 
all the papers of identification. 

Struggling up the beach, Sambo, not knowing the 
coast of Dorset, imagined himself in a foreign land, 
and hiding by day among the rocks and walking by 
night, he at last came to a ruined castle, afterwards 
kno\wl as Sandsfoot Castle. Here, he remained, pur
chasing his food when required, and brought up his 
young master faithfully until the year 1812, fourteen 
long years afterw!].rds. 

Chapteir ·XVII. In the Hands of the Press Gang. 

IN the autumn of the year 1812, Sambo and his young 
master, now a sturdy youth of sixteen, were walking 
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down the High Street, Portland, when they decided 
to call in a certain tavern named the " Good Hope." 
Calling for food, John Fairfax looked round and 
noticed a general air of uneasiness amongst the other 
persons. On his enquiring, he was told that the Press 
Gangs were out, and that some one was betraying 
men to the officers, who were calling on innkeepers 
and offering them money to betray their customers. 
These men were called " crimps." Uneasiness pre
vailed until the evening, when the place filled up with 
young men of the seafaring type who had returned 
from a fishing expedition and appeared highly grati
fied, and they all seemed settled down to cards and 
dice. 

Midnight struck and Sainbo was awakened by a 
scratching noise from the window. This was replied 
to by a noise from upstairs, where a light was sliown 
and a voice said quietly: " One moment, and I will 
open the door. I have quite a lot of birds here." 
Sambo recognised the voice as coming from the land
lord, and he awakened John, bidding .him buckle on 
his father's rapier. The landlord, creeping downstairs, 
was seized by Sambo, who had suspected him from 
the moment of his entering the hostelry as being a 
betrayer of his countrymen. The bluejackets sur
rounding the house now banged at the back door, but 
as no reply was forthcoming they broke a window and 
climbed inside the room. The fishermen put up a 
fight, but the stronger discipline of the bluejackets 
prevailed and they were all bound ; not, however, 
before Sambo had knocked down six sailors. It being 
dark, even the innkeeper was captured with the rest 
and was conveyed by the pinnace to the ship " The 
Audacious," lying in Portland Harbour. They were 
all placed in the hold until the morning, when they 
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were brought before the Captain. A ship's lantern 
was left to them and so it was learned that the inn
keeper was also amongst their number. When Sambo 
and John Fairfax told the men that it was because of 
the innkeeper they were there instead of in their own 
homes, a rush was made, and his life would have 
ended if it had not been for John, who drew his 
rapier, saying : " Let him alone until to-morrow 
morning, when we will see what will happen after 
the Captain has seen us, as I presume he will." 

Morning dawned cold and clear, and they were all 
brought before the Captain who invited them to join 
His Majesty's Navy, the alternative being to remain 
in irons until after the voyage which would, according 
to his word, be two years. " Now, my lads," said 
he, " �s you know, England's might was for ever 
secured through Lord Nelson and his fleet. Much 
prize money was distributed to every sailor from 1802 
to the present day, and they have all retired on it. 
His Gracious Majesty is inviting you to take their 
place and consolidate England's greatness with plenty 
of fighting, glory, and money." 

The innkeeper, afraid to say " No," as the others 
were looking at him, asked if he might have a private 
word with the Captain. This was granted, as the 
Captain did not wish to coerce any of the men, and 
the others joined. The following day they were put 
in sailors' attire and duties were allotted to them. 

Now it happened that one of the young men had a 
special grudge against the betrayer, because he had 
arr,anged to become married the week after this 
impressment, and it was his lot to climb the rigging 
in order to furl the main sail. On his way down he 
noticed the deck was clear, with the exception of the 
unfortunate innkeeper, and a careless sailor having 



90 THE ENGLISH LION v.'

left a belaying pin on the crossbeam of the shrouds, 
he, seeing a glorious opportunity to have his own 
revenge, dropped it on the unfortunate man's head, 
killing him instantly. He was buried at sea the next 
day, and thus paid a heavy price, illustrating the 
moral of the foolish person who treads the ROAD TO 
INFAMY. 



PART III 

THE ROAD TO WATERLOO. 

Chapter XVIII. An Afjair of Honour. 

IT was early in 1815 when a young Chevalier of high 
bearing, about twenty-six or twenty-seven was wait
ing. about eight o'clock in the morning at that end of 
the pavement which abuts on the Quai de l'Ecole. He 
was so upright and firm in his saddle that one might 
easily have imagined him to have been placed there 
as a sentinel by the Prefect of Police. After waiting 
the best part of an hour, timed by him when consult
ing anxiously the clock of the Samaritaine, he saw 
approaching slowly an individual dressed as a Captain 
of infantry; his uniform ·had obviously seen better 
days, whilst his shoulder knot, once a brilliant red, 
had, through exposure to sun and rain, become a dirty 
orange colour. He was armed with a long sword, 
slung in a belt, which bumped ceaselessly against the 
calves of his legs. Finally, the man himself exuded 
such a self-possessed atmosphere of impudence that 
the Chevalier who watched him said involuntarily to 
himself, " I believe this is the man I want." Acting 
on this, he rode up to the newcomer with the evident 
intention of speaking to him. The latter, though it 
would seem that the Chevalier was a stranger to him, 
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advanced his right foot, placed one hand on his sword, 
the other twisting his moustache, to hear wbat the 
newcomer had to say. 

" Monsieur," murmured the Chevalier, " I presume 
you are a gentleman; am I mistaken? " 

" No," replied the Captain, gallantly removing his 
hat, and, placing his hand on his heart, bowed grace
fully, " I am delighted that my appearance speaks 
so well for me, for, however improbable it may seem 
to you that the title should be mine, y9u may call me 
Captain." 

" Voila," said the Chevalier, " I am enchanted to 
find you a soldier, for it gives me the greater assur
ance that you are incapable of leaving a brave man 
in his distress," and he bowed in his turn. 

" He is welcome, provided always that the brave 
man has no need of my purse, for I confess frankly 
that I left my last crown in a cabaret on the Pont de 
la Tournelle." 

" Nobody ·wants your purse, Captain. On the con
trary, I beg you to believe that mine is very much at 
your disposal." 

" Whom have I the honour to be addressing ? " 
asked the Captain, profoundly moved by this noble 
response to his empty pocket, " and in what connec
tion can I be of service ? " 

" Firstly,'' answered the Chevalier, " I am the 
Baron de Buret. Secondly, you must know that I 
was supping last evening with one of my most intimate 
friends, Chevalier Gaston de Canillac, and three 
officers of the Old Guard, when a slight dispute arose 
as to the respective merits of the new Guardsmen sur
rounding Louis XVIII, in which I and my friend have 
the honour of being officers, comparing their fighting 
qualities and smart appearance with that of 
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Napoleon's Old Guard1
, to which these officers 

belonged. They imagined that the report which 
reached us from England, namely, that an Englishman 
was equal to three Frenchmen, had its origin in the 
new type of soldier belonging to the King. Now, 
whether this is true or not, I took the liberty of 
stating that they must have referred to Napoleon's 
Old Guard. This quarrel satisfactorily terminated in 
a meeting arranged for this morning. Our adversaries 
are three and we aTe but two. I went this morning 
to the house of certain friends of mine, and unfortun
ately found them not at home, and as I must start on 
important business in the Interior this evening, I 
installed myself on the Pont Neuf with the intention 
of addressing the first gentleman who should approach. 

You came and I addressed myself to you." 
" Morbleu," answered the Captain," you have done 

quite rightly. Rest satisfied that I am your man. 
What hour is this meeting ? " 

" One hour from now." 
" And where is it to take place ? " 
" At the Rue de Richelieu at the cross roads." 
" Diable I There is then no time to lose. But you 

are on horseback and I on foot. How can we manage 
that? " 

" There is one way, Captain." 
" What is that ? " 
" It is that you do me the honour of mounting 

behind me." 
" But willingly, M. le Chevalier," and without 

using the stirrup or the Chevalier's hand the Captain 
with a single bound sprang on to the crupper. At a 
swinging trot they came down the Quai de l'Ecole, 
which at that time was nothing bette:,; than a wharf, 
crossed the Quai du Louvre and the Quai des Tuileries, 
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through the Conference Gate, and, leaving on the left 
the road leading to Versailles, they threaded their 
way through the great avenue of the Champs Elysees, 
which now leads to the Triumphal Arc de l'Etoile. 
Arrived there, the Chevalier found that he had ample 
time to arrive at the rendezvous well within the 
appointed hour. The Captain profited by the slacken
ing of the horse's pace to speak. 

" Now, Monsieur," said he, "may I beg to enquire 
without indiscretion on my part if this duel is of suffi
cient importance to warrant my full services ? I wish 
to know, in other words, whether it is worth while to 
kill my adversary? " 

" Well," answered the other, " I have, I think, 
told all, and can only add that all three opponents are 
worthy gentlemen." 

Here they arrived at the rendezvous, and a young
chevalier who appeared to be waiting put his horse 
to the gallop over the green grass and approached 
rapidly-evidently the Baron's friend. " My dear 
Chevalier," said the Baron, '' permit me to present 
to you, in default of an old friend, a new one. Neither 
of our two friends were at home, and I met this 
gentleman on the Pont Neuf. Telling him of our 
embarrassment, he very kindly offered himself to free 
us from it with the liveliest goodwill." 

" I am indeed grateful to you, Monsieur, for this 
courtesy, and I do hope that one day you will give my 
friend and I the opportunity of requiting it," said the 
young Chevalier to the Captain. 

" Well said, Chevalier," replied the Captain, " and 
in speaking thus you may lead me to the other end 
of the world." So saying the Captain leaped down 
and began stamping about to restore his circulation. 

" Whoever is this rascal ? '' asked the Chevalier, 
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taking advantage of his being out of earshot. " I 
really don't know," confessed the Baron, " but I 
know we should be in a great difficulty without him. 
Probably some poor devil of an officer bf the old 
regime on his last legs, whom the peace has thrown 
aside, like many others. But we will judge him later 
on by his good works." 

" More likely by his long legs running away," 
shrewdly muttered the other. 

" Well," said the Captain, coming up, " where are 
our coxcombs ? I find myself in very good trim this 

. 

. " 

morrung. 
"When I came up to you," gravely answered the 

Chevalier, " they had not arrived, but it is still a few 
minutes to the hour, so I think we may as well repair 
to yonder restaurant." 

" Will you not take anything, Messieurs? " asked 
the landlord, who was standing at the door waiting 
for custom. 

" Yes," answered the Baron, " breakfast for three. 
VV:e are going to take a turn in the avenue by the cross 
roads, and then we shall return," and so saying, he 
let three louis d'or fall into the hands of the innkeeper. 
The Captain saw the glitter of the gold pieces one after 
another, and quickly reckoned up what might be had 
at the " Bois de Boulogne " for sixty francs ; but as 
he knew with whom he had to deal, he assumed that 
a little advice .from him might be useful. Consequently 
in his turn he approached the maitre d'hotel. " Listen, 
my f�iend," said he, " you know that I understand 
the price of things and that no one can deceive me 
about the amount of a tavern bill. Let the wines be 
good and varied, and let the breakfast be copious, or 
I shall break your head when we return. Understand?" 

" Be easy, Captain," replied the innkeeper, " it 
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is not a noble customer like yourself whom I would 
care to deceive." 

" All right, and remember that I have eaten nothing 
for twenty-four hours. Arrange accordingly." 

The hotel keeper bowed his head in assent and, 
knowing what that meant, retired to the �itchen with 
a very long face, for he was beginning to think that it 
was likely to turn out a less profitable a:ff air than he 
had at first anticipated. The Captain then hurried 
on to catch up the Baron and his friend, who were 
by this at the top of the road, impatiently awaiting 
him. 

Arriving at the cross roads, which was the appointed 
place of meeting, they found the three gentlemen 
waiting there. Their names were : Gaston C.haulieu, 
a former Lieutenant-Colonel in Napoleon's army; 
Pierre de Saint Genest, a general who had served in 
Egypt; Raymond de Saint Aulaire, who had com
manded an Army Corps in Spain and had retired with 
the rank of Major-General. Gaston Chaulieu, the best 
known of the three, was a man about thirty-six or 
thirty-eight years old, with a frank and open counten
ance and an inexhaustible fund of good humour and 
gaiety and who in his day had been a champion with 
sword and rapier. He was always ready to take on 
all comers, at the gaming table or at a duel, and con
cluded all his engagements without any malice or 
bitterness. He was much sought after by the fair sex, 
whilst at one time Emperor Napoleon had invested 
him with the Le�ion of Honour, and the ribbon 
denoting him to be the recipient of this great honour 
adorned his coat. Bowing low to each other they 
proceeded to strip, after observing the due formalities. 



THE FRENCH EAGLE 97 

Chapter XIX. The Duel and its Aftermt1,th. 

" GENTLEMEN," said the Baron de Huret, " it is now 
getting late and I think it might be wise to find a 
more retired spot, where we shall be at ease to trans
act the little business that brought us here." 

" Messieurs," said Gaston, " I know a spot that 
will suit you, a hundred yards from here." 

" Come," answered the Captain adventurer, "let 
us follow where the child innocence leads to safety." 

Gaston turned round and surveyed him from head 
to foot. " If you are not previously engaged, my 
strapping h:iend," said Gaston in a bantering tone, 
" I claim that privilege." 

" Bravo! " exclaimed the Captain, " as soon as I 
have cut your throat I will drink to our better 
acquaintance." 

They reached the glade spoken of, and drew their 
swords. "Come then, Monsieur," exclaimed the 
Captain to Gaston, who was neatly folding his coat 
and placing it by his hat, " You see I am waiting for 
you.'' 

" Do not be impatient, my fine fellow," said the 
old soldier, continuing his preparations with the 
deliberations natural to him, " One of the most 
essential qualities in duelling is sang-froid. I was like 
you at your age; but after the third or fourth sword
blow I received, I found out that I was travelling the 
wrong road and I returned to the right one. There ! " 
he added, at last drawing his sword, which was of 
immense length. 

" Diable, Monsieur,'' grumbled the Captain, 
glancing at his adversary's weapon. " What a 

G 
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charming implement you have there! It reminds me 
of the great spit in my mother's kitchen ! I am 
grieved I did not order the maitre d 'hotel to bring 
his spit to me as a match to yours." 

Gaston replied, " Your mother is doubtless a 
worthy woman, and if you are afraid, suppose that 
you are taking a lesson from your fencing master and 
keep your distance." The Captain was furious, and 
attacked Gaston with such fury that their swords 
engaged at the hilt. Gaston made a backward step. 

" Ah, ha, you retreat, my fine fellow! " said the 
Captain. 

" To retreat is not to fly, mon petit �ar�on," 
retorted Gaston, "that is an axiom of the art which 
I advise you to consider. Besides, I am not sorry to 
study your play. I note you are a pupil of Berthelot, 
apparently. He was a good master, but he had one 
defect, he did not know how to parry. Now look at 
this," he continued, replying by a thrust in tierce to 
a straight thrust. " If I had lunged then, I should 
have spitted you like a lark." 

The Captain was angry, for he had felt on his side 
the point of his adversary's sword, which, however, 
touched him so lightly that he might have taken it 
for the button of a foil. His anger therefore was 
increased by the conviction that he owed his life to his 
adversary, and his attacks became more wild and 
furious than ever. 

" Stop, stop! '' said Gaston, " now you are losing 
your head and trying to blind me. Fie fie, young 
man, at the chest, morbleu ! Ah, at the face again? 
You will force me to disarm you. Go and pick up 
your sword, young man, and coming back hopping 
on one leg to calm yourself will please me," and with 
a sudden twist he whipped the Captain's sword out of 
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his hand, .sending it flying twenty paces away, and at 
the same time pricked him in the leg. This time the 
Captain, much mortified, profited by the advice, after 
slowly picking up his sword. 

" You are right, monsieur," said he, " and I own 
I am but a child : but this meeting will, I hope, help 
to-make a man of me. A few more passes, please, 
that it may not be said you had all the honours." He 
became cool and collected, and now it was his turn 
to pink his opponent, but Gaston had the superior 
trick of fence, and he slowly wore his adversary down. 
He disarmed him the second time, but on this occasion 
he went and picked up the sword himself, and with 
a politeness quite at variance with his rather: rough 
exterior, he offered the hilt to the Captain. " Mon
sieur," exclaimed he, "you are a orave young man, 
but believe an old frequenter of schools and taverns 
who learned war before you were born; in Italy with 
Napoleon when you were in your cradle, and in Spain 
when you were just learning to kiss a wench. Change 
your master. Leave Berthelot, who has already taught 
you all you could possibly know and take Bois
Robert, and may his gracious majesty the devil fly 
away with me if in six months' time you are not as 
great a fencer as I." 

" Thanks for the lesson, Monsieur," said the Cap
tain, while two tears which he could not restrain 
flowed down his cheeks. " I hope it will profit 
me." 

Then they turned to their companions to see how 
they were faring. The combat was over for them too. 
Saint Genest was seated on the ground with his back 
leaning against a tree. He had been run through the 
body but happily the point had struck against a rib 
and had glanced along the bone, so that the wound 
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seemed at first sight worse than it really was. Still, 
he had fainted, the shock had been so violent. Baron 
de Burat, his opponent, was on his knees before him, 
endeavouring to staunch the blood with his handker
chief. The Chevalier de Canillac and Raymond de 
Saint Aulaire had wounded each other at the same 
moment. One was struck in the thigh, the other 
through the arm, and both had apologised, promising 
to be friends in the future. Honour had been satis
fied. 

Looking along the road, the Captain saw the inn
keeper running along to meet them. 

" Messieurs, Messieurs," he panted, " news for all ! 
The great Napoleon has escaped from Elba with all 
his civil and military officers, together with one 
thousand, one hundred soldiers ! " 

" Vive l'Empereur, with all my heart I " shouted 
Gaston. " Adieu, my brave Captain. Do not forget 
the advice I have given you. Especially be calm, 
give ground when it is necessary, parry in time, and 
you will be one of the best fencers in the Kingdom of 
La Belle France. My implement and its compliments 
to your mother's great spit." The Baron then turned 
to the Captain and said, " Captain, I do not think in 
the circumstances that it would be prudent to go and 
eat the breakfast which we have ordered, therefore 
receive my thanks, for the noble assistance you have 
rendered me, and in remembrance _of me, as it seems 
you are on foot, I want you to accept my horse. It 
is a good one, and will not fail you if you have to do 
eight or ten leagues in an hour." 

" Faith, Baron," exclaimed the Captain, " there 
was no need for that." Then, noticing that the 
Baron looked ipclined to take him at his word, he 
hastily added, " But thank you for the souvenir. I 
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shall ever treasure it." So saying, and bidding them 
farewell, he led the horse to where the innkeeper was 
waiting. " Lead on, Boniface," he said, " I want 
breakfast." 

Arriving at the hotel, he ate all alone the three 
breakfasts which had been ordered, to the stupefaction 
of the innkeeper, who also had to furnish six bottles 
of choice wine and hand back two golden louis d'or. 
Th� same day he took his horse to a dealer, and sold 
it for sixty louis d'or, and thus disappears from our 
history supremely contented. 

Chapter XX. Conscription again in France. 

THE news conveyed by the innkeeper was only too 
true, and the shadow of a great hand that had meJ?.
aced Europe had again lifted its sinister influence in 
the escape of Napoleon. In a small village at St. 
Breuc in France the tocsin had sounded, and the 
mayor had ordered a parade the following morning, 
as witnessed by the placards posted on the Maire's 
door. Limmer the blacksmith, who had served 
Napoleon in Moscow, arose early and went to his 
forge on the morning when proclamation had been 
given of Napoleon's escape. Taking a hatchet, he 
took off his right sabot, and lifting his foot on his 
anvil, he chopped off his right toe, muttering, " No 
more marching for the tyrant who left me in the 
snows of Russia 1 " Unfortunately for him a dishonest 
hawker who hated work looked in at the window and 
witnessed it; he walked in and demanded to know 
why he had done so. Limmer explained that as more 
than 800,000 soldiers had perished in the retreat from 
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Moscow, there were gaps in Napoleon's army which 
had to be filled, so that on January 8th, 1815, a great 
placard had been posted up by the Maire declaring 
that a levy of 150,000 conscripts of 1818, 100 cohorts 
of 1812, and 100,000 conscripts of 1809 to 1812 was to 
be made, so that the army would be larger than it was 
before the journey to Russia. 

" Then what do you propose I should do? " asked 
the hawker. " You have just cut off your toe, and 
if you don't help me I shall report it." 

The blacksmith, disgusted with such meanness, and 
seeing before him a hulking rascal, said : " Let me 
cut off the right finger of your right hand so that you 
can't shoot." 

" Not likely, it would hurt," replied the hawker. 
" Very well. Drink a pint of vinegar, and that will 

turn your blood to water." This was more to the 
hawker's purpose. 

The following day came the fatal drawing at the 
Town Hall. Along with them wa� Pierre the cripple, 
who, drawing No. 8, was passed fit for service, and 
the great lazy hawker who had tried to slink out of 
the village was seen by the gendarme and brought to 
the door of the Town Hall. When no one was looking, 
he put his hand in his knapsack and drew out a bottle 
of vinegar. Putting it to his lips he drank its con
tents, hoping that it would make him appear very ill. 
Unfortunately it was just his moment for turning in 
to the ballot box. He put in his hand and drew out 
No. 17. Still hoping that he would escape being 
called on, he went jauntily into the sitting-room where 
the deputy for the Council was seated. " Ah, there's 
a healthy fellow for you," said the deputy, rubbing 
his hands. Looking into a glass over the deputy's 
head, the hawker to his horror found that the action 
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of the vinegar had turned his face red instead of pale, 
as he had hoped, for the liquid had not had sufficient 
time to operate. He was inscribed on the roll as fit for 

. service. 
The following day Commandant Margot, mounted 

on a table in the public square and with other officers 
surrounding him, began to read the Gazertte aloud. It 
took a long time, and the people laughed and jeered 
at the passages that said the troops were faithful to 
King Louis XVIII, that Bonaparte was surrounded 
and would soon be taken, and that the illustrious Ney 
and the other Marshals had hastened to place their 
swords at the service of the King against Napoleon. 
The Commandant read on firmly in that deep voice 
of his until he came to the order calling on the French 
to seize Napoleon and give him up dead or alive. 
Then his whole face changed, and his eyes glittered. 
He took up the Gazette and tore it in little pieces ; 
and drawing himself up, his long arms stretched out, 
cried : " Vive l'Empereur I " with all the power of 
his lungs. Immediately all the half pay officers took 
up the cry and " Vive l'Empereur I " was repeated 
again and again by the very soldiers posted outside 
the Town Hall, when they heard the shout. The 
Commandant was carried shoulder high round the 
Cafe, and everyone was now calling out " Vive 
l'Empereur I " The tears rolled down the Command
ant's cheeks as he heard the name he loved best 
acclaimed once more. Enthusiasm reigned supreme. 
One poor old widow who had lost her husband and 
two sons in the retreat from Moscow was heard to 
say, " So it seems that the villain has run away from 
his island." Just that, and the response of the young 
simpletons who eagerly expressed their devotion to 
him was to burn her cottage to the ground, 
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Every day brought news of Napoleon's advance. 
From Grenoble to Lyons, from Lyons to Macon and 
Auxerre. There was no opposition anywhere to his 
advance, and the only question that troubled the 
public mind was the attitude of Ney to the Emperor. 
Could Ney, an old soldier of the Revolution, though 
he had kissed the hand of Louis XVIII, betray the 
country to please the King? The uneasiness disap
peared when it .was learned that Ney had followed 
the example of the army, the citizens, and of all who 
did not wish to go back to the customs and laws of 
twenty-five years earlier. 

On M_arch 21st, 1815, just as it was getting dark, 
it was felt that something decisive had happened in 
Paris. The drums were calling to arms in the market 
place and a great crowd soon assembled. The soldiers 
fell into their ranks. Commandant Margot, just 
recovered from his wounds, drew his sword and gave 
the order to form square. " Close up your ranks," 
he thundered. "Present arms." Then calmly he 
unfolded a despatch he held in his hand : 

" Soldiers, his Majesty Louis XVIII left Paris on 
March 20th, and the Emperor Napoleon entered the 
capital the same day. Vive l'Empereur ! " 

Chapter X
i

XI.

At the "Rose and Crown " in the Strand. 

WHEN it transpired that John Fairfax was of noble 
birth, and that he had an uncle alive who was in the 
Diplomatic Service, the captain of the ship where he 
had been impressed deemed it wiser to release him on 
the ship moving up the Thames past Execution Dock ; 
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and John, with his devoted black servant, Sambo, 
decided to call at his uncle's country home with all 
the credentials of his birth and the family jewels and 
papers. Arriving at his uncle's country seat in Barnet, 
he discovered that he, the uncle, was at Whitehall, 
and his kind aunt begged him to stay as long as he 
wished until the business of his uncle should be 
finished. One sad incident was to be his. His black 
servant became ill, and late in October, 1814, was 
buried in the tiny village churchyard. 

A few days after was the famous Guy Fawkes Day, 
and John, still a lad in years, led the boys round the 
village, shouting with untiring energy : 

" Remember, remember the fifth of November, 
Gunpowder treason, and plot. 
I see no reason why gunpowder treason 
Should ever be· forgot. 
Holloa, boys, Holloa, boys! make the bells ring. 
Holloa, boys, Holloa, boys ! God save the King ! " 

And in truth the bells did ring with right good will, 
for the procession was drawing nearer, and now it 
came into sight, and at the head of it marched John 
Fairfax, surrounded by hundreds of torch bearers. 
The effigy of Napoleon had taken the place of Guido 
Fawkes, and was sitting in his chair of state, covered 
with scarlet and adorned with gold fringe and em
broidery. On his shoulder sat a dwarf who had con
sented to play the role of " Devil," and who cer
tainly looked most diabolical as he climbed hither and 
thither, whispering evil counsel in the ears of the 
effigy, first on one side, then on the other. Arrived 
at the bonfire, the " Devil " just had time to jump 
from the shoulder of the effigy, as it was snatched 
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down and thrown in the midst of the flames. Then 
there arose a chorus of joyful exclamation and storms 
of cheering as the dwarf, in his capacity of Satanic 
Majesty, danced a hornpipe round the bonfire, jeering 
at the sufferings of his vanquished servant who 
crackled gruesomely in the flames. John, with a sigh, 
remembered that memorable evening when his devoted 
black servant, Sambo, had breathed his last, and so 
he quietly slipped away home. Arrived there he found 
a letter from his uncle, Sir Patrick, inviting him to 
come up to London to see him. 

Now it happened that one day w.hen out walking, 
John had heard a cry for help, and rushing forward, 
he saw two highwaymen attacking with swords a 
country lad armed only with a stick. He had rescued 
this lad and a friendship of master and servant was 
formed that day, which resulted in John's determina
tion to take him to London. So the following day 
saw them reaching the outskirts of London and at 
Highgate they stayed the night at a hostelry. 

Jeremy-such was the servant's name-was gor
geously attired in· a plum-coloured suit adorned with 
silver buttons. He was as _soft as they make them, 
as he strutted about the main yard admired by the 
kitchen-maids. " Sir, the ostler wanted to know at 
what hour he shall bring the horses," he said. 

" All right, Jeremy," answered John, " at eight 
o'clock, and don't forget the pistols." 

"I have them fresh primed, sir. Lord, but what 
wouldn't I give to have a snap at they highwaymen !" 

John laughed. Not doubting his own courage he 
saw no reason why he should doubt Jeremy's. 

Two days later he was supping in his lodgings at 
the " Rose and Crown " in the Strand. He had a 
sleeping room on the first floor with a broad window 
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looking out upon the street, and giving a glimpse of 
the famous Villiers Street. The room was furnished 
with cushions of red velvet on the window seat, and a 
rich Turkey rug on the f

l

oor. It was panelled in oak. 
The silver would not have been out of place upon a 
gentleman's buffet, and the candles in the sconces 
were of the finest wax. 

John had found a letter waiting for him. It was 
left by his uncle's man, and ran thus :-

" Dear Nephew, I had hoped to have awaited the 
pleasure of your calling on me to-night, but unfor
tunately I have been called away on secret service. 
However, I shall be passing through the Strand on my 
way to Whitehall this evening and will call on you 
instead. You remember the old adage, " If the 
mountain cannot come to Mahomet, Mahomet must 
come to the mountain," and as my business in White
hall concerns my country's good, why, then I may be 
able to suggest how you may best place your services 
at your country's disposal. 

" Your loving Uncle Pat." 

A knock at the door and in walked Jeremy. 
Grinning at his master, he touched his forelock. 
"Maybe you will not be wanting me for an hour, 
your honour ? '' 

" Your eyes are itching for the sights, I suppose, 
Jeremy. Run along and don't get into trouble." 

" Trouble, sir, bless me, what trouble? " 
" My lad, London is not the country." 
Before he had finished speaking a step was heard 

and a rich voice: " Here, my lad, is your master 
in? " and a big jovial athletic-looking man walked 
in, shaking hands warmly with John and seating him
self by the fireplace. It was his uncle. 
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They chatted for an hour and then, coming to the 
heart of things, Sir Patrick Fairfax said : " Napoleon 
has escaped from Elba and there is the dickens of a 
row at Whitehall over it. I have managed, however, 
to secure you a commission as an ensign in the 52nd 
regiment of Foot Guards, and as that regiment will 
shortly be sent to Belgium, I strongly advise you to 
put yourself in the hands of your Uncle Patrick for 
pistol shooting and sword play. You may not know 
that at fifty paces I can hit all the pips in a six of 
diamonds on a playing card, and that I was known in 
my day as Sir Patrick, the champion swordsman of 
the British Army. But don't forget, John, that you 
must have a ready sword, a swift insolence, and, by 
the Lord Harry, the touch of the devil. In your 
regiment there are. several young officers whose am
bition is as fierce as yours, ready to turn on a rival 
and rend him, and do it between the combing of their 
hair. Take this country boy of yours, whom I heard 
you sending out for a little swagger in the streets. 
He is strong and lusty and full of the pride of youth, 
and yet but a silly pigeon." 

" Jeremy, uncle, is an honest fell ow." 
"Honest! Honesty is but a watchman made to be 

kicked in the twinkling of an eye! Hallo, what is 
that? " For like an ass braying a blessing on an 
inappropriate text, John's servant stood at the open 
window in the street, hatless and buttonless, with a 
trickle of " claret '' still running from his nose. He 
was blubbering: "Mr John. Mr John! " 

Fairfax rose from his chair and opened the door to 
.his servant. " What's all this, Jeremy? " 

" Sir, I've been set on. I met two fellows outside 
a tavern by Charing Cross and very civil they were 
too. I went with them into an alley to see, they 
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said, a blackamoor who bit swords in half and could 
lift sixteen men on his shoulders. In the alley half 
a dozen other men set on me, cut off my silver buttons, 
took my purse, sir, and my hat." He blubbered, 
and, rubbing his bloody nose, kept looking at the 
stains on his knuckles. 

" But didn't you fight, man? " 
" Master, they had tricks as I never heard of afore. 

One nipped my windpipe from behind and I nearly 
choked; another kicked he, sir, in my soft parts." 

Sir Patrick burst out laughing, and after John had 
sent Jeremy downstairs, his uncle said : " The army 
is not unlike that, John, only instead of cutting off 
silver buttons, it takes away the pride of a man's 
soul. Be honourable, and above all get the first blow 
in. Remember Cromwell's advice was sound and 
is still worth repeating :' Trust in God, and keep your 
powder dry l ' '' 

John was duly received into the 52nd Regiment as 
an Ensign, and was afterwards to learn that it would 
go down in history in imperishable glory as the gallant 
regiment that smashed Napoleon's famous Imperial 
Guard at Waterloo. 

Chapter X·XII. Arthur W eUesley, Duke of Wellington 

FROM the official and private records in the hands of 
the writer of this story, the following brief outline of 
·this famous man may be given. Towards the middle
of the seventeenth century, an Irish landowner named
Garret Wesley married the daughter of another Irish
squire named Colley or Cowley. The families thus
united were of English descent, for whilst the Colleys
originally belonged to Rutland, having settled in Kil-
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kenny from the reign of Henry IV, the Wesleys traced 
their descent from Walaren to Wellesley, who was 
Justice Itinerant of Ireland in 1261 and a cadet of the 
family of De Wellesley in Somerset. Garret Wesley's 
marriage proving childless, he made his heir Richard 
Colley, on condition that he assumed the name and 
arms of Wesley. This Richard became subsequently 
Baron Mornington, and married. Upon his death in 
1781 he left his widow in circumstances the reverse of 
affluent, together with five sons and one daughter. 
Of his sons, the fourth, Arthur, was born in 1769. 

The very remarkable character of this was that not 
only was this the year of Napoleon Bonaparte's birth, 
but in both cases the place and actual day of birth 
have been shrouded in mystery. Passing over the 
schoolday years in which he showed no promise of a 
very wonderful leadership he possessed on attaining 
to manhood, he obtained a commission in the Army 
when nearly eighteen, and then there commenced a 
race for promotion between Wellington and Na pol eon 
unknown to each other, in which Napoleon won, for 
the chances in an unsettled state like France were far 
greater than with a settled government like that of 
England. At the age therefore of twenty-seven we 
find Napoleon a Major-General and "\IVellington a 
Lieutenant-Colonel. 

In 1796 Wellington was ordered to India, for there 
was hostility on the part of Tippoo, Sultan of Mysore, 
and two years afterwards the W esleys altered their 
name to that of Wellesley; the following year, war was 
declared against Tippoo, which terminated in the siege 
and capture of Seringapatam, and Wellington took 
command, which continued up to May 7th, 1801. 

From 1801-1805, after a series of brilliant engage
ments, he subdued the Mahratta brigands and sailed 
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for England, having been knighted for his services, 
and resigned his appointment. On his return home 
he graphically describes the one and only interview he 
had with Nelson. We will give the actual words of a 
letter. " I went to the Colonial Office in Downing 
Street and there I was shown in a tiny waiting room 
on the right, where I found, also waiting to interview 
the Secretary of State, a gentleman who from his 
likeness to his pictures and the loss of an arm, I im
mediately recognised as Lord Nelson. He could not 
know who I was, but he entered at will into conver
sation with me; if I can call it conversation, for it was 
almost all on his side, and all about himself, and in 
really a style so vain and so silly as to surprise and 
almost disgust me. I suppose something I happened 
to say may have made him guess that I was some
body, and he went out of the - room for a moment, I 
have no doubt, to ask the office keeper who I was, for 
when .he came back he was altogether a different man, 
both in style and manner. All that I had thought a 
charlatan style had vanished, and he talked of the 
state of this country, and of the aspect and proba
bility of affairs on the -Continent with a good sense, 
and a knowledge of subjects at home and abroad that 
surprised me-in fact he talked like an officer and a 
statesman. The Secretary of State kept us long wait
ing, and certainly for the last half or three-quarters of 
an hour I don't know that I ever had a conversation 
that interested me more. Now if the Secretary of 
State had been punctual and admitted Lord Nelson in 
the first quarter of an hour I should have had the same 
impression of a iight and trivial character that other 
people have had." This interview was interesting 
because of the persons concerned, for whilst Nelson 
had almost completely annihilated Napoleon by sea, 
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Wellington was to complete the work on land subse
quently. 

At the age of thirty-six he married the Hon. 
Catherine Pakenham in Lady Longford's drawing
room in Dublin on Friday, April 10th, 1806. The 
following year he became Irish Secretary, but in July 
of that year he " smelled war as an old warhorse " 
in Denmark and received the command of a division 
in Lord Cathcart's Army of 20,000 men. The siege 
of Copenhagen commenced and the city surrendered. 
He returned to his Irish Secretaryship after having 
received the thanks' of Parliament. 

On April 28th, 1808, Sir Arthur Wellesley was pro
moted to Lieutenant-General, and the following June 
appointed to command an expedition to the Peninsula. 
The ferocious character of the war in Spain caused 
through the utter undiscipline of the Spanish and 
Portuguese troops, the ferocity of the half-armed 
peasantry and the relentless severity with which the 
French had set about quelling the insurrection, had 
combined to create a terrible atmosphere. Stragglers 
and wounded were murdered sometimes with the 
addition of atrocious mutilations. Colonel Rene, a 
French envoy sent to Lisbon before the commence-

, 

ment of hostilities, was captured on his way back and 
sawn in pieces alive. The balance of cruelty was 
redressed by the French at Leiria, Evora, and other 
places. Sir Arthur, however, controlled and discip
lined his armies, and even insisted on paying for every: 
thing, whilst he severely punished looting and plunder
ing. 

On August 17th, 1808, he gave battle to the French 
at Rolica. His knowledge of the movements of the 
enemy was brought about in a curious manner. On 
the night of the 16th, Sir Arthur was roused from 
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sleep and informed that a stranger demanded an 
interview on business that would brook no delay. A 
monk was admitted. " I am come," said he, '' to 
inf�rm you that the French Corps before you intends 
to retire before daylight and if you want to catch 
your enemy you must be quick." 

" How do you know that? " asked Sir Arthur. 
"Well," replied the monk, "when General Junot's 

army first entered Portugal, he had his quarters in 
our convent of Alcobaca, and one of his staff shared 
my cell. We became very intimate, being both 
young men, and now the same officer is lodged with 
me. Last evening, he sat copying a despatch. I 
was curious to know what it was about, so I stole 
behind him, clapped my hands over his eyes, and in 
a feigned voice challenged him to guess which of the 
brethren was his captor, for you must know that we 
and the younger officers are accustomed to play like 
schoolboys. He struggled to get free, but in vain, 
for I am a powerful fellow; then when he was running 
over the names of the brethren I quietly mastered 
the contents of the despatch, which were as I have 
informed you. I hate the French, and we look on 
you as our heaven-sent deliverer." 

This was followed four days later by the battle of 
Vimiera, which was a complete victory for the 
English, for they defeated the Due d' Abrantes and 
14,000 of the best French trpops, while a General, 
thirteen guns, and many hundred prisoners remained 
in their hands ; their own loss was 720 killed and 
wounded, including 4 officers killed and 87 wounded. 
Junot, with a beaten army, evacuated Lisbon on 10th 
September, 1808, he and his staff embarked on the 
18th, his army of 26,000 men were conveyed in British 
ships to La Rochelle, and at the end of the month the 

H 
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only French troops left in Portugal were the garrisons 
of Elvas and Almeida. Junot fell under the dis
pleasure of Napoleon, who decided to send reinforce
ments to the Peninsula, and he entered Madrid in 
person. Sir John Moore took the field against him 
for Wellington had returned to England, and on 
December 23rd of that year Sir John Moore retreated, 
the battle of Corunna to«:>k place and he received his 
death wound on January 16th, 1809; and 14,000 worn 
and ragged soldiers, less than half the brave army 
that Wellesley had left near Lisbon, embarked for 
England. 

The following April Sir Arthur Wellesley received 
command of a second expedition to Portugal, and, 
advancing against Soult, fought a decisive battle at 
Oporto. Talavera followed, which terminated in a 
French retreat, and the British going into cantonments 
at Badajos. In September, 1809, Sir Arthur Welles
ley received a peerage for services rendered with dis
tinction. And now, from 1809 to 1814, we have many 
battles fought such as the Lines of Torres Vedras, 
Fuentes de Onora, Albuera, Cuidad Rodrigo; this 
series of battles continued in Spain, and the campaign 
of Salamanca commenced. Here it was that the sob
riquet of " Iron Duke '' was given to Wellington on 
account of his marvellous powers of endurance, and 
on the termination of the campaign he was made Field 
Marshal, promotion carrying with it a further £ 7,000

a year in addition to his pay of £5,000 a year as a 
Commander in the Field. The French were in total 
flight, and Wellington's own words to a captured 
French Officer of high rank : " Monsieur, il n 'y a ni 
quartier-general, ni armee fran�aise; l'affaire est 
finie," sums up the situation-the affair was finished. 
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Chapter XXIII. The Hundred Days._ 

THE Continental troubles produced through Napoleon's 
activities were not ended by his abdication and 
removal to Elba, for matters went from bad to worse 
and everything pointed to a conflagration in which 
Russia and Prussia would have to be ranged in a 
mighty conflict against Great Britain, France and 
Austria. But suddenly all disputes were hushed by 
the startling news conveyed to Wellington on March 
7th, in a despatch from Lord Berghesh dated March 
1st, that Napoleon had escaped from Elba. Next day 
came word that he had landed at Cannes and was 
marching on Paris. Authority was given to Wellington 
to guarantee a subsidy of £5,000,000 to be divided 
among the three Great Powers, in addition to an in
demnity of £2,000,000 which Great Britain paid for 
the proportion in which the contingent was short of 
her obligations under treaty. 1'Vellington received also 
carte blanche to act as he thought proper in the dis
posal of troops. That he thought lightly of the situation 
appears in a letter he wrote to his brother, Sir Henry, 
at Madrid. " You will have seen what a breeze 
Bonaparte has stirred up in France. We are all 
unanimous here and in the course of about six weeks 
there will not be fewer than 700,000 men at the French 
frontier." 

The " breeze," however, speedily developed into a 
hurricane, for Napoleon was marching from strength 
to str-ength. At Grenoble, soldiers sent against him 
lowered their muskets before his bared breast. He 
exclaimed, " Which of you will fire on your Em
peror? " and they broke down sobbing like children. 
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Their commander, Labedoyere, tore o_ff th� white 
cockade and joined him. Macdonald and Ney, of all 
Napoleon's old Marshals the last to take service ·under 
King Louis XVIII, pursued opposite courses. Mac
donald, true to his colours, escaped from Lyons amid 
shouts of " Vive l'Empereur " from his troops. Ney, 
a peer of the Restoration, marched from Paris, vowing 
that " he would bring back the usurper in an iron 
cage," but he had not gone farther than Lons-le
Saulnier before he threw off the mask. He told the 
prefect of l' Ain that the Marshals of France acting in 
concert had recalled Napoleon Bonaparte and that the 
army were of one mind. (It may here be said that after 
Waterloo, he was charged with treason and was exe
cuted, as Wellington was disgusted -with his perfidy 
and refused to appeal to the King of France to save 
his life). 

It is doubtful if Wellington realised the intensity of 
the crisis till he reached Brussels on April 5th to take 
command of the forces on the frontier. The magnifi
cent array of 700,000 soldiers of which he had spoken 
so confidently was scattered far and wide. The 
Russians were in Poland; the Austrians were fighting 
Murat in Italy; only 80,000 Prussians occupying the 
provinces of the Rhine were at hand to co-operate 
with the composite forces of 24,000 British, Dutch, 
Belgians and Hanoverians out of which he had to 
form an army. The British troops, only 4,000 in all, 
were mostly recruits. But on the other countries bor
dering on France there were 176,000 Russians under 
Count Barclay de Tolly advancing through Germany; 
while 90,000 Austrians under Prince Schwartzenburg 
and Archduke Ferdinand took post between Basie and 
Mannheim ; then the Bavarian Army under Prince 
Wrede, numbering 80,000 men, was concentrating on 
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the Upper Rhine. In addition to these the Emperor 
of Austria, having totally defeated Murat and restored 
Ferdinand to the throne of Naples, was placing 
120,000 men in Lombardy to support his forces on the 
frontier. All were acting on a common impulse, 
determined on nothing less than the total destruction 
of Napoleon's power, regardless as to whether it meant 
the possible restoration of Louis XVIII to the throne 
or not. To them, one and all, Napoleon Bonaparte 
had become the" Mad Dog of Europe,'' and now this 
mad dog must be taken and destroyed ! 

Against this truly formidable array of men_, includ
ing all the equipment of war, Napoleon mustered in 
round numbers 200,000 men, and he, having entered 
Paris at eight o'clock on the evening of March 20th, 
1815, was installed in his old quarters in the Tuileries, 
whence he reviewed the sitµation. He decided to 
recall the 85,000 men who had deserted rather than 
serve the Bourbons, and this decree he issued on April 
9th. On the following day he issued a further decree 
mobilising the Gardes N ationales which numbered 
284,720, of which 150,000 had reported themselves by 
June 15th. On May 18th Napoleon appealed to all 
retired soldiers to rejoin the army, which produced 
25,000 men fit for garrison duty. Conscription having 
been aboJished by royal charter, he hesitated to revive 
it at .first, and indeed was pleaded with by the Minister 
of War; Marshal Davont and the Conseil d'Etat 
refused to sanction it : but Napoleon overruled both, 
and the conscripts of 1815 were called out by a decree 
of June 4th. This produced a further 50,000 enthusi
astic and eager recruits so that, wonderful to record, 
such was the magic of the Emperor's presence that, 
having landed in March with 1,100 men at his back, 
he found himself, before the close of the Hundred 
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Days, with a regular army of 312,400 and an auxiliary 
force of 222,600-totalling in all 535,000 strong. He 
calculated that by October 1st he would have not less 
than 800,000. These hopes, however, history teaches 
were doomed to failure. He was his usual swift and 
brilliant self and decided not to await attack but to 
carry the war on foreign soil and to smash up the 
British and Prussian armies before the other allies 
could assist them. His whole present force amounted 
to:-

89,415 
23,595 

Infantry 
Cavalry 
Artillery 11,578 with 344 guns 

124,588 

The Prussian Army was under Prince Blucher, who 
had his headquarters at Namur, and consisted of :-

Infantry 99,715 
Cavalry 11,879 
Artillery 9,360 with 312 guns 

120,954 

Wellington's command was organised in two corps, 
one under command of the Prince of Orange, and the 
other under Lieutenant-General Lord Hill, and distri
buted over Belgium. The forces were as follows :-

British 31,253 
King's German Legion 6,887 
Hanoverians 15,985 
Dutc.h Belgians 29,214 
Brunswickers 6,808 
Nassau Contingent 2,880 
Engineers, Staff Corps, etc. 1,240 

98,717 
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or, reduced to three arms of the army, were :-

Infantry 69,829 
Cavalry 14,482 
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Artillery 8,166 with 196 guns 
Engineers, Staff Corps, etc. 1,240 

98,717 

We shall see how the opposing forces showed their 
mettle in the days that were to follow, culminating at 
Waterloo. 

Chapter XXIV. The Duchess of Richmond's Ball. 

ON May 3rd, 1815, the Duke of Wellington had an 
interview with Prince Blucher and came to a good 
understanding with him. It had become evident by 
this time that the army under Wellington would have 
to receive the brunt of the attack, and as both 
Wellington's and Blucher's forces were scattered over 
roughly one .hundred miles of frontier, it was decided 
that for the moment they should assume defensive 
positions until the wedge point of attack, and then 
help was to be given or received as the circumstances 
demanded: Meanwhile, Napoleon, up to the last 
moment of his final advance, masked his real intentio� 
by maintaining detachments along the whole Franco
Belgian frontier. The regular troops garrisoning the 
fortresses were s�cretly withdrawn and replaced by 
National Guards and it was not until June 18th that 
Major-General Sir Hussy Vivian discovered that he 
had opposite to him at Tournay not a French Cavalry 
picket but a small handful of Custom House officials ! 

Napoleon left Paris at daybreak on June 12th; by 
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the 14th his headquarters were at Beaumont, about 
sixteen miles south of Charleroi, and the whole of his 
forces were under his personal command. The right 
wing was bivouacked before Philippeville, numbering 
16,000; the centre composed of the Imperial Guard at 
Beaumont, numbering 66,000; whilst the left wing was 
posted on the Sambre, numbering 44,000. On arriv
ing to take command, Napoleon issued one of those 
stirring proclamations in which he knew so well how 
to exalt the spirit of his soldiers, and wound up with : 
"To every Frenchman who has a heart, the moment 
has arrived to conquer or to die." To Marshal Ney, 
who .had been restored to favour ( although spies had 
reported to Napoleon the incident of. the Iron Cage, 
i.e., Ney had promised Louis XVIJI that he would
capture Napoleon and bring him back in an Iron Cage)
was given the left wing. In the Bulletin de l 'Armee,
issued at Charleroi on the evening of June 15th, was
the following : " The Emperor has given command of
the left wing to the Prince of Moscowa (Ney) who has
fixed his headquarters at Quatre Bras on the road to
Brussels." This meant that Napoleon had intended
to force his way to Brussels between the two armies
opposed to him. As to the right wing, this was given
to Grouchy after taking from him the command of
the Cavalry.

Before the campaign actually opened, a serious 
landslide occurred in the military operations-so to 
speak, a crack in the wedge of granite which 
Napoleon wanted to drive between the forces opposed 
to him. This was the desertion of General Bourmont 
with all his staff to the Prussian headquarters. Prince 
Blucher, however, received him very coldly and al
though he had most important intelligence to impart 
he declined to speak to him. And now, the battle 
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having definitely opened, the Prussians and French 
having been engaged since four in the morning, Prince 
Blucher, according to previous plan, sent a message to 
Wellington, which, owing to some mischance, did not 
arrive until three in the afternoon. It took eleven 
hours, and Sir William Na pier, the historian of the 
Peninsular War, quotes the Duke as having said, " I 
cannot tell the world that Blucher picked out the 
fattest man in his army to ride with an express to me, 
and that he took thirty hours to go thirty miles "
the distance from Charleroi to Brussels (Waterloo 
letters, No. I}. 

General Muffling, who was attached to the Duke's 
staff, was the Prussian Commissioner at the British 
headquarters, and received General Von Zietan's 
express when it arrived at last from the front. This 
was serious, and Wellington was taken by surprise. 
And now the wonderfully solid character of the 
Englishman, when taken by surprise, asserted itself
a character that has made him the amazement of the 
world. ,Wellington decided, having made preparations 
accordingly, to continue allaying the general alarm, 
like Drake who went on with his game of bowls, 
s·aying, " There would be still time to beat the 
enemy." Here is an extract from one of the unpub
lished letters of a private tutor to a noble English 
family living in Brussels at the time. 

" Brussels, 18th June, 1815. 
" Though I have' given pretty good reasons for 

supposing hostilities will soon commence, yet no one 
would suppose it, judging by the Duke of Wellington. 
He appears to be thinking of anything else in the 
world; he gives a ball every week, attends every 
party, partakes of every amusement that offers. 
Yesterday he took Lady Jane Lennox to Enghien for 
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the cricket match, and brought her back at night, 
apparently having gone for no other object than that 
of amusing her. At the time Napoleon was said to be 
at Maubeurge, thirty or forty miles away." The 
Duke had fixed June 21st as the date for a grand ball 
he intended to give, but the Duchess of Richmond 
anticipated him by selecting the 15th for her ball. 
The evening arrived, and the Duchess, desiring to 
show her foreign guests a Highland Reel, engaged 
some of the sergeants and privates of the 42nd and 
92nd to perform one for their entertainment. Before 
the summer sun had quenched the ballroom lights, 
these poor fellows were trudging southwards, some of 
them never to return. 

Now although the Duke had attended this ball to 
reassure people as to the safety of Brussels, it was 
hardly likely that he-then the finest commander of 
the day-would fritter away the moments, and it was 
probably the lateness of the despatch which reached 
him that occasioned the fact that he was taken by 
surprise, for Napoleon's advanced guard was but two 
miles away. Perhaps the best explanation is that 
contained in the letters of the 1st Earl of Malmesbury : 
" The Prince of Orange came back suddenly, just as 
the Duke of Wellington had taken his place at the 
supper table and whispered to his Grace, who only 
murmured he had no fresh orders to give and recom
mended the Prince to go back to his quarters and go 
to bed. The Duke of Wellington remained nearly 
twenty minutes after this and then said to the Duke 
of Richmond, ' I think it is time for me to go to bed 
likewise,' and then wishing him goodnight, whispered 
to ask if he had a good map in the house. The Duke 
of Richmond said he had, and took him into the study 
which opened into the supper room. The Duke of 
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Wellington shut the door and said : 'Napoleon has 
humbugged me, by George, he has gained twenty-four 
hours' march on me.' The Duke of Richmond said; 
' What do you intend doing ? ' The Duke of VI elling
ton replied, ' I have ordered the army to concentrate 
at Quatre Bras, but we shall not stop him there and 
if so we must fight him here ' (at the same time 
passing his thumb nail over the position of Waterloo). 
He then said adieu, and left the house by another way 
out. He went to his quarters, slept six hours and 
breakfasted, and rode at full speed to Quatre Bras. 
The conversation in the Duke of Richmond's study 
was repeated to me two minutes after it occurred, by 
the Duke himself, who was to have commanded the 
reserve if formed, and to whom I was to have been 
aide-de-camp. He marked the Duke of Wellington's 
thumbnail with his pencil on the map and we often 
looked at it together some months afrerwards." 

As to the map in question, unfortunately it was not 
preserved for the nation, as it was lost when the Duke 
went to Canada. 

Chapter XXV. Quatre Bras. 

IN our previous chapter we mentioned that Wellington 
had been surprised on the 15th, but curiously enough 
his unpreparedness which occasioned time to adjust 
was neutralised by Napoleon's own inertness on the 
16th. Napoleon had only to form his line of battle 
to the front early on· that morning and he would have 
brought 120,000 men to envelop and crush one 
Prussian Corps d' Armee and one Belgian Dutch Bri
gade; then he might have turned to demolish the 
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British and Russian forces as they arrived in suc
cession. Thus the two greatest commanders of their 
age inaugurated by a false move their first encounter 
with each other. As soon as Wellington returned to 
Quatre Bras at 3 p.m. after reconnoitring the positions 
of the enemy, the Prince of Orange informed him that 
the French were in force in the wood before him but 
that he did not expect they would advance that after
noon. At that moment shouts of" Vive l'Empereur !"
were heard taken up in succession by brigades, and a 
loud voice could be heard distinctly crying, 

" L'Empereur recompensera celui qui s'avancera ! "

" That," observed the Duke drily, "must be Ney 
going down the line .. I know what that means. We 
shall be attacked in just five minutes ! " And so it 
was. 

Immediately afterwards, the French columns 
debouched from the wood in splendid order with drums 
beating; the Prince of Orange withdrawing his light 
troops and guns before them. As Wellington sat 
watching them, he was surprised to see that instead 
of both corps 40,000 or 50,000 strong advancing 
against him, one of them-that opposite his own left 
-was moving off sharply to its right in the dir1ction
of Ligny. It was not until many days later from
captured despatches (and Napoleon sent nine to Ney 
on June 16th) that this became clear to Wellington. 
The Emperor had ordered Ney to fall on the Prince of 
Orange at 2.80 p.m. before the zero hour for the 
attack by Grouchy on the Prussians at Ligny ; he was 
to sever the British communications with Mons and 
Ostend, and to meet the Emperor at Brussels at 7 
a.m. the following day. But at 8.15 after three orders
had been despatched to Ney directing him to carry
Quatre Bras, a fourth .command was sent, instructing
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him to support Grouchy by directing his attack on 
the right flank of the Prussians at Ligny. Colonel 
Laurent, riding round by Gosselies, conveyed this 
pencilled message to Ney, '' The fate of France is in 
your hands ; therefore hesitate not a moment to move 
according to your Emperor's commands, and direct 
your march upon the heights of Saint-Amand and 
Brye." Fifteen minutes later the position changed, 
'and Napoleon despatched another officer with orders 
direct to d'Erlon, commanding him to move upon the 
eminence of Saint-Amand and fall upon Ligny. 
"Monsieur le .Comte d'Erlon," the note ended, " you 
are about to save France and cover yourself with 
glory." Unfortunately, the .second messenger reached 
d'Erlon three-quarters of an hour before the first 
messenger reached Ney and this confusion altered the 
whole position of affairs. By no fault of its com
mander the whole energies of the 1st Corps d'Armee 
which, rightly directed, had been ir�esistible at Quatre 
Bras, was dissipated in fruitless oscillation between 
the two battlefields. Wellington's criticism of 
Napoleon's generalship on this occasion was severe but 
just. In Salisbury MSS. he is quoted as saying, " I 
wonder what they would have said of me, if I had 
done such a thing as t)lat. I preferred being too late 
in my movement to having to alter it." 

Ney had begun his attack about three o'clock with 
a furious onset upon the farm of Gemioncourt, situated 
on the Charleroi-Brussels highway. The fields were 
so deep with rye that it was difficult to make out the 
exact positions of friend or foe-a condition all in 
favour of the Allies, for it concealed their real weak
ness, as here the Duke had only 7,000 infantry and 
16 guns against 16,000 French. 

Gemioncourt was quickly taken from the Nassau 
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troops, and Prince Jerome's division on the French 
left drove the Dutchmen out of the wood of Bossu. 
Then they ordered a general advance, and the superior 
numbers of the enemy began very soon to prevail. 
The 2nd Dutch Belgian division, 7,000 strong, began 
to tire of the sport before evening and quitted the 
field, almost to a man. T.he chief feature of the fight 
was the steady endurance of the British infantry 
against the repeated charges of the French Cavalry. 
They held the line, and at last Picton arrived o_ppor
tunely from Brussels with 7,200 men; then the Bruns
wick Corps, 7,000 strong from Nivelles; and the 
Nassau contingent 6,900, with 1,200 of Van Merlen's 
horse, making a total of 22,000 Allies. By five o'clock 
Ney, who had began the fight with overwhelming 
numbers, found �imself in turn outnumbered by 6,000 

or 7,000. Ney, forfeiting all the advantage he enjoyed 
earlier in the day, was mad with rage against the 
Emperor and chagrined to think of his lost oppor
tunity; he felt he must wrest victory at the last hour. 

He sent for Kellerman. " My dear General," he 
said, " the safety of France is at stake. We must 
make a supreme effort. Take your cavalry and fling 
yourself upon the English centre. Crush them, ride 
them down ! '' 

Kellerman reto-r:-ted to point out that the enemy 
were now 25,000 strong and that he only had with 
him a single brigade of Cuirassiers, the other three 
brigades being far in the rear in accordance with Ney's 
own command. "What does that matter? " roared 
Ney above the thunder of the guns. " Charge with 
what you have ; ride them down ! I'll support you 
with all the Cavalry I have. Go ! Go, I tell you ! " 

Ten minutes later Kellerman's trumpet sounded the 
charge. In columns of squadrons eight hundred steel-
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clad horsemen thundered down upon Sir Colin 
Halkett'·s brigade. The first battalion, the 69th 
Regiment, was forming square in compliance with 
instructions from their brigadier when an officer of 
high rank rode up and asked what they were about. 
" Preparing for cavalry, sir," was the reply, " by the 
Brigadier-General's orders." " Oh, cavalry be hanged. 
There's none within miles of you. Reform column, 
sir, and deploy at once." 

This fresh order was in the act of being carried out 
when the Cuirassiers swept upon the column, rode 
through it, and carried off the regimenta1 colour. The 
30th and 33rd stood firmly in their squares shoulder
deep in rye; the Cuirassiers rode past them, scattered 
the Belgian and Brunswick Cavalry, and penetrated 
as far as Quatre Bras, completely turning the Allied 
position. On the left of Quatre Bras, the banks were 
lined by the 92nd Highlanders and some Hanoverians. 
The Duke of ,Wellington who had witnessed this fine 
charge, dismounted and stood to the left of the High
landers, then, moving round to the rear of the line, 
shouted out, " Don't fire, 92nd, till I give you the 
word." When the Cuirassiers were within thirty yards 
he gave the order for a volley which told with terrific 
violence, completely stopping and repulsing the attack, 
and Kellerman, being unsupported, drew off in great 
disorder, having, lost one-third of his brigade. 

The day closed with disaster on both sides, for the 
Allies lost 8,468 officers and men, and the French, 
4,800. In addition to the Allies' loss, most of the 
Dutch and Belgian troops, who, Bonapartist at heart, 
had deserted the field in the afternoon, spread the 
news of the defeat of the Allies. Then the Duke of 
Brunswick fell at the head of his good Black Bruns
wickers, whose sable uniform and silver death's head 
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and cross bones bear witness how his father had 
fallen in like manner commanding his Hussars at the 
Battle of Jena. At the time Brunswick was killed, 
Wellington himself was in great peril. The Brunswick 
infantry; which had replaced the troops of Nassau in 
the first line, gave way under a charge of French 
cavalry. Wellington rode up with the Brunswick 
hussars to cover them, but these, alas, fell into dis
order under a heavy fire of musketry and fled before 
a charge of Pire's " red lancers." Wellington 
galloped off, closely pursued, and arriving at a ditch 
lined by the Gordon Highlanders, called out to them 
to lie still. He set his horse at the fence and cleared 
it, bayonets and all! And this after having ridden 
forty-three miles during the course of the day before, 
and during the battle. Truly an Iron Duke ! 

Chapter XXVI. Wate-rloo. June 18th, 1815. 

BEFORE giving a detailed account of this memorable 
battle day and the respective parts played by our 
friends, Henri de Rochefort, John Fairfax and his 
servant Jeremy, it would perhaps be well to outline the 
timetable of events with which official records have 
enriched the military world through despatches and 
the official report of the Duke of Wellington. The 
timetable may be summarised as follows :-

8 a.m.-The general position of the Allied Army. The 
advanced posts of La Haye, Papelotte, La Haye 
Sainte and Hougoumont. 

8-9 a.m.-Napoleon prepares to attack.
10 a.m.-The Emperor's first order to Grouchy; the
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Frenc.h order of battle is arranged by Napoleon. 
11 a.m.-Having marshalled his line of battle, the 

Emperor returns to Rossomme. 
11.30 a.m.-Attack on Hougoumont. 
1 p.m.-Bulow's Corps appears on the French right. 

The Emperor's second order to Grouchy. 
1.30 p.m.-Ney receives the order to attack. 
2 p.m.-Advance of d'Erlon's Corps d' Armee. 
2.15 p.m.-Bylandt's Dutch brigade is broken. 

Donzelot's is repulsed by Kempt's brigade. 
2.30 p.m.-Death of Sir Thomas Picton. 

Marcognet is repulsed by Pack's brigade. 
2.40 p.m.-Charge of the Union Brigade. 
2.45 p.m.-Death of Sir William Ponsonby. 
2.50 p.m.-Charge of Lord Edward Somerset's bri-

gade. Repulse of Durette's column at Papelotte. 
3.30 p.m.-Second att�ck on La Haye Sainte. 
4.6 p.m.-Ney attacks with the Cavalry. 
4.30-5 p.m.-Bulow's Prussian Corps enters the 

field; it engages Loban's 6th Corps and carries 
Plancenoit. Lord Hill moves up on the right. 
Critical position of both opposing armies. 

5.80-7.80 p.m.-Plancenoit taken and retaken. Van 
Zietan's Prussian Corps begins to operate on the 
French right. Final attack of the Allies. 

8-9 p.m.-'' Up Guards and at 'em." Defeat of the
· French Imperial Guard. General advance of the

Allies. Rout of the French.
9 p.m.-Meeting of Wellington and Blucher in the 

dark in- the village of Genappe. 

Sunday, June 18th, 1815, opened fine after a down
fall of rain the previous day, and in Wellington's lines 
at 6 a.m. the " fall-in " sounded, and shortly after
wards the batteries, squadrons, and battalions took 

I 
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their appointed places in order of battle. Lord 
Uxbridge, as next in seniority to the Commander-in
Chief, came to the Duke and said he would like to 
know his plans, because if anything happened to the 
Duke, the command would devolve on himself. Un
fortunately for Lord Uxbridge, the Duke was on bad 
personal terms with him because he had been forced 
on him by the Horse Guards, instead of his old 
Cavalry General, Lord Combermere, and his answer 
was short and to the point. " Plans! I have no 
plans except to give that fellow a darned good 
licking." 

Waterloo, where Wellington's headquarters were on 
the night of 17'th-18th June, 1815, is a small village 
eleven English miles from Quatre Bras, and two 
English miles north of the. hamlet of Mont-Saint-Jean, 
with the farmhouse· and orchard of La Haye Sainte 
on the right and possessing certain advantages to the 
defending force. The Allies grouped together showed 
a front of nearly three English miles facing the south, 
defined and strengthened by the hedges and banks of 
the Ohain crossroad and with four advanced posts : 
La Haye, Papelotte, La Haye Sainte with its sandpit, 
and Hougoumont with its garden, orchard and wood. 
On the right the line extended a mile facing west
south-west. Mounted on his famous charger, Copen
hagen, the Duke rode with his staff along the lines 
as the brigades took up their positions. He wore his 
usual exceedingly plain dress-blue frock, blue cloak, 
white pantaloons, black sword belt, cocked hat without 
plume, but with King George's black cockade and 
three smaller ones in the colours of Portugal, Spain 
and the Netherlands, indicating the four services in 
which he held Marshal's rank. The one piece of 
dandyism he affected was wearing a white cravat 
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fastened behind the neck with a buckle instead of the 
regulation black stock. 

Meanwhile, the Emperor Napoleon, before retiring 
to rest at the farm of Caillon shortly after midnight 
on the 17th, dictated to Soult the order of the battle 
for the morrow. After resting an hour, he rose again, 
and, accompanied by General Bertrand, rode through 
the pouring rain right round his advanced posts. He 
was uneasy lest the enemy should beat a retreat during 
the night, but from the little tavern of La Belle 
Alliance (this name which derived so much signifi
cance from the events of the following day, had its 
origin in the marriage of a former proprietor, who was 
old and ugly, with a pretty young woman in the 
neighbour.hood), he saw the bivouac fires of Welling
ton's Army and felt satisfied that it was going to hold 
its ground. He returned to Caillon, and after resting 
broke his fast with his chief generals--Soult, Bassano 
and Drouot, the meal being served on silver plate 
with the Imperial Arms, after which at eight o'clock 
maps were brought out and the situation eagerly dis
cussed. At that moment Ney entered, having observed 
signs of activity in the Allied lines looking like retreat. 
He urged the Emperor to hasten the attack or the 
enemy would escape. " You have seen wrong," 
replied Napoleon, " the time is past for that. 
Wellington would suffer destruction if he attempted 
retreat. He has thrown the dice and they are in our 
favour." 

Soult deplored the absence of Grouchy. He con
sulted the Emperor once more, as he had done the 
day before, to ;recall at least part of the 84,000 men 
with that Marshal. " You think," roughly retorted 
the Emperor, "that because Wellington defeated you, 
he must be a great general. I tell you that he is a bad 
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general, that the English are poor troops, and that 
this affair will be ended by dejeuner." " I hope so," 
replied Soult. 

Dismissing the Generals, wearing his well-known 
grey paletot over the usual uniform, Napoleon 
mounted his white Arab charger, Marengo, and rode 
off to the front at La Belle Alliance, taking with him 
as guide, Jean Decoster (a Belgian who kept a small 
roadside tavern), bound in the saddle of a troophorse 
and attached by a picket rope to that of a mounted 
chasseur. Having scanned the Allied position, and 
while his troops were still assembling, the Emperor 
was returning when his horse shied at something that 
had apparently startled it, and, taking the bit between 
its teeth, rushed on past the dismayed sentries. Sud
denly a sentry posted at the top of the .hill saw the 
Emperor galloping on towards him with the horse out 
of control; leaving his musket against a tree, he 
stepped forward, and jumping on one side as the 
horse drew near, caught the bridle and brought it to 
a standstill. 

"What is your name? " asked Napoleon. 
" Sire," replied the sentry, '' Henri de Rochefort." 
" Oh, a nobleman of the old regime. Thank you, 

Captain." 
The quick wit of Henri (for it was actually he, his 

previous army life having given him a delight for 
soldiering), came to the front. " Of what Regiment, 
Sire? " 

" Of my Imperial Guard," shouted Napoleon, who 
was galloping away. 

Fortunately for Henri, a staff officer came up just 
as the Emperor was talking to him, and had over
heard what Napoleon said. He kindly directed Henri 
to where the Imperial Guard was stationed and handed 
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him a note to its commanding officer, informing him 
of Napoleon's words. " Here," said he, " take this 
note to the Commander or he won't believe you. You 
are a lucky young man." 

All this happened just before ten o'clock in the 
morning, and an hour later the attack on the Allied 
position before Hougoumont commenced. With 
drums beating, colours flying, and bands playing, 
Napoleon's last army defiled before him into its 
position on the plateau of La Belle Alliance. Seldom, 
if ever, within historic times has such a mighty force 
been marshalled within so small a compass. 72,000 
French with 246 guns were drawn up against 68,000 
British and their Allies with 156 guns-one hundred 
and forty thousand men with 400 cannon. Yet the 
whole space from flank to flank was less than three 
miles. Shortly after 11 a.m .. coils of white smoke 
surged out from the French left, and a mighty roar 
crashed along the dark hedge of war. The British 
batteries on the Allied right made sonorous response, 
the echoes reverberating back from sixteen miles away 
where Grouchy was eating a dish of strawberries l 

Incessantly taking pinches of snuff, as was his habit 
in moments of anxiety and excitement, the Emperor 
wheeled up to the right the 6th Corps under Count 
Loban to guard the approaches from W avre and Saint 
Lambert. He then gave Ney the order to attack and at 
2 p.m., d'Erlon's Corps advanced, 18,000 strong, Ney 
himself riding with d'Erlon at the head of the leading 
division. Wellington watched the advance from under 
a moderate-sized elm on the ridge (this elm is no 
longer to be seen, an enterprising Englishman having 
been allowed to purchase it and enrich himself by the 
sale of its wood in snuff boxes, etc.). In vain his 
staff officers urged him to move away, seeing how 
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dangerously the tree was drawing the enemy's fire. 
With loud cries the French moved down upon 
Bylandt's Dutchmen, who had been harassed by the 
fire of the grand battery at a range of 1,000 yards ; 
these broke and passed through the ranks of the 
Cameron Highlanders, who, lying in the shelter of the 
cross road, jeered them derisively, and many a sly 
prod from the business end of a bayonet quickened 
the movements of the broken battalions to the 
rear. 

Suddenly a loud hurrah from the ridge above 
caused all to look up. Within forty yards stood a 
thin red line-the 28th and 29th Regiments, the 79th 
Cameron Highlanders, and 1st Battalion 95th Rifles
overlapping the flanks of the French column. A sharp 
command and every musket was levelled at the 
" present," another word, " Fire! '' and a torrent of 
lead tore through the crowded ranks. Douzelot's 
men, brave as they were, began to fall back. Then 
was heard Picton's last word of command : " Charge! 
Hurrah ! " and a musket ball entered his right temple 
and he fell dead. With loud cheers the British line 
poured down the slope, disorganising and throwing 
the French into utter confusion. 

Now Pack's brigade deployed and came into line, 
and the superiority of the fire from an extended front 
told with telling effect on the French columns. And 
now the cavalry under Sir William Ponsonby came 
into play-playfully called his Union Brigade-con
sisting of the Royal Dragoons, the Scots Greys, and 
lnniskillens. As Ponsonby's line advanced the High
landers were forming squares ; but· with loud cries of 
" Scotland yet," many of them seized the stirrups of 
the Greys as they passed through and were carried 
forward in the charge. They got out of hand and 
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after routing the French, were in turn punished by the 
cannon of the enemy and finally retired with the loss 
of their commander, Sir William Ponsonby. Shortly 
afterwards, a charge by Lord Somerset's brigade (the 
1st and 2nd Life Guards, the Horse Guards, and the 
King's Dragoon Guards) routed the infantry column 
of Allix's brigade and the position appeared definitely 
in favour of the Allied cause. 

About 3 p.m. Napoleon received a despatch from 
Grouchy written at 11.30 a.m., which gave him cause 
for anxiety, for it stated that Bulow would be pre
sently on the right flank of the French. Time, 
esteemed so cheaply in the morning, was of supreme 
value now; the English must be beaten before Bulow 
could come into action, so Napoleon directed a second 
attack on La Haye Sainte. Ney led the attack, which 
was firmly repelled, and Ney's nerves broke under the 
strain ; he flew about like a madman, for he felt 
instinctively that this was the beginning of the end. 
The French cavalry advanced on the west of the high 
road in squadron form, but, because of the deep 
ground and the high corn, very slowly. It was a 
cruel enterprise. The batteries on the heights drove 
lanes of death through the glittering masses of 
_Cuirassiers, of gay Lancers and gallant Hussars; yet 
with faultless courage and steady discipline these fine 
horsemen rode up to the batteries and through them 
on to the plateau beyond where the grand British 
squares stood motionless, solid and firm, hedged with 
steel. It was an hour for ever memorable in the 
annals of British Infantry� The French were driven 
back, yet on they came again with indomitable cour
age, four times in all, to drive in those squares, but 
all to no purpose. Then it was that Napoleon 
realised the terrible blunder that had taken pl Q.Ce, for 
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he saw from La Belle Alliance what was going on 
beyond the valley. 

" That premature movement,'' he said to Soult, 
" will have a fatal effect on the fortunes of to-day." 

" Ney has compromised us," growled Soult, " as 
he did at Jena." 

" It was too early by an hour," continued 
Napoleon, "but we must support him now." 

Meanwhile, the garrison at La Haye Sainte had 
spent all the ammunition, and Baring, having col
lected his little force together-forty-two men in all
made good his escape to the general line. This became 
a serious loss to the Allies, for French sharp-shooters 
swarmed into every part of the buildings and out
houses, and directed an injurious fire on the right of 
the 5th Division, whilst Ney established a battery 
there. The position became so serious now that, beset 
on all sides by officers requesting instructions, Welling
ton had only one reply : " There are no orders except 
to stand firm to the last man." Ney appealed to 
Napoleon for reinforcements. " More troops? " 
shouted Napoleon, "Where am I to get them? Does 
he expect me to make them ? '' And in fact 
Napoleon's position was as critical as Wellington's, 
for it was about 4.30 p.m. and his right flank was 
threatened by Blucher's troops joining Bulow's 4th 
Corps at Chapelle about I p.m. 

And now from 5.80 p.m. to 7 .30 the battle raged 
around Plancenoit. Napoleon ordered the Young 
Guard to attack it, and Plancenoit was taken, but 
immediately afterwards they were driven out. Sub
sequently Napoleon's Old Guard re-took it, the Young 
Guard rallying ·under their shelter, having been 
stiffened by the Old Guard acting as shock troops. 
Then it was Napoleon ordered the final attack on the 
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Allies. He had still in hand twelve battalions of his 
famous Guard, two others being engaged in holding 
Plancenoit. Leaving three in reserve at La Belle 
Alliance, he caused Drouot to advance into the valley 
with nine formed into squares, riding himself at the 
head of the leading battalion. He was an hour too 
late! An hour earlier, when Ney begged for rein-:

forcements, the day might have been turned into 
victory for him; now it was too late, for Wellington 
had re-established his line, and the final. moment had 
come. Napoleon had decided to play his last trump 
card. Alas for him, for the face of the card when 
turned up revealed the stern features of the Iron Duke 
Wellington! He had staked all as a gambler, and had 
lost. 

He led them still in squares; his own Imperial 
Guard was the first square to ascend the slope slippery 
with blood and mire, and they gained a momentary 
advantage over the Brunswickers, and the British 30th 
and 73rd Regiments who were retiring according to 
plan. And now the French 3rd and 4th squares had 
become fused together and reached the crest as a 
single column. Apparently there was nothing in their 
front and they had neared the cross road, when 
Wellington's voice was heard above the storm of 

· battle, " Stand up, Guards. Up Guards and at 'em ! "
Then from the shelter of the wayside banks rose the 

line of Maitland's Brigade of Guards four deep and 
1,500 strong, which poured a withering fire into the 
square, and, charging swept them from the combat. 
Near the foot of the slope pursued and pursuers en
countered the last square ( 4th Chasseurs) unbroken 
and advancing. Obeying the command to retire, the 
British Guards reformed on the flank of Sir Colin 
Halkett, and to the left of Adam's brigade (the 52nd, 
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71st and 95th). Our hero, John Fairfax, was already 
a smart officer in the 52nd Regiment and had been 
promoted for bravery on the field of battle to Captain's 
rank at Quatre Bras, and was burning for a brush 
with the Imperial Guard. Imagine his delight w.hen 
his commanding officer, Colonel Col borne, had changed 
his battalion front in a half circle to the left so as to 
bring his whole fire to bear upon the French Guards in 
its advance. This movement set the seal of failure on 
Napoleon's last attack. Lieutenant S. Reed of tl;ie 
71st Regiment, which was on the right of the 52nd, 
and supported it in its charge, wrote : " The Imperial 
Guard, I think, were either in square or column. I 
do not think they were in line . . . and we charged 
three squares of the guards which we broke and pur
sued. . . . The French squares having separated, the 
52nd pursued what had been their square; the other 
two fell to our lot.'' Captain John Fairfax engaged 
two burly Guardsmen and killed them, then noticing 
anotheF of the Imperial Guard running towards an 
English ammunition van he pursued him and killed 
him also. Wondering why he specially moved there 
he peeped in and to his surprise saw his servant, 
Jeremy. "Here, what are you doing here? " he 
demanded. " Oh, sir," said Jeremy, " my head was 
aching and I thought if I came here I would get a 
rest.'' 

" I see. Well, get my supper ready as I shall soon 
be home. The battle is nearly over." 

On leaving the van, John saw an officer of the 
French Guard advancing towards him, and a duel 
commenced. Unknown to John, this was Henri de 
Rochefort, who was a skilled swordsman. He laughed 
when John called on him in French to surrender, but 
unfortunately for Henri, in retiring from parrying a 
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determined thrust, he slipped in some blood, and 
falling on his knees, had no option but to bow to the 
inevitable and surrender, for the point of John's sword 
was at his throat. John took him to his lines and 
handed him over to a sentry in charge. 

Meanwhile, the Emperor Napoleon did his duty to 
the last. H� broke the brigade of the Old Guard into 
squares and placed them across the line of flight to 
the west of the Charleroi road. Ney came along with 
the crowd-Ney, who had been seeking death and 
finding no friendly bullet to end this frenzy of defeat. 
Ney, bareheaded and in rags, shrieked to d'Erlon as 
they were borne together in the crush of defeated 
warriors, " If you and I come out of this alive, 
d'Erlon, we shall be hanged." T.hen, succeeding in 
rallying some of Durette's division, . he shouted, 
" Come and see how a Marshal of France dies ! " 
But these too, fell away from him, and so, covered 
with blood and mud, and black powder smearing his 
face, with a broken sword in his hand, he entered one 
of the squares of the Old Guard, the only steadfast 
objects in that welter of panic and pursuit. 

When Wellington recognised that the supreme 
moment had arrived, he rode forward to the crest of 
the ground, and above the smoke wreaths, clearly 
defined as a bronze statue against the bright western 
sky, he held .his cocked hat aloft and forward ! This 
was the signal for a general advance according to a 
pre-arranged plan, and straightway the whole Allied 
Army marched, closing in their ranks, while far in 
Advance was the 52nd with Captain John Fairfax 
proudly advancing with the rest. Napoleon, seeing 
the advancing forces and weary of the useless slaugh
ter, gave the order to retreat and entered the square 
of the 1st Battalion of the 1st Grenadiers of his Old 
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Guard, closely followed by Adam's Brigade. He was 
then pursued by Blucher's men and Bulow's infantry. 
At Genappe they captured the Emperor's carriage 
and a vast amount of baggage and artillery, aided by 
the light of a glorious summer morn. 

Napoleon's day was over! 



EPILOGUE 

YEAR 1825 

TEN years had passed away since Waterloo, and now 
peace was at last established. Before saying- adieu to 
our kind and patient readers, we would like to place 
on record the great pleasure it has been to pursue to 
its conclusion the brief life history of this Man of 
Destiny, who became for many years in English nur
series the embodiment of all that was bad. Napoleon 
was the " bogey man " to frighten children when 
they were naughty. 

As to Napoleon himself, he arrived at Charleroi 
about daybreak on June 19th, 1815, with a small 
mounted escort. He desired to assemble there the 
remains of his army. Prince Jerome had collected 
20,000 men and Grouchy, who, being apprised of the 
defeat of the " Grand Armee," had been ordered to 
march to Laon with all speed. But the counsel of his 
generals being opposed to further resistance, Napoleon 
continued his flight to Paris, handing the command 
over to Soult. Thus the dismal end of the Hundred 
Days came : he abdicated for the second time on June 
22nd, 1815, in fa�our of his son who was, however, 
rejected by the Chamber of Representatives and the 
Election. Still believing himself to be the Man of 
Destiny, and regarding himself '' as the first soldier 
of the nation," he offered his services as General to 
defend France with 70,000 men still under arms, but 
his services were refused, and on July 8rd, Napoleon 
was at Rochefort seeking a passage to America. 

Baffled by the vigilance of the British cruisers, he 
surrendered himself a prisoner to Captain Maitland of 

141 
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the " Bellerophon " on July 15th, 1815, and there 
penned his famous letter to the Prince Regent, desiring 
to " seat himself at the head of the British people." 
He was sent to St. Helena and died there-the details 
of which we have already discussed and placed before 
our readers. 

Our Russian friend, Ivan, whose adventures we 
have already narrated, consummated a real Russo
French Alliance by marrying Marguerite, and the 
marriage was a happy one in every way. His brother
in-law, Henri de Rochefort was granted an honourable 
release from captivity through the earnest solicita
tions of his new friend, Captain John Fairfax. Their 
last day together was wound up by an amusing inci
dent. Jeremy, the Captain's valet, was bringing in 
the breakfast, and was humming to himself, " I'll 
stick to the ship, lad, I'll save your life," when his 
master interrupted him by saying : " You seem in a 
good mood, my lad." 

" Yes, sir," answered Jeremy, looking slyly at 
Henri, "I was thinking of the licking we gave they 
Frenchies. '' 

"We! " echoed John, "w.hy, the only time I saw 
you anywhere near the fighting area was when you 
crept into an ammunition van and I was only just in 
time to stop a big hefty soldier of the French Imperial 
Guard from introducing the point of his bayonet into 
your ' soft parts.' " And, winking at Henri, to the 
consternation of poor Jeremy he sang in a good tenor 
VOICe: 

" I was hiding in the ammunition van, 
'Midst the shot and shell I've been ; 
·Whilst comrades fought as comrades ought,
I was nowhere to be seen,
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I was hiding in the ammunition van, 
Listening to the din and strife ; 
When the fight was o'er, out once more, 
That's how I saved my life." 

148 

" There, that will do, Jerry, and in the future 
remember :that Englishmen are always courteous to 
those who are unfortunately placed, and also Captain 
Henri is my very good friend.". 

Just to strike a final note. It is not generally 
known that it was the ambition of Napoleon that 
everyone should bow the knee to him. This was of 
course not granted to him during his life, but, curi
ously enough, his remains in Les Invalides are so 
situated that it is impo�sible to gaze upon his tomb 
without first taking off the hat and bending down !
Thus, though in life his vain glorious dream was not 
his to enjoy, in death it has become an accomplished 
fact. Upon entering the Mausoleum the visitor can
not fail to be impressed with awe of the man whose 
unquenchable spirit still lives in the hearts of the 
sons and daughters of La Patrie, and also in the 
minds of all civilised nations, as one whose name is 
indelibly inscribed upon the pages of modern history. 

And if dear readers, after reading and profiting by 
this simple tale of The English Lion v. The French 
Eagle you yourselves go to sleep and awaken 
refreshed and strengthened in your resolve to live and 
act honourably and God-fearing as English little 
gentlemen-the generation of to-morrow-the writer 
feels that he may lay down his pen with a measure 
of satisfaction. His final word of salutation is :-

" Mesdemoiselles et Messieurs, d votre sante
To your very good health." 
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