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so worthy of compassion; and these kind words which
Marie Antoinette had spoken fo her were the last which
Josephine was ever to hear from her lips.

A fow days after this visit fo Trianon, Josephine re-
ceived from her parents n Martinique letters which had for
their object to persnade her with the tenderness of love,
with all the reasons of wisdom, to return to her home, to
the house of her parents, to withdraw with bold resolution
from all the inconveniences and humiliations of her precari-
ous and dangerons sitnation, and, instead of living in hum-
ble solitude as a divorced, despised woman, SOOTET to come
to Martinique, and there in her parents’ home be again the
beloved and welcomed daughter.

Josephine hesitated still. She could not come to the
resolution of abandoning the hope of a reunion with Alexan-
dre de Beanharnais; she dreamt yet of the happiness of see-
ing the beloved wanderer return to his wife, to his ehildren.

But her annt and her father-in-law knew better than
she that there was no prospect of such an event; they knew
that the visconnt was still the impassioned lover of the
beautiful Madame de Gisard; that she held him too tightly
in her web to look fora possibility of his returning to his
legitimate affection.

It any thing could rouse him from this love-spell, and
bring him back to duty and reason, it would be that sudden,
unexpected departure; it would be the conviction which
wonld necessarily be impressed upon him, that Josephine
desired to he forever separafed from him ; that she was coli=
seious of being divorced from him forever, and that, in the

ride of her insulted womanhood, she wished to withdraw

herself and her daughter from his approaches, and from
the scandal which his passion for Madame de Gisard was
giving.

Such were the reasons with which her relatives, even the
granaifab‘;1ex~ of her two children, sought to persuadc her 10
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a voyage to Martinique—bitter though the anguish
be for them to be deprived of the presence ofathLe W(mlld
!ove]_x_: young woman, whose youthful freshness -mdgem .
had like sunshine cheered the lonely house in l*‘(‘);'at:lineb?r?@:
to.see also part from them the littihe Hortense, whose j E'du:
voice of childhood had now and then r(-(‘,:xllm.'; thélf- J?l‘lOlh
son to the father’s house, and which was stili a bumiu il (:’lb
united Josephine with her husband and wéth hi%.famil“-' o
Josephine had to give way before these m'lruLmente }l- y
ever Ill'llf‘h her heart bled. She had long fel:hm\' lt;l‘l ‘]10“;
impropriety and of danger there was inn the Si[ll‘iﬁOIlL'lfO‘
young -‘vmyan divorced from her husband, :li-ld l‘l(;“' [’I:’l l&
more dignified and expedient it would be for her to thl
to her father’s home and to the bosom of her fanﬁlvre 21“'
therefore took a decided resolution; she tore l1ori(;lf. a:.v'm
from her relatives, from her beloved son, \\'h(m; ;h(- co (ln{
not take with her, for he belonged to the father . i\'itlu‘-
gtream of painful tears she bade farewell to t};e lov : ?
youth, to the joys of youth, from which naught Iremu?n ?1
but the wounds of a despised hearf, and the children \\'}”
gazed at her with the beloved eyes of their fathér .
In‘ the month of July of the year 1788, Jnsép'lﬁnv. with
her little five-year-old danghter Hortense, left Fontaine-
blean, went to Havre, whence she embarked for Martinique.

CHAPTER VIL
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; .\\ HllLF. the Viscountess Josephine de Beauharnais was
uring long years resignatfi 1 b
hum'f- ong years of 1 Tlg]m‘nnn, enduring all the anguish,
. i Irfl]OIlS, and agonies of an unhappy marriage, the
rst pain and sorrow had also clouded the days of the young
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Corsican boy who, in the same year as Josephine, had em-
barked from his native land for France. :

In the beginning of the year 1785, Napoleon Bonaparte
had lost his father. In Montpellier, whither he had come
for the eure of his diseased breast, he died, away from home,
from his Letitia and his children. Ounly his eldest son Jo-
seph stood near his dying couch, and, moreoyer, a fortunate
accident had brought to pass that the poor, lonely sufferer
should meet there a friendly home, where he was received
with the most considerate affection. Letitia’s companion of
youth, the beautiful Panonia Comnéne, now Madame de
Permont, resided 1n Montpellier with her husband, who was
cettled there, and with all the faithfulness and friendship of
a Corsican, she nursed the sick hushand of her Lefitia.

But neither the skill of the renowned physicians of
Montpellier, nor the tender care of friends, nor the tears of
the son, could keep alive the unfortunate Charles de Bona-
parte. For three days long he struggled with death; for
three days long his youth, his manhood’s powers, resisted
the mighty foe, which already held him in its chains; then
he had to submit to the conqueror. Exhausted with death’s
pallor, Charles de Bonaparte sank back on his conch, and as
Death threw his dark shadows on his face bathed in cold
perspiration, Charles de Bonaparte, with’stammering tongue,
in the last paroxysms of fancy, exclaimed : It is in vain!
Nothing can save me! Even Napoleon’s sword, which one
day is to triumph over all Europe, even that sword cannot
frighten away the dragon of death which crouches on my
breast!”*®

Wonderful vision of a dying man! The dimmed eye
of the dying father saw his son Napoleon’s sword, which
one day was to triumph over all Burope;” as he prophesied

its power, he sighed at the same time over the impotency

* See “ Mémoires du Roi Joseph,” vol. i., p. 29.
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which holds all mankind in its bands, and leaves even the
hero as a powerless child in the hands of fate. The sword
which was to be a yoke to all Europe could not terrify from
the ltrcust. of his father the dragon of death! :

Napoleon received the news of his father’s decease whilst
at the military school of Paris, where he had been placed
for the last six months, to the joy and satisfaction of his
ﬁeac]wrs as well as to that of his schoolmates in Brienne.
For the reserved, taciturn, proud boy, who, rugged and
blunt, stood aloof from his comrades, who even dared speak
rude and bitter words against his teachers and against the
whole military institution at Brienne, was oftentimes an in-
convenience and a burden as well to teachers as to school-
mates; and all felt relievedy as from a depressing weight,
when they no more feared the flaming eyes of the boy who
observed every thing, who eriticised every thing, and ;:)assed
judgment upon every thing. :

But if he was not loved, it was impossible to refuse es-
teem to his capacity, to his desire for learning; and the fes-
timony which Monsieur de Heralio, the principal of the in-
stitution of Brienne,sent with the young Napoleon to Paris,
was a tribute of respect and an acknowledgment of merit.
He portrayed him “as having an extremely capacious head,
especially skilled "in mathematics, and of great powers and
falents” As to his character, one of the professors of the
institution had in the testimonial written the remark : “ A
(orsican by birth and character. He wi great things
if circ.umst.:nu‘es are favorable.” il el

But circumstances did not appear favorable, but contrari-
wise scemed to be roused in enmity against the poor Corsi-
can boy. He had been searcely half a year in Paris when
he lost his father, and this grief, of which not a murmur
escaped, which he kept within, devouring his heart, as every
thing else which affeeted him, made his existence still more
reserved, still more retired, and isolated him more and more.
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Moreover, death had not only taken away the father, but
also the support which Napoleon. received from him. The
means of the Bonaparte family were very meagre, and barely
sufficed to the support of Signora Letitia and her seven
children. Napoleon could not and dared not require or ac-
cept any help from his mother, on whom and on his brother
Joseph it became incumbent to educate and support the
young family. He had to be satisfied to live upon the
bounty which the royal treasury furnished to the young
men at the military school.

But these limited means were to the ambitious boy a
source of humiliation and pain. The majority of his com-
rades consisted of young aristocrats, who, provided with
ample means, led a gay, luxurious, dissipated life, had horses,
servants, equipages, kept up one with another expensive
dinner-parties and déjeuners, and seized every opportunity
to organize a festivity or a pleasure-party. Every departure,
every admission of a scholar, was celebrated with brilliant
display; every birthday furnished the opportunity of a
feast, and every holiday became the welcomed occasion for
a pleasure excursion which the young men on horseback,
and followed by their servants in livery, made in the vicin-
ity of Paris.

Napoleon could take no part in all these feastings and
dissipations; and as his proud heart could not acknowl-
* edge his poverty, he put on the mask of a stoic, who, with
contemptuous disregard, cast away vain pleasures and amuse-
ments, and scorned those who with unrestrained zest aban-
doned themselves to them.

He had scarcely been half a year in the military school
when he gave loud expression to his jealousy and envy; the
young Napoleon, nearly sixteen years old, undertook beldly
to censure in the very presence of the teachers the regula-
tions of the institution. In a memorial which he had com-
posed, and which he presented to the second director of the

LIEUTENANT NAPOLEON BONAPARTE, 81

establishment, M. Berton, he gave utterance to his own
views in the most energetic and daring manner, imposing
upon the professors the duty of making a complete change
in the institution; of limiting the number of servants, so
that the military pupils might learn to wait upon them-
selves; of simplifying the noonday meal, so as to accustom
them to moderation; of forbidding banquets, déjeuners,
and pleasure-excursions, so that they might not become in-
ured to a frivolous, extravagant mode of life.

This mask of a censuring stoic, which he put on in the
presence of teachers and school-mates, he retained also with
his few friends. Madame de Permont, a short time after
the death of Napoleon’s father, came with her family to
Paris, where her husband had obtained an important and
lucrative office; her son Albert attended the military school,
and was soon the friend of Napoleon, as much as a friendship
conld be formed between the young, lively M. de Permont,
the son of wealthy and distinguished parents, and the re-
served, proud Napoleon Bonaparte, the son of a poor, lonely
widow.

However, Napoleon this time acquiesced in the wishes of
his true friend, and condescended to pass his holidays with
Albert in the house of Madame de Permont, the friend”of
his mother; and oftentimes his whole countenance would
brighten into a smile, when speaking with her of the dis-
tant home, of the mother, and of the family. But as many
times also that countenance would darken when, ga‘zing
round, he tacitly compared this costly, tastefully decorated
mansion with the poor and sparingly furnished house in’
which his noble and beautiful mother lived with her six
orphans, and who in her household duties had to wait upon
herself ; when again he noticed with what solicitude and
love Madame de Permont had her children educated by
masters from the court, by governesses and by teachers at
enormous salaries, whilst her friend Letitia had to content
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herself with the very deficient institutions of learning to
be found in Corsica, becanse her means were not sufficient
to bring to Paris, to the educational establishment of St.
Cyr, her young daughters, like the parents of the beautiful
Pauline.

"The young Napoleon hated luxury, because he himself
had not the means of procuring it; he spoke contemptu-
ously of servants, for his position allowed him not to main-
tain them s he spoke against the expensive noonday meal,
becanse he had to be confent with less; he scorned the
amusements of his school-mates, becanse, when they arranged
their picnics and festivities, his purse allowed him not to
take a part in them.

One day in the military school, as one of the teachers
was to bid it farewell, the scholars organized a festivity,
toward which each of them was to contribute a tolerably
large sum. It was perhaps not all accident that precisely
on that day M. de Permont, the father of Albert, came to

the military school to visit his son, and Napoleon, his son’s

friend.
He found all the scholars in joyous excitement and

motion; his son Albert was, like the rest, intently busy
with the preparations of the feast, which was to take place
in the garden, and to end in a great display of fireworks.
All faces beamed with delight, all eyes were illumined, and
the whole park co-echoed with jubilant cries and joyous
laughter.

But Napoleon Bonaparte was not among the gay com-
pany. M. de Permont found him in a remote, lonesome
path. He was walking up and down with head bent low,
his hands folded behind his back ; as he saw M. de Per-
mont, his face became paler and gloomier, and a look nearly
scornful met the unwelcomed disturber.

« My yonng friend,” said M. de Permont, with a friendly
smile, « [ come to bring you the small sum which you need
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to en_ablc you fo take a part in the festivity. Here it is;
take it, I pray you.” 2 :

But Napoleon, with a vehement movement of the hand,
waved back the offered money, a burning redness for a mo-
{chut m_»vm‘ed his face, then his cheeks assumed that yellow-
|:<li1 whiteness which in the child had always indicated a
violent emotion. 2

re Tn 32 - -

No,” cried he, vehemently, “no, I have nothing to do
2 v i - - . o g =
with this meaningless festivity. I thank you—I receive no
alms.” ‘
rkes : :

M. de Permont gazed with emotions of sympathizing
= z < g =
sorrow in the pale face of the poor young man for whom
poverty was preparing so many griefs, and in the generosity

; J' B D s
of his heart he had recourse to a falsehood.

“This 18 no alms Ter y apoleon,” sai
et .. .f | s I offer you, :\d}m}(ml], said he, gently,

> this money selongs to you, it comes from your father.

At his dying hour he confided to me a small sum of money
:‘ & o e o ' 7 i
mt-h_ the express charge to keep it for you and to give you a
portion of it in pressing circumstances, when your personal
honor required it. I therefore bring you to-day the fourth
part of this sum, and retain the rest for another pressing
occasion.” 3

With a penetrating, searching look, Napoleon gazed into
the face of the speaker, and the slight motions of a sar-
castic smile played for an instant around his thin, com-
pressed lips. '

« Well, then,” said he, after a pause, ¢since this money
comes from my father, T can use it; but had you simply
wished to lend it to me, I could not have received it. 3[3}
mother has already too much responsibility and care; I can.
not increase them by an outlay, especially when such an
outlay is imposed upon me by the sheer folly of my school-

mates.” * -

E 3 Jar s aQ i - .
Vh.ipole.on s words.—See * Mémoires de la Duchesse d’Abrantes,”
vol. i., p. 81,
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He then took the offered sum for which, as he thought,
he was indebted to no man, and hastened to pay his con-
tribution to the festivity. Buf, in respect to his principles,
he took no part in the festivity, but declaimed all the louder,
and ip a more biting tone, against the criminal propensitips
for pleasure in the young men who, instead of turning their
attention to their studies, lavished away their precious time
in dissipation and frivolities.

These anxieties and humiliations of poverty Napoleon
had doubly to endure, not only for himself, but also for his
sister Marianne (who afterward called herself Elise). She
had been, as already said, at her father’s intercession and
application, received in the royal educational institute of St.
Cyr, and there enjoyed the solid and brilliant education of
the pupils of the king. But the spirit of luxury and the
desire for pleasure had also penetrated into this institution,
tounded by the pious and high-minded Madame de Main-
tenon, and the young ladies of St. Cyr had among them-
selves picnies and festivals, as well as the young men of the
military school.

Napoleon, whose means, as long as he was in Brienne,
never allowed him to visit his beloved sister at St. Cyr, had
now frequent opportunities of seeing her, for Madame de
Permont, in her royal friendship to the Bonaparte family,
took as lively an interest in the daughter as in the son of
her friend Letitia, and often drove to St. Cyr to visit the
young and beauntifnl Marianne.

A few days after the festival in the military school, a
short vacation had followed, and Napoleon passed it with
his friend Albert in the house of ‘the family of Permont.
To please young Napoleon, it was decided to go to St. Cyr,
and the glowing cheeks and the lively manner with which
Napoleon, during the journey, conversed with M. and Ma-

- dame de Permont, proved what satisfaction he anticipated

in meeting his sister.
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But Marianne Bonaparte did not seem to share this
gatisfaction. With downcast countenance and sad mien she
entered the reception-room and saluted M. and Madame
Permont, and even her brother, with a gloomy, despairing
look. As she was questioned about the cause of her sad-
ness. she broke into tears, and threw herself with vehement
emotion into the arms of Madame de Permont.

Vain were the prayers and expostulations of her mother’s
friend to have her reveal the cause of her sadness. Mari-
anne only shook her head in a negative manner, and ever
a fresh flow of tears started from her eyes, but she remained
silent.

Napoleon, who at first, pale and silent, had looked on
this ontbreak of sorrow, now excitedly approached his sister,
and, laying his hand npon her arm, said mn angry tones:
“Since you cry, you must also confess the cause of your
tears, or else we are afraid that you weep over some wrong
of which you are guilty. But woe to you if it is so! I
am here in the name of our father, and I will be without
pity 1 2%

Marianne trembled, and ecast a timid, anxious look upon
her young brother, whose voice had assumed such a pecul-
iar, imperious expression—whose eyes shone with the ex-
pression of a proud, angry master. ~

«T am in no wise guilty, my brother,” murmured she,
“and yet I am sad and unhappy.”

And blushing, trembling, with broken words, inter-
ropted by tears and sighs, Marianne related that next day,
a farewell festival was to take place in the institution in
honor of one of the pupils about to leave. The whole
class was taking a part in it, and each of the young ladies

had already paid her contribution.

“ But I only am not able,” exclaimed Marianne, with a

* « Mémoires de la Duchesse d’Abrantes.”
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loud burst of anguish, “T have but six francs; if T give
them, nothing is left me, and my pension is not paid until
cix weeks. But even were I to give all I have, my miser-
able six francs would not be enough.”

Very unwillingly indeed had Napoleon, whilst Marianne
thus spoke, put his hand into his pocket, as if to draw out
the money which his sorrowing sister needed, but remember-
ing his own poverty, his hand dropped at his side; a deep
glow of anger overspread his cheeks, and wildly stamping
down with the foot he turned away and walked to the
window, perhaps to allow none to notice the nervous agita-
tion of his countenance and his tears of vexation and
shame.

But what Napoleon could not do, that did Madame de
Permont. She gave to the weeping young girl the twelve
francs she needed to take a part in the festivity, and Mari-
anne, less prond and less disdainful than her brother, ac-
cepted gladly, without opposition and without the need of
a falsehood, the little sum offered. -

Napoleon allowed this to take place without contradic-
tion, and hindered not his sister to receive from Madame
de Permont the alms which he himself had so arrogantly
refused.

But they had barely left the reception-room and en-
tered the carriage, than his suffering heart burst into &
sarcastic philippic against the contem ptible administration
of such royal establishments as St. Uyr and the military
school.

M. de Permont, who had at first patiently and with a
smile listened to these raving invectives, felt himself at
Jast wounded by them; and the supercilious and presumptu-
ous manner in which the young man of barely seventeen

years spoke of the highest offices of the state, and of the
king himself, excited his anger.

« Hush, Napoleon !” gaid he, reluctantly. It does not
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beseem you, who are
you, who are educated up > ki
speak thus.” upon the king’s bounty, to

Napoleon shrank withi 1
= hvpa ;,1.111.){;?11-(1..11[1\] mtihm himself asif he had been bit-
sl t,hl u’ a _clr.!at.l!iy pui]t.);- overspread his cheeks.
e bz--“.l-)l. ot. tiw‘ king, but of the state!?”
e th,lé ]-.. i ‘ :htiriullf \'uu.'(_u'trcmbfin;_: with passion.
» that is indeed a fine distinction whicl
made there, Napoleon, e

1a you have
said M. de Perm i '
el ere, M. ermont, langhing, «
is all the same whether you are the pupil of s(&} o

18 state or
state also?

factor in 1 not to speak :
benefactor in such inappropriate terms.” 1 of your

Napoleon concentrs i
- ] 3 (,.onr\.(mfzucd all his efforts into self-control
nd mastered himself into a grave, quie e
£33 r. - ¢ - : : :
I will be silent,” said he, with
posure ; “I will no more sa

o§ the kll}g; moreover, is not the king the
However it may be, it beseems von s

L countenance.

:m. appearance of com-
e tn} \‘.';\:lu‘i[::’rglhtr.ng-;_\-:-ite}}vc)ur ;]is_
I to decide up ; s gl
e ihi._,::l‘.:l}.l:(1;?1;“.],‘[“'?}5 of .t!wse institutions, I
e ey }wr(f‘:‘lﬂlll,il‘l;ll for the good of all.”

st o | e pupil - ili
sr‘?hool, for whom poverty was propargmf lli.nufllll[(]’];l‘ }““hF"‘_"}’
tion, who had just now experienced al. fresh 1 .'};fm{.lﬂ-
throngh his sister in the reception-room ui.' Nrn”(]‘n-fmwn
a}remi_v thinking what he would do were ]u-)t}' -}1{ s
I*r:ml(-e- 5 and, strange enough, these words Se;t'm‘t(:'! 3‘“((‘-1‘ -Of
tt? his lips, and no one thought of sneering or I . In"m”al
him when he thus spoke. : g

Meanwhile his harsh and repulsive behavior, his
stant fault-finding and censoriousness \vc-r(: b;' 'l g
(‘9nducive to the friendship and :lﬂl“{.‘lioll.uf tiu)c::g-ifmms
him; he was a burden to all, he was an incnm‘;ni‘}:“-‘jnd
all; and the teachers as well as the pupils of the rk;u t-o
school were all anxious to get rid of his ]'rl'(‘\;i‘n("t‘ i

As nothing else could be said to his I‘{‘]III.‘OHCi] ; a8 ther
was no denying his assiduity, his capacities, Ell]d’f)rllg:f:?
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there was but one means of removing him from the in-
stitution—he had to be promoted. It was necessary to
recognize the young pupil of the military school as com-
petent to enter into the practical, active military service;
it was necessary to make a lieutenant out of the pupil.

Scarcely had one year passed since Napoleon had been
received into the military school of Paris, when he was
nominated by the authorities of the school for a vacancy in
the rank of lieutenant; and he was promoted to it in the
artillery regiment of La Fére, then stationed at Valence.

In the year 1786 Napoleon left the military school to
serve his country and his king as second lientenant, and to
take the oath of allagiance.

Radiant with happiness and joy, proud alike of his pro-
motion and of his uniform, the young lieutenant went to
the house of M. de Permont to show himself to his friends
in his new dignity and in his new splendors, and, at their
invitation, to pass a few days in their hounse before leaving
for Valence.

But, alas! his appearance realized not the wished-for
result. As he entered the saloon of Madame de Permont
the whole family was gathered there, and at the sight of
Napoleon the two daughters, girls of six and thirteen years,
broke out into loud laughter. None are more alive than
children to the impression of what is ridiculoas, and there
was indeed in the appearance of the young lieutenant some-
thing which well might excite the laughing propensities of
the lively little maidens. The uniform appeared much too
long and wide for the little meagre figure of Napoleon, and
his slender legs vanished in boots of such height and
breadth that he seemed more to swim than to walk with
them.

These boots especially had excited the langhter of the
little maidens; and at every step which Napoleon, embar-
rassed as he was by the terrible cannon-boots, made for-
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ward, the langhter only increased, so that the expostula-
tions and reproaches of Madame de Permont could not
procure silence.

Napoleon, who had ent.red the drawing-room with a
face radiant with joy, felt wounded by the children’s joy-
ousness at his own cost. To be the subject of scorn or
garcasm was then, as it was afterward, entirely unbearable
to him, and when he himself also tried to jest he knew not
how to receive the jests directed at him. After having sa-
luted M. and Madame de Permont, Napoleon turned to the
eldest daughter Cecilia, who, a few days before, had come
from the boarding-school to remain a short time at home,
and who, laughing, had placed herself right before mon-
sieur.the lieutenant.

“T find your laughter very silly and childish,” said he,
eagerly.

The young maid, however, continued to laugh.

“« M. Lieutenant,” said she, “since you carry such a
mighty sword, you no doubt wish to carry it as a lady’s
knight, and therefore you must consider it an honor when
ladies jest with you.”

Napoleon gave a contemptuous shrug of the shoulders.

Tt is evident,” said he, scornfully, ¢ that you are but a
little school-girl.”

These sarcastic words wounded the vanity of the young
maiden, and brought a glow of anger on her face.

“ Well, yes,” cried she, angrily, “I am a school-girl, but
you—you are nothing else than a puss in boots!”

A general langh followed ; even Madame de Permont,
ordinarily so good and so considerate, could not suppress
laughter. The witty words of the little school-girl were
too keen and too applicable that she should be subjected
to reproach.

Napoleon’s wrath was indescribable. His visage was

overspread with a yellow-greenish pallor, his lips were con-
7
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tracted nervously, and already opened for a word of anger:
But he suppressed that word with an effort; for though
not yet familiar with all the forms and usages of society,
his fine tact and the instinet of what was becoming told
him that when the conversation ran into personalities the
best plan was to be silent, and that he must nof return
personal remarks, since his opponent was one of the fair
sex. He therefore remained silent, and so controlled him-
self as to join in the general laughter and to show himself
heartily amused at the unfortunate nickname of the little
Cecilia.

And that every one might be convinced how much he
himself had been amused at this little scene, he brought, a
a few days afterward, to the youngest daughter of Madame
de Permont, a charming little toy which he had had made
purposely for her. This toy consisted of a small gilb
and richly - ornamented carriage of papier - maché, before
which leaped along a very lovely puss in boots.

To this present for the little Lolotte (afterward Duchess
&’ Abrantes), was added for Cecilia an elegant and interest-
ing edition of the tales of « Puss in Boots,” and when Napo-
Jeon politely presented it to the young maid he begged her
to receive kindly this small sonvenir from him.

«That is too much,” said Madame de Permont, shaking
her head. «The toy for Loulon would have been quite
enongh. But this present to Cecilia shows that you took
her jest in earnest, and were hurt by it.”

Napoleon, however, affirmed that he had . not taken the
jest in earnest, that he had been no wise hurt by it; that
he himself when he put on his uniform had to langh at the
nickname of “puss in boots” which dear Cecilia had given
him.

He had, however, endeavored no more to deserve this
nickname, and the unlucky boots were replaced by much
smaller and closer-fitting ones.
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A few days after this liftle incident the young second
lientenant left Paris and went to meet his refrizient La
Feére at Valence. E

A life of labor and study, of hopes and dreams, now be-
gan for the young lientenant. He gave himself up entirely
to his military service, and pursued earnest, scientific studies

in regard fto 1t. Mathematics, the science of war, geometry,

and finally politics, were the objects of his zeal; but along-
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side of these he read and studied earnestly the works of
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Voltaire, Corneille, Racine, Montaigne, the Abbé Raynal,
and, above all, the works of Jean Jacques Rousseau, whose
passionate and enthusiastic disciple Napoleon Bonaparte
was ab that time.*

Amid so many grave occupations of the mind it wounld
seem that the heart with all its claims had to remain in the

apkor m i1l - 3 3 1 H
b.h‘f kground. s The sx_mlmg boy Cupid, with his gracious
raillery and his smarting griefs, seemed to make no impres-
sion on that pale, grave, and taciturn artillery lientenant,
and not to dare shoot an arrow toward that bosom which
had mailed itself in an impenetrable cuirass of misanthropy,
stoicism, and learning. i

3y e v e . .

Bnt yet between the links of this coat-of-mail an arrow
must have glided, for the young lieutenant snddenly became
conscious that there in his bosom a heart did beat, and that
it was going in the midst of his studies to interrnpt his
dreams of misanthropy. Yes, it had come to this, that he
abandoned his study to pay his court to a young lady, that
at her side he lost his gravity of mien, his gloomy taciturn-
ity, and became joyous, talkative, and merry, as beseemed a
young man of his age.

The young lady who exercised so powerful an influence
upon the young Bonaparte was the daughter of the com-
manding officer at Valence, M. de Colombier. He loved

# « Mémoires du Roi Joseph,” vol. i, p. 33.
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her, but his lips were yet too timid to confess it, and of
what need were words to these young people to understand
one another and to know what the one felt for the other?

In the morning they took long walks through the beau-
tiful park; they spoke one to another of their childhood,
of their brothers and sisters, and when the young maid with
tears in her eyes listened to the descriptions which Napo-
leon made to her of his country, of his father’s house, and,
above all things, of his mother—when she with animation
and enthusiasm declared that Letitia was a heroine greater
than whom antiquity had never seen, then Napoleon would
take her two hands in his and thank her with tremulons
voice for the love which she consecrated to his noble mother.

If in the morning they had to separale, as an indemni-
fication an evening walk in the light of the moon was agreed
upon, and the young maid promised heroically to come with-
ont uncertainty, however imperative was her mother’s pro-
hibition. And truly; when her mother was asleep, she
glided down into the park, and Napoleon welcomed her
with a happy smile, and arm in arm, happy as children,
they wandered through the paths, laughing at their own
shadows, which the light of the moon in wondrous distor-
tion made to dance before them. They entered into a small
bower, which stood in the shadow of trees, and there the
young Napoleon had prepared for the young maid a very
pleasing surprise. There on the table was a basket full of
her favorite fruit—full of the sweetest, finest cherries.
Louise thanked her young lover with a hand-pressure for
the tender attention, but she declared that she would touch
none of the cherries unless Napoleon enjoyed them with
her, and to please his beloved he had to obey.

They sat down on the seat before the bower and enjoyed
the golden light of the moon, the night air amid the lime-
trees, the joy of being thus secretly together, and with infi-
nite delight they ate of the sweet juicy cherries. But when
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the last cherry was eaten, the moon became darkened, a rude
night breeze shook the frees, and made the 1'011!1:7 maid
Ercmble with cold. She must not remain from ho;bne. any
onger, she must not expose herself to the dangerous ni Y
air; thus argned the ci:msidemte tenderness o;(:}(:: bvlrfll:j
lieutenant, and, kissing her hand, he bade farewell to I;ouis;
and watched until the tender ethereal figure had vzmished,
behind the little door which led from the park into the
house.®

The sweet idyl of his first love had, however, come to a
sudden and unexpected end. The young Second-Lieuten-
ant Bonaparte was ordered to Liyons with his regiment, and
the first innocent romance of his heart was ended. ,

But he never forgot the young maid, whom he then had
so tenderly loved, and in the later days of his grandeur he
remembered her, and when he learned that she had lost her
husband, a M. de Bracieux, and lived in very depressing
circumstances, he appointed her maid of honor o his Sist{:
Elise, and secured her a very handsome competency.

The dream of his first love had been dreamed away:
and, perhaps to forget it, Napoleon again in Lyons ga‘\'(;
himself up with deepest earnestness to study. The Acade-
my of Sciences in Lyons had offered a prizc; for the answer
to the question : “ What are the sentiments and emotions
which are to be instilled into men, so as to make them
happy?”

Napoleon entered the lists for this prize, and, if his work
did not receive the prize, it furnished the oceasion for the

Abbé Raynal, who had answered the question successfully
to become acquainted with the young author, and to enmu;‘:
age him to persevere in his literary pursuits, for which he
had exhibited so much talent.

Napoleon then, with all the fire of his soul, began a new

% & Mémorial de St. Heléne,” p. 30.




a4 THE EMPRESS JOSEPHINE.

work, the history of the revolutions in Corsica; and, in or-
der to make accurate researches in the archives of Ajaccio,
he obtained leave of absence to go thither. In the year
1788, Napoleon returned to his native isle to his mother, to
his brothers and sisters, all of whom he had not seen for
nine years, and was welcomed by them with the tenderest
affection.

But the joys of the family could draw away the young
man but little from his studies and researches; and, how-
ever much he loved his mother, brothers and sisters, now
much grown up, yet he preferred being alone with his elder
brother Joseph, making long walks with him, and in solemn
exchange of thoughts and sentiments, communicating to
him his studies, his hopes, his dreams for the future.

To acquire distinction, fame, reputation with the actnal
world, and immortality with the future—such was the ob-
ject on which all the wishes, all the hopes of Napoleon were
concentrated ; and in long hours of conversation with Jo-
seph he spoke of the lofty glory to carve ont an immortal
name, to accomplish deeds before which admiring posterity
would bow.

Did Napoleon then think of purchasing for himself an
immortal name as writer, as historian? At least he studied
very earnestly the archives of Ajaceio, and sent a prelimi-
nary essay of his history of the revolutions of Corsica to
Raynal for oxamination. This renowned savant of his day
warmly congratulated the young anthor on his work, and
asked him to send a copy that he might show it to Mira-
bean.

Napoleon complied with these wishes; and when, a few
weeks after, he received a letter from Raynal, after reading
it, he, with radiant eyes and a bright smile, handed it to his
brother Joseph.

In this letter of Raynal were found these words: ©“ Mon-
sienr de Mirabeau has in this little essay found traits which
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announce a genius of the first rank. He entreats the young
anthor to come to him in Paris.”* P

But the young author could not at once obey the call of
the Count de ..\[ir;shmu. A sad family i)ereu\'en.lent delaved
him at the time 1n Corsica. The brother of his grandfather
th_e aged Archdeacon Lucian, the faithful L'.(JlTl]'SU”t)I' am{
friend of 1_,etiti-.1 and of her young family, was seized with
a.murml disease ; the gout, which for years had tormented
!11111:, was now to give him the fatal blow, and the whole
family of the Bonapartes was called to the bedside of the
old man to receive his parting words.

_\\?eopiug, they all stood around his couch; weeping,
Letitia bent over the aged man, whose countenance \\‘Zs
already signed with the hand of death. Around kneeled
the younger children of Letitia, for their great-uncle had
long been to them a kind father and pl‘()t-m;.ml': and on the
other side of the couch, facing Letitia and ]w:"brutilw', the
Abbé Fesch, stood Joseph and Napoleon, gazing with sad
looks on their uncle. i

His large, already obscured eyes wandered with a deep,
searching glance upon all the members of the Bonaparte
family, and then at last remained fixed with a wondrous
brilliancy of expression on the pale, grave face of Napoleon.

At this moment, the Abbé Fesch, with a voice trembling
with emotion and full of holy zeal, began to intone the
prayers for the dead. But the old priest ordered him with
a voice full of impatience to be silent.

«] have prayed long enough in my life,” said he; “1I
have now but a few moments to live, and I must give them
to my family.” ;

The loud sobbings of Lefitia and of her children inter-
rupted him, and called forth a last genial smile upon the
already stiffening features.

* ¢ Mémoires du RoiJoseph,” vol. i., p. 33.
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«Tetitia,” said he, in a loud, friendly tone, « Letitia,
cease to shed tears; I die happy, for I see yon surrounded
by all your children. My life is no longer necessary to the
children of my dear Charles; I can therefore die. Joseph
is at the head of the administration of the conntry, and he
will know how to take care of what belongs to his family.
You, Napoleon,” continued he, with a louder voice, “you
will be a great and exalted man.” *

His eyes turned on Napoleon, he sank back on the cush-
jons, and his dying lips murmured yet once more, “ 7%
serat unomone!”

After the body of the worthy great-uncle had been laid
in the grave, Napoleon left Corsica to return to France and
to his regiment, for the time of his leave of absence had ex-
pired.

For the second time the lips of a dying man had proph-
esied him a great and brilliant future. His dying father
had said that one day the sword of his son Napoleon would
make all Europe bow under the yoke; his great-uncle had
prophesied he would be a great and exalted personage.

To these prophecies of the dying is to be added Mira-
bean’s judgment, which called Napoleon a genius of the first
stamp.

But this great and glorious future was yet gereened un-
der dark clouds from the eves of the young lieutenant of
artillery, and the blood-dripping hand of the Revolution
was first needed to tear away these clonds and to convert the
king’s lientenant of artillery into the Emperor of France!

” such were the words of the
dying man, assures us King Joseph in his memoirs; whilst Las Casas,
in his memorial of St. Helena, makes Napoleon relate that his uncle
had told him, * You, Napoleon, will be the head of the family.”

* « Ty pot, Napoleon, Seral unomone,

A PAGE FROM HISTORY.

CHAPTER VIIIL
A PAGE FROM HISTORY.

Tae dark clonds which hung yet over the future of
Napoleon Bonaparte, the lientenant of artillery, were gather-
ing in heavier and heavier masses over all France, and al-
ready were overshadowing the throne of the lilies.

Marie Antoinette had already abandoned the paradise of
innocency in Trianon, and when she came there now it was
to weep in silence, to cast away the mask from her face,
and under the garb of the proud, imperious, ambitious
queen to exhibit the pallid, anxious countenance of the
woman.

Alas! they were passed away, those days of festivity,
those innocent joys of Trianon ; the royal farmer’s wife had
no more the heart to carry the spindle, to gather eggs from
the hens’ nests, and to perform with her friends the joyous
idyls of a pastoral life.

The queen had procured for herself a few years of free-
dom and license by banishing from Versailles and from the
Tuileries the burdensome Madame Etiquette, who hitherto
had watched over every step of a Queen of France, but in
her place Madame Politique had entered into the palace,
and Marie Antoinette could not drive her away as she had
done with Madame Etiquette.

For Madame Politique came into the queen’s apart-
ments, ushered in by a powerful and irresistible suite. The
failure of the crops throughont the land, want, the cries of
distress from a famishing people, the disordered finances of
the state—such was the suite which accompanied Politique
before the queen; pamphlets, pasquinades, sarcastic songs
on Marie Antoinette, whom no more the people called their

queen, but already the” foreigner, L’ Autrichienne—such
were the gifts which Politique brought for the queen.




