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BOOK ONE
 A GUEST IN THE HOUSE





CHAPTER ONE


1


The Marquis de Las Cases, who professed a leaning to letters,
hunched his thick shoulders over the rail and stared at the rocky
islet. “Have we been Crossing the Styx all these months?” he asked
his companions. “Surely this is hell which now faces us!” He grinned
with appreciation of his own wit and said to his son Emmanuel,
who stood as always behind him: “Make a note of that, my boy. I
think it’s quite good.”


The Bertrands, the Montholons and the mercurial Gourgaud were
as much appalled as he was by the prospect but his remark was
allowed to drop without comment. None of them liked Las Cases
and wondered why the emperor had included him in his party.
Madame Bertrand whispered to her husband, “Conceited little
man!” Gourgaud rubbed his chin with nervous fingers and indulged
in speculations as to the slim possibility of escaping from this volcanic
prison house.


Madame Montholon was the only one who heard the light footfall
on the deck behind them and turned to see the emperor approaching.
She indulged in a fleeting but intimate smile over her
plump shoulder. This was a habit which annoyed Napoleon very
much, because of the implications which might be drawn from it.
There had been too much sly whispering about them on the long
voyage.


Curiosity had finally taken the upper hand. He could wait no
longer to see this obscure island about which they had speculated
so much. His valet Marchand had seen to it that he wore nothing
but white, except, of course, for the low shoes of black leather. The
southeast trades, which bombarded the island, ruffled his no longer
abundant stock of hair. He took a few steps only toward the rail,
his eyes fixed on James Roads with a rigid intentness.


The roadstead was filled with ships. There were the frigates which
had accompanied the Northumberland, all flying the flag of the
Royal Navy, their masts bare, their decks filled with busy figures in
white. There were in addition a few deep-sea trading vessels and
quite a large number of fishing craft. The Man of Destiny’s eyes
smoldered as he took in this display of sea strength. If it had not
been for the British Navy he might have accomplished all his objectives
many years before. Had he been able to protect his armies
in crossing the Channel, he would have sent them over from
Boulogne without any hesitation, knowing how weak the land defenses
of the obdurate island had been at the time. Why had it
been impossible to find better commanders than the incompetent
and overly cautious French admirals? Jeanne d’Arc was born to save
France in the Hundred Years’ War. Why could not another Madame
de Clisson have been sent to inspire his sailors to fight as well as his
soldiers fought on land?


Back of the hulls and masts of the shipping loomed up the mountainous
line of St. Helena. An appalling sight! No gentle, warm
Elba this; where, had he controlled his ambition, he could have
spent the rest of his life in ease and with a certain degree of dignity.
The gamble of the Hundred Days had been a costly one!


A furious anger boiled up inside him. He, emperor of a victorious
France, the master of Europe, who had moreover placed himself
voluntarily in British hands, was he to be treated as a prisoner of
war? How could he have anticipated they would display their
perfidy so glaringly?


How could civilized people exist on this volcanic islet? There was
something mysterious, something fearsome and blood-chilling about
the high-piled and tortured rocks which jutted up straight from the
sea.


“France! Fickle France!” he said to himself. “How long will you
allow this to go on? I found your throne vacant and still filled with
the stench of the stupid Bourbons and the filthy wigs they wore! I
raised it to a glory such as the world had never seen. France, France,
let the world know that Napoleon is your true head! Demand his
release!”


The members of his party waited for him to speak. He seemed
calm enough on the surface. Finally he raised the telescope which
hung around his shoulders on a twisted cord of white velvet. With
uncertain fingers he adjusted the sights to the harbor of Jamestown
pressed in between two towering walls of black rock.


After several moments of observation, he lowered the glass.


“There’s a quay behind that iron arch,” he said in a low tone. “It
is filled with people. They are waiting for a sight of the man who
might have been their master. I suspect they think I’ll be taken
ashore in chains.” He dropped the glass. “I shall refuse to go until
nightfall. They are not going to exhibit me like a trained bear!” He
stepped back a pace. “Bertrand, tell that admiral fellow what I’ve
decided. We’ll go ashore by the light of the moon.”


Gourgaud, who always found it hard to curb his feelings, took it
on himself to make a comment. “Does the moon ever deign to shine
on this ghostly pile of slag from the furnaces of Satan?”


2


The Balcombe family had assembled about the table for the evening
meal. Because of the importance of the day and the excitement
which had gripped the whole island, the two boys had been
allowed to stay up; William, who was eight, and little Alex, who
was four. They sat on each side of their mother and, being very well
brought up, had little to say. Already, in fact, the eyes of little Alex
were beginning to show the first signs of uncontrollable sleepiness.


The head of the house, looking about him with an affectionate
glance was filled suddenly with a sense of his blessings and forgot
the main topic of the moment. He had already explained that the
ex-emperor of the French would not come ashore until after sundown
and that he intended to ride back to Jamestown to watch.
Now his thoughts had taken a different turn. “I suppose they still
say at Carlton House that I married beneath me,” he mused silently.
“Ha, those red-nosed wine swillers, I wish they were here!
Has any man a prettier or more affectionate wife? Where are there
children to equal these of mine?” He smiled to himself as he raised
his second glass of port and admired its deep coloring. It might have
been said that he had a Georgian face, jaw more conspicuous than
the brow, the eyes very much alive, the hair a mass of dark close
curls. His white stock was immaculate but his coat and his braided
weskit had a suggestion of age about them.


The second daughter was not much interested in her food. She
fidgeted about until her father, who understood the signs, realized
she had something on her mind. Finally she spoke up.


“Papa!”


“Yes.”


“Papa, I think I’ll go with you.”


Before the head of the house could declare himself, Mrs.
Balcombe took the matter in hand. “You are not going with him,
Betsy. It’s entirely out of the question. You will have to go to bed at
your usual time.”


Betsy frowned as though she did not understand the reason for
such finality in the maternal dictum. “But, Mamma—”


“No ‘buts,’ young lady,” said Mrs. Balcombe. “You’re going to bed
as usual and there’s no use saying anything more.”


“But, Mamma, I have something—something very important I
want to say about it.”


William Balcombe smiled up the length of the table at his wife.
“I think, my dear, we should hear this very important communication.”


“Well,” said Betsy, seizing the opportunity instantly, “when I
grow up—when I’m married and have children of my own—they’ll
know I was here when Napoleon Bonaparte came. Aren’t they
going to ask me questions and questions and questions? They’ll
want to know—oh, everything! What am I going to say to them?
That I was sent to bed early?”


“You may be worried about what you’ll say,” declared her mother,
who was now smiling broadly. “But I’m not. You’ll think of things
to say, dear child. You always do.”


“Betsy,” said Mr. Balcombe, in his quiet-spoken way. “I’d like
to take you, child, but I’m sure no women will be there. It may be
a noisy crowd. Might even develop into a bit of a riot, you know.
It wouldn’t be safe for you. I’m sure your mother doesn’t want to
go. Nor Jane.”


Jane, who was two years older than Betsy, faced her across the
table. It was clear that she was not so much interested in the matter
as the rest of them. Her mind, apparently, was on other things at
the moment. In the past year she had been growing into a young
lady, graduating from the wearing of pantalettes and becoming
deeply concerned with such major concerns as parties and dresses
and beaux. She was slender and had a brunette prettiness; and was
in every way a sweet and pleasant young lady.


Betsy was quite different. In her fourteenth year she already
showed the beginnings of an exquisite beauty. With this rare heritage,
however, she was still a tomboy and much more concerned
about her pony and the sports in which she indulged with her
friends than with bothersome considerations of dress and appearance.
Her hair was a mass of close fair curls but it never occurred
to her that it demanded any further attention after the combing she
gave it on rising. It must be acknowledged that Betsy was untidy, a
burden which her usually gentle mother found hard to bear. Her
eyes, quite large in a heart-shaped face, were a bright and vibrant
blue; but as one result of an active summer her cheeks were tanned
brown and there was a small cluster of freckles on her nose.


Sarah Timms, the colored servant who looked after the two sisters
and helped with the serving of the meals, came in to distribute
plates for the dish of stewed veal already on the table. She was a
comfortable figure in a loose dress of broad colors and with a purple
cloth wrapped around her head. She loved purple and would not
wear anything else. She had warm and loving eyes.


“Miss Betsy,” she said, “yu mammy right. Dis Bom’part, he terr’ble
man. He get at yu an’ tear out yu heart. An’ eat it!”


“I did not ask for your opinion, Sarah,” said Mrs. Balcombe. She
was an indulgent mistress, but, after all, there were limits which
had to be enforced.


“No’m, mistuss. My ’pinions nevah ast. But allus give.”


“Yes, they’re always give, Sarah Timms.” Mrs. Balcombe sighed.
“I really believe I’ve heard you express your views on every subject
under the sun.”


The ample and tenderhearted Sarah’s concern at the moment
was all for her charge. Betsy had fallen into the land of despair that
the very young can engender over small matters. “You goan eat veal,
chile?” she asked.


“No,” answered Betsy. “You know I don’t like stewed veal. It’s
stringy and it has no taste.”


Her father regarded her sternly. “Now, young lady, you know
how hard it is to keep fresh meat on an island like this. We’re lucky
to have veal. I don’t know what we’re coming to. The number of
vessels stopping here seems to shrink all the time. Perhaps we’ll do
better with this distinguished visitor in our midst. You’d better
powder into that veal like a good girl.”


“Perhaps Mamma will let me have an egg instead.”


“No eggs!” decided Sarah. “We’s gonna be sho’t on eggs. Dis
Bom’part he eats on’y chickem and soon all chickemn on island be
gone. Den where eggs cum fum?”


William Balcombe expected to assume the responsibility for the
supplies needed in the Napoleonic household. His eyes began to
twinkle.


“I must say that’s a slant that never occurred to me. Perhaps I
better look into it.” He poured himself another glass of wine. “Sarah,
are you really afraid of this man?”


“Cose I’se ’fraid. Dis night I’se goin’ do like eve’yone in Jamestom.
I’se goin’ to bed and covah mah haid in blankit. He ain’ goin’ git at
me!”


Mantee Timms, Sarah’s husband, who was a general handyman
about the place, came in with more dishes. He was not of much use
and had careless habits with his shirts, which always seemed to be
out. His hand trembled as he placed the dishes in the center of the
table.


“Tee!” said Mr. Balcombe, sharply. “You been at the brandy
again?”


“Huh, suh?” Mantee always needed to have a question repeated
at least once in order to get a full grasp of the meaning.


“You heard me, Tee; have you been at the brandy?”


“No, suh, mas’r. No brandy. No, suh. None tall.”


“Then why does your hand shake? Is it because you’re afraid of
this man Bonaparte too?”


Mantee was so eager to grasp at any excuse that he did not need
to have this suggestion repeated. “Das it, suh. Yas, suh, das it. I’se
’fraid o’ dis Bonumpart.”


“Then you have no wish to go into town tonight to see him?”


“No, suh!”


Sarah had moved around the table to stand behind Betsy. “I’s
knew yu not eat veal, chile. I make johnnycake. Yu want now?”


“Yes, Sarah, please. But I must have sirup with it.”


“Deys sirup foh yu, chile.”


“For me too, I hope,” said the head of the house. “I like sirup.”


“On’y nuff foh one, Mist’ Ballum.”


Mrs. Balcombe had made a discovery. “Betsy!” she said, sharply.
“You’ve got that dog beside you. How many times must I say he’s
not to be brought to the table?”


Betsy’s voice took on a pleading note, as she laid a protecting
hand on the head of the small pug dog she had smuggled in beside
her. “Please, Mamma. You know Snooky hasn’t grown as fast
as the others. They pick on the poor little fellow and don’t let him
go near the plates. He’d starve to death if I didn’t look after him.”


“But not at the table, Betsy Balcombe! Have you given him anything
off your plate?”


Jane knew that her younger sister had broken this rule by giving
her pet some surreptitious bites of the unwanted veal, so she came
to her aid by asking their mother a question. “Did I tell you I was
in Teach’s shop yesterday, Mamma?”


The well-meant red herring served its purpose. Mrs. Balcombe
turned at once to the older daughter. “I didn’t know you were going
into town, Jane. Why didn’t you tell me?”


“Well, Mamma, I just wanted to have a quiet look around all by
myself. I’m getting so tired of white. I’ve worn nothing else for five
or six years and I do want my new dress to be something different.”


The mother of the family became so completely engrossed in the
point raised by Jane that she turned sideways in her chair and
indulged in a slight frown. Betsy took advantage of this by carrying
the dog to the side door and putting him out on the porch with a
friendly pat. “Don’t you worry, Snooky,” she whispered. “I’ll see you
get plenty to eat tonight.”


“Jane,” declared Mrs. Balcombe, “I’m not sure anything will suit
you as well as white. You look so girlish and pretty in it.”


“That’s just it, Mamma! I don’t want to look girlish any longer.
I saw”—with a sudden enthusiasm—“a really lovely India muslin.
It’s the new dusky shade, you know. They call it graine de réséda.
I just love it.”


Mrs. Balcombe gave some thought to the problem. “I’ll go in and
look at it, Jane. But, mind, I’m not promising.”


The head of the house rose to his feet, reluctantly pushing the
port bottle to one side. “Time to start for town, if you’ll excuse me,
my dear,” he said. “I know a man’s opinion is of no value but it
seems to me this muslin would suit Jane very well. She’s growing
up, you know. Tee, bring Conquistador around. I’ll ride him in tonight.”
His voice rose to a shout of exasperation. “Your shirt’s out at
the back again! If you aren’t more careful, I’ll send you to the stables
for good!”


He passed Betsy at the door and paused to drop a hand lightly
on her head. “Sorry I can’t take you.”
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The next morning Betsy was the first one up as usual. It was a very
few minutes after six and not a sound was heard from the kitchens,
and in the stables only the clucking of chickens and the lowing of
cattle. By half-past six she was bathed and dressed and her hair
had been brushed into a pleasant enough order. She hurried out
into the sunshine, carrying a bonnet in her hand.


The dogs heard her at once. They swarmed out from their sleeping
quarters under the porch and began to dash along madly at her
heels, barking furiously. The hutch in the stable door was open but
it was several moments before the almost benign face of William
Pitt was framed in it.


He gave her a low bow. “ ’Mawnin’, Mees Bess,” he said.





Before proceeding further it will be necessary to cast back for a
quick survey of the domestic household. There were half a dozen
servants in all and technically they were slaves, although they enjoyed
much freedom of action and habit. Sarah and Mantee had
been left on the island by a slaver captain because of illnesses both
had developed on the voyage from Africa, and William Balcombe
had bought them at a nominal figure. After they had been with the
family for a few years, Sarah had raised the point that they should
have a surname to demonstrate further the solidity of their marriage,
and Mantee, with complete indifference, had agreed. Sarah had
often heard nostalgic references at table to the beautiful home the
Balcombes had once enjoyed on the Thames and she selected the
name of that river as suitable for herself and the phlegmatic Tee.
Gradually the name was corrupted to Timms, which suited her
just as well.


The stable man had been close to death when he was put
ashore from a slaver. He was an extremely tall man, perhaps as
much as six feet eight, and William Balcombe was interested in him
despite his deplorable condition. “There is a race of very tall
Negroes somewhere in the central part of Africa,” he said. “From
the Mountains of the Moon, I think. I’m sure this poor fellow comes
from there. We should take him in.” The purchase was made for a
pound and the tall captive recovered with surprising speed. From
the very first he had a manner about him. He carried his small head
on his long arched neck as though it were birth and merit which
elevated him so much above other men, and not a matter of bones.
“I think he must have been a chief or at least a medicine man,”
commented his owner. They gave him the name of Caesar, and then
fell into the habit of calling him Caesaraugustus.


He was assigned to the care of the horses and he seemed to be
very happy in the stable and in the company of his four-footed
charges. But one day Betsy, who often acted as a go-between, came
to her parents with a request from him.


“Caesaraugustus thinks he should have a surname too. Like Sarah
and Mantee.”


“What name does the old chieftain want?” asked her father.


“One day he heard you talking to the curate and he made out
enough of what you were saying to know it was about a very great
man.”


“Which curate?”


“The Rev. Godefroi Eustace Stodgkin.”


“Oh, that one.” Mr. Balcombe had small liking for the opinionated
Mr. Stodgkin. “Who were we talking about?”


“William Pitt. Caesaraugustus says he was head man in his country
just as Mr. Pitt was head man in England. He seems to think
he’s entitled to the name.”


“Why, that uppish old rascal!” William could not refrain from
smiling, however. He pondered the point for several moments. “I
don’t suppose the Great Commoner, if he were alive, would have
any objections to this use of his name. He might even be pleased.”
He nodded to Betsy. “Well, William Pitt it is. I’ll be glad to have a
shorter name.”


“Not shorter, Papa. We are not to call him William. It must always
be William Pitt. He makes quite a point of that.”


It was clear that William Pitt did not approve of dogs. He scowled
at the noisy pups and shooed them away from the entrance into
the stables with a hint of impatience. Betsy was disturbed by his
appearance. His eyes were heavy and his feet seemed to drag.


“Are you ill, William Pitt?” she asked.


The tall slave nodded his head slowly. “Not well, Mees Bess. Not
sleep.”


She turned her attention to the dogs. “Now see here. You can’t
come in, any of you. You’ll waken the whole household. Down,
down! Yes, Snooky, I mean you too. Play with your brothers for a
change and don’t be such a mope.” She turned back to the stable
man. “Is my old Tom in a good humor this morning?”


“Ole Tom eat slow. If ole Tom eat slow, ole Tom in bad ’ummer.”


The pony was not quite finished with his morning ration of hay
and did not deign to look up when Betsy reached his stall. He even
struck the boards behind him with one hoof, as though to say: “Have
a care. I am in no mood for being petted or any such nonsense.”


In the meantime the family of dogs had found another way of
getting in. They came scrambling around her, fighting and yelping
madly to let their mistress see how smart they were. The pony’s
whole face wrinkled with disapproval. “Is it right,” he seemed to
ask, “for a gentleman to be interrupted at his meal by a pack of silly
dogs?”


“My fine Thomas Didymus,” said the girl, insisting on running a
hand over his long nose, “you are not to be so cross. When I get up
this early so you can have your morning exercise, you should be
grateful to me and not surly. If you belonged to some people I
could mention, you would soon find out how well off you are here.
Isn’t that so, William Pitt?”


“Thas so, Mees Bess,” answered the tall native. He peered over
the side of the stall. “You eat hay fast, you Tom.” Then he addressed
the girl. “Does I lam ’im fum behin’ or does I coax him wi’ ca’att?”


“Please, William Pitt, don’t hit poor Tom. Offer him a carrot.”


Tom lost all interest in his hay when he saw William Pitt appear
in front of his stall with a carrot in his hand. He nickered with delight
and came out as soon as the bars were lowered. He gobbled the
carrot and he even made no protest when the towering native
saddled him.


The ride which followed was a particularly pleasant one. The
pony found it to his liking to stretch his legs and went up over the
hilly trails at a brisk pace. When they returned half an hour later,
he put on a whirlwind finish down the slope to the stable door,
where William Pitt waited with a bucket of water.


“Betsy, Betsy, Betsy!” cried Mrs. Balcombe, appearing on the side
porch of the house. “How many times must I warn you not to ride
so fast? Some day you’ll be thrown and they’ll carry you in with
every bone in your body broken.”


“Oh, pshaw, Mamma,” called the girl, in her gayest mood. “I
won’t get thrown. I’m a pretty good rider, you know. Besides, I’m
in such a hurry.”


She did not mention her reason for hurry. Without further explanation
of any kind, she took the path which skirted the other
side of the house, and the next glimpse her mother had of her she
was walking briskly down the steep road to the main drive. She had
seen a spot of color at the gates which resembled the red coat of a
soldier.


She was whistling exuberantly as she went down to investigate,
reaching all the high notes with a sure sweetness. Betsy had a low-pitched
voice and thus did not sing so well as Jane, who was a
soprano of limited range. But her whistling was much commented
on by the islanders, being such an unusual accomplishment in a girl.


It turned out that she had been right. The wearer of the scarlet
tunic was standing outside the gate, his rifle slung over his shoulder.
He was gazing up the road with the immobility of a British soldier
on sentry duty.


Betsy said to herself, “I knew this was going to be an important
day.”


The Briars, a mile and a half up the road from Jamestown, was
one of the prides of the island. The property of William Balcombe
was like a strip of old England, scooped up from somewhere in
Kent or Sussex, carried over thousands of miles of water by magic
carpets or some such means, and then dropped into a narrow niche
between the bare, black, forbidding rocks of St. Helena. Everywhere
else the prospect was bleak and chilling and the soil was as
unyielding as a steel buckler. But at the Briars it was always green.
The land ran back to what would have been a grim background of
volcanic rock except for a waterfall which came down the cliffside
and was generally blown into foam before it reached the ground.


Although this quiet home, where an English merchant lived with
his family, had an avenue of banyan trees and the orchard produced
oranges, lemons, pomegranates, and mangoes, there was a preponderance
of the shrubs and flowers and fruits of England, roses and
hollyhocks and geranium, even some of the trees so familiar at home,
willow, oak, and many varieties of fruit. The grass lacked the spongy
quality of the native matgrass, it was healthy and very green and as
Anglo-Saxon as white cliffs and cool rains.


The house was of frame construction and in height two stories
only, with a covered porch extended across the full front. It was
wide enough to hint at comfort and spaciousness within, but the
number of rooms could not have exceeded eight or ten. Behind it
were stables and domestic outhouses. At first glance, however, one
did not see the main house. The eye traveled inevitably to a wooden
pavilion standing at one side and on higher ground. This was approached
through terraced gardens which gave an impression of
lavishness and a well-screened privacy. At some points of view only
the peaked roof was visible. This had been used by the Balcombes
as a guest house and many notables had stopped there while waiting
over for ships, even the now illustrious Duke of Wellington.


It did not take Betsy long to reach the stone pillars which carried
the single word BRIARS. She peered out through the severe pattern
of the wrought-iron gates, finding her view completely blocked by
the soldier’s stiff red back.


“Good morning,” said Betsy. “What are you doing here?”


The sentry was taken by surprise. He turned his head and studied
her through the metal bars.


“On sentry duty, miss.” He ran a forefinger under his tight collar.
“Road’s being guarded for miles. I’ll be here most of the day.”


Betsy jumped to a conclusion. “Then he is going to pass. The
emperor.”


“General Bonaparte, miss.”


“Oh, dear, yes. I forgot. It’s an order, isn’t it? Could I be sent
to jail for calling him that?”


“I won’t be reporting you, miss.”


“Do you mind stepping a little to one side? I’m coming out. No
order against that, is there?”


The sentry grinned. “Not as I knows of.”


She stepped through and let the gate swing to behind her. For a
moment she studied the tall and motionless figure in its uncomfortable
and uncompromising red cloth.


“I’m going to stay here and see him pass.”


“Well, I suppose it’s awright. But sort of make yourself scarce
when you see Johnny Craps coming—excuse me, miss. I mean the
gen’ral.”


Betsy was beginning to feel thoroughly at home with this new
acquaintance. She asked, “What’s your name, please?”


“Private Knock, miss.”


“Knock? Isn’t that a rather odd name?”


“Never heard anyun else as had it, miss. Don’t ast me how we
got it. I don’t know. My father didn’t know. His father didn’t know.
We just had it give us. Some of these noddies I’m sojering with
laugh at me. And these fussocks of officers grin when they gives
me orders. Gal-go-raily, I’d like to bash in a head or two! Some day
I may up and do it.”


After a moment the soldier stared down at her over the barrel of
his gun. “What’s your name, miss? If ye don’t mind telling me, that
is.”


“Not at all, Private Knock. My name is Lucia Elizabeth Balcombe.
But I’m always called Betsy.”


Betsy seated herself on a mound of grass at the side of the road
and proceeded to ask him all the questions which came into her
mind, which were many. The sentry, watching her out of the corner
of an eye, answered her as best he could. Sometimes she was
puzzled by what he told her, chiefly because his vocabulary was
strangely different from anything she had ever encountered. “What
do you mean by that?” she would have to ask, or she would say,
“You do use the oddest words, Private Knock.”


She had picked some ripe plums the day before, tearing a rent
in her skirt in the course of climbing the tree, and she now found
they were still in her pocket. She tossed them up to him and he
crunched them gratefully in his strong teeth.


“Coo!” he said. “They’re banging good. I never got much in the
way of fruit in Lunnon. ’Cept as I was able to steal some off the
barrows.”


What interested Betsy most was that he had seen the emperor
the night before at rather close range. She questioned him eagerly
about his impressions.


“Yus, he passed as close as ten feet. Never looked at anyun. I got
the idea he’d have been pleased to order us strung up, all in rows.
Ev’y mother’s son of us. If you get a look at him now, miss, you’ll
see what I mean.”


“Oh, I’m going to stay and see him, you may be sure.”


He indulged in a grin. “You know your mind, I can see. You know,
miss, I’ve been looking for’ard to when they’ll transfer us some’re out
of this banging heat. But there’s one thing I’d like to stay long
enough to see. I’d like to see you when you grows up into a young
leddy, Miss Betsy.”


At this point the sentry came abruptly to attention. He clicked
his gun into proper position on his shoulder and stared straight
ahead of him.


“Here they come,” he whispered. “Get back ahind that pillar so
they won’t see you talking to me. ’Gainst orders. Keep your eyes
wide open, Miss Betsy. There he is, Gen’ral Bonaparte, old Johnny
Craps hisself!”


And so Betsy Balcombe saw Napoleon Bonaparte for the first
time, by peering cautiously from behind the stone gatepost. He did
not see her. His gaze seemed to be fixed with a surprising intentness
on the Balcombe domain.


She watched him until the mounted party with him passed out of
sight on the road which led up to Longwood.


“I’m not afraid of him,” was the thought which took possession of
her mind. “He has a strange look, but very sad.”


4


Betsy interrupted the breakfast that her parents were enjoying
together by bursting in with her news.


“I’ve seen him!” she declared.


William Balcombe looked up from the kedgeree he was eating; a
common dish in St. Helena because of the abundance of fish. Although
there was no bacon, no sausage, no kidneys on the table—in
fact, none of the classic dishes of a fine English breakfast—Sarah
Timms had a special gift for the first meal of the day. There was a
loaf of bread right out of the oven and smoking hot, an array of
small containers with the most delectable of jams and jellies, and a
pot of coffee filling the room with the most agreeable of odors. The
dining room was on the east side and so had the benefit of the early
sun. It was warm and bright and cheerful.


“Do you mean Napoleon?” asked the head of the house.


“Yes, Papa. He was riding up the shore road and I was behind the
gates. So I saw him as plain as plain.”


Although none of the other children had yet come down, Betsy
seated herself in her usual chair. She reached for the bread. Holding
up the piece she had secured, she emitted a cry of triumph. “The
crusty end! I’ve haven’t had it for—oh, for weeks and weeks. One of
those greedy little brothers of mine always gets it.”


“The little fellows like the crusty ends,” said Mrs. Balcombe.


“And so do I. And so does Jane. And you. And Papa.” Betsy let
the subject drop and proceeded to eat the bread with relish.


“Now tell us your impression of Napoleon,” said her father.


“He looked—well, like a schoolteacher. You know, kind of stern
and very sure of himself. And not willing to have any back talk at
all. But I liked him.”


“Then you’ll be able to calm the fears of poor Sarah and the rest
of the servants. They sometimes seem inclined to listen to you. They
won’t listen to me, although I got much the same impression as you
did. Of course, I didn’t get a close view of him.”


Betsy began to draw on the information she had received from
the sentry. “You weren’t as lucky as Private Knock. He saw the
emperor very close.”


William Balcombe, having finished his kedgeree, frowned at this.
“And who is Private Knock?”


“Oh, I haven’t told you about him, have I? I saw him as soon as
I went out this morning. He was on sentry go at our gates. So I went
down to find why he was there and we had a long talk.”


“Indeed. Don’t you know, child, that young ladies should not have
long talks with private soldiers? Or talks of any kind!”


“Oh, Papa, he was just filled with interesting things to tell me.
You see, he was born in London and he joined a group who called
themselves the Kincher Coes. They were a pretty bad lot, I’m
afraid.”


“Kincher Coes,” said her father in a reflective tone. “That would
be a corruption of the old cant term, I suppose. Some time ago—oh,
several centuries—the crooks of England used to call their girls kinchin
morts and their boys kinchin coes. So this interesting sentry had
been a kinchin coe!”


“Oh, yes,” said Betsy eagerly. “And they got into trouble. I think
it may have been stealing fruit from barrows or the quarts of milk
left on area steps. The bobbies were after them—”


“Bobbies?” said Mrs. Balcombe, who was beginning to show
symptoms of shock.


“The police, my dear, the police,” said her husband. “It’s largely
a London term but surely you’ve heard the word used.”


“Well, anyway,” went on Betsy, “Private Knock thought he had
better get himself out of trouble, so he took the shilling.”


“That means he enlisted,” explained Mr. Balcombe for his wife’s
enlightenment. “And so, Betsy, this private soldier had a close look
at Napoleon. How did that come about?”


“He was on sentry duty. On the steps of the cackle-tub—” Betsy
stopped abruptly, wearing an expression of dismay. “Oh, please,
Mamma, I didn’t mean to say that.”


“And what,” in the sternest of terms, “is a cackle-tub?”


Betsy knew from the ominous expression on her mother’s face
that she was in serious trouble. She hesitated. “It’s a name they
have for—well, for a church.”


“Betsy Balcombe! That is blasphemy! How could you say such a
thing? How can you expect to go to heaven if you utter such terrible
words? Tonight you must say your prayers twice and you must beg
the Lord to forgive you. I hope He will.”


“Come, come, my dear,” commented the head of the house. “I
think Betsy is very much at fault. She should never use such words.
But”—he could not keep himself from smiling—“there’s a lot of
cackling goes on in churches when a committee of women get together.
Not to mention what we suffer from church choirs.”


Mrs. Balcombe’s pretty face was flushed with indignation. “Mr.
Balcombe, must it always be this way? Must you feel called upon
to stand up for the child, no matter what she says or does?”


Noticing that his plate was empty, she rose and carried it to the
sideboard for a second helping. Ordinarily she always felt a sense of
satisfaction in using this particular piece of furniture. It was of the
period of James I and quite authentically ugly in a heavy oakish
way, being as stoutly built as the legs of a cavalryman. All of her
best furniture had been broken in the passage out from England
with this one exception. She cherished it beyond its just deserts
but she had no room in her mind for anything approaching satisfaction
at the moment.


Returning to the table, she placed the replenished plate in front
of her husband. “I expect you to agree, Mr. Balcombe, that Betsy
must go to her room at once. And stay there until I say she can
come down.”


The girl’s face was a picture of dismay. “But, Mamma! please let
me tell you first what I was going to say. I noticed something when
the emperor—I mean General Bonaparte—was passing. It was very
strange.”


Mrs. Balcombe hesitated. “Well—if it’s something we ought to
know.”


“He acted in a funny way. I couldn’t see much more than his head
because of the dip in the road but, as soon as he caught sight of
our place, he became—very watchful. I think he must have turned
in his saddle as he rode by, because there was his face for the whole
distance staring up here. Now why was he so interested?”


“Perhaps,” said William Balcombe, helping himself to marmalade,
“he heard that the Duke of Wellington occupied the pavilion once.”


The girl shook her head emphatically. “No, Papa, it was more than
that. He was studying the place. Just as though it was a battlefield.”


“Still he may have heard about the duke,” said Mrs. Balcombe.
“Everyone talked about the way he enjoyed himself here. He was
such a kind man. I’ll never forget what fine eyes he had.”


“Most observing eyes, my dear,” declared her husband. “He most
certainly observed you. It’s no wonder his men always call him the
Beau. They say right now that Napoleon’s old flame Grassini—the
great Italian singer, you know—is in Paris and that our duke—”


“That will do, Mr. Balcombe,” interrupted his wife. “There are
things that even our Betsy should not hear.”


Betsy, strangely enough, had not been paying close attention to
what her parents were saying. She was busily pursuing her own
thoughts.


“You know, Mamma and Papa,” she said, “something occurred to
me when I saw him riding by. I thought how odd it would be if he
wanted to stay here too.” She indulged in a throaty laugh which
could not be described as a giggle, although it belonged somewhere
in that classification. “Just think! Napoleon sleeping in the same
room as the Duke of Wellington! Wouldn’t that be funny?”


“Yes, that would be most peculiar,” declared her father, thrusting
back his chair and getting to his feet. “Well, I must hie me down
to the marts of trade. The offices of Balcombe, Fowler and Chase
do not begin to clatter noisily until I arrive.” He kissed his wife and
then leaned over to give Betsy an affectionate hug. “I’m sure if
Napoleon does come here, he’ll admire you, my dear, quite as much
as the Iron Duke did. I bid you adieu, my fair ladies.”


He was scarcely out of the room when sedate footsteps on the
stairs announced the approach of the older daughter of the house.
Jane was a picture of neatness. Her hair was combed back perfectly,
her dress was so starched that it rustled loudly.


“You are early, my dear,” said her mother, as Jane took her place
at the table.


Jane looked at the remains of the loaf. “But not early enough, it
seems. Who got the end?”


“I did,” answered Betsy. “And my, how I enjoyed it!”


“There was a lot of talk going on down here. What was it all
about?”


Betsy answered eagerly. “I saw Napoleon this morning.”


Jane did not seem too much interested. “Oh! Where?”


“Down on the road to Longwood.”


“Isn’t it funny he should be up so early?”


“I read somewhere that he won his battles that way.”


Jane’s interest in the topic was exhausted. “Mamma, could we go
into town today? I want you to see that material before it’s all sold.”


“Well, dear, perhaps I can spare the time. And, Betsy, I’ll suspend
your punishment and let you go too. If we go.”


“Thanks, Mamma. But, really, I think I ought to stay here. Just
in case something happens.”


A sound of irate barking from all the pups in concert took Betsy
to the side porch. They heard her voice raised in expostulation and
Mrs. Balcombe went out to investigate. The girl lost interest at once
in the canine controversy and turned in a suddenly grave mood to
face her mother.


“Mamma, it’s a good thing you have Jane, isn’t it? She’s so sweet
and just the kind of daughter you like to have.”


Mrs. Balcombe regarded her with an equally sudden gravity.
“Betsy, dear child, you don’t think that I—that I have a preference
for Jane?”


“I wouldn’t blame you, Mamma. I must seem like a great nuisance
at times.”


Her mother leaned down and put an arm around her, hugging
her with a sudden emotional tightness. “Betsy! Betsy! It’s not true,
little girl. I love you as much as I do Jane, even if I am sharp with
you sometimes.”


“Well, I seem to do so much thinking about things and I always
feel I should tell you about it. For instance, Mamma, surely the
time has come when we, Jane and I, ought to be told about Papa
and his family.”


A slight note of sharpness resumed possession of Mrs. Balcombe’s
tongue. “Now, Betsy, you know we’re not supposed to talk about
that. Your father doesn’t want it.”


“But we don’t even know if it’s true what people say.”


“How do you know what people say?”


“Why, don’t you suppose they ask us questions? I guess they’re
afraid to say anything to you or Papa, so they come to us, to Jane
and me. All the women you know come to us. They speak in low
whispers. They want to know if it’s true that Papa—”


“Please! Please! Let’s not talk about it. Your father prefers not to
have it discussed. I don’t know why. But he does.”


“Mamma, there’s nothing to be ashamed of. He ought to be proud.
When we were at school last year in England, all the girls used to
talk about us, Jane and me. They seemed to think we were—well,
like princesses in disguise.”


“What do you and Jane say when these women ask you questions?”


“We say we don’t know. That’s all we can say, isn’t it? But you
must know, Mamma. Surely you must.”


“Please, Betsy. Your father has asked me not to talk. Not with
anyone. Perhaps when you get a little older he may think differently
about it. But I’m not sure. Something happened that I don’t know
about. I think it left a mark on him.”


“I wouldn’t have brought it up except I got to thinking. If Napoleon
did want to come here, we could meet him on equal grounds,
couldn’t we?”


“You do have a way all your own of looking at things,” said Mrs.
Balcombe, with a rather strained smile. “Now be a good girl. Run
along and find something useful to do.”



CHAPTER TWO
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At five o’clock that afternoon the sun had lost so much of its triumphant
height in the sky that it looked to be nearing the point when
it would suddenly drop behind the jagged edge of the western
hills. The air had become cool. The trade wind from the east was
stirring the leaves in the overhanging trees and even causing the
branches to twist and toss and to fill the air with the half rustle,
half song which the natives sometimes called the “sonther.” Mrs.
Balcombe, seated at a table containing the remains of a substantial
tea, was glad she had her cashmere shawl over her shoulders. It
was a beautiful thing of many colors. All her husband had told her
about it was that “it had come on a deal.” It was doubtful if even
Napoleon’s first wife, the slightly tragic Josephine, or his second
mate, the daughter of the illustrious house of Hapsburg, had possessed
its peer.


She sat between her husband and the Rev. Godefroi Eustace
Stodgkin, who had dropped in for tea and a parochial talk. William
Balcombe had groaned when he arrived home from town and
found this guest ensconced at the round deal table under a clump
of sheltering trees. He had no liking for the new curate.


The visitor was tall and bony, with a prominent Adam’s apple
and such a degree of shortsightedness that his eyeglasses were as
thick as the pebbles which boys skim on water. Also he was a
bachelor. He had remarked once that he was waiting for the Balcombe
sisters to grow up and would then decide which one he
would marry. When this reached Betsy’s ears she had said to herself:
“I don’t know how Jane feels. But it won’t be me!”


As usual the visitor had been doing all the talking and what he
had to say seemed to begin invariably with some such phrase as,
“I am against it!” “I cannot accept such reasoning,” “I refuse to believe,”
or “Never, never!”


Mrs. Balcombe’s mind was not on his discourse and she was the
first to see that a party of horsemen had come to a stop on the shore
road below their entrance.


“They’re turning in,” she said, in an anxious tone. “If you will
excuse me, Mr. Stodgkin, I will run and see if anything needs to be
done.” She rose from her chair, spilling a ball of wool out of her
knitting bag.


“Who are turning in?” asked the shortsighted clergyman.


“I think it is Napoleon Bonaparte and his escort,” replied Mr.
Balcombe. He had indulged in a bath since his return from town,
keeping the curate waiting while he did so, and was now wearing a
fresh suit of clothes and a new cravat. He felt ready for any
emergency.


The jaw of the young clergyman shot out at a belligerent angle.
“I do not condone war,” he declared. “I have nothing but contempt
for great military leaders. I shall refuse to make the acquaintance
of General Bonaparte. If you don’t mind, Mr. Balcombe, I
shall leave by the side road and pay a call on that woman over there.
I can’t be polite enough to name her by name because I don’t know
what her name is. I can only follow the lead of others and speak of
her as the Veiled Lady.” He paused and then added in a decided
tone, “I am going to be very firm with her!”


Mr. Balcombe sighed audibly. It was becoming difficult to be
polite to this man of unqualified prejudices. He glanced briefly to
the south where a rise in the rocky structure of the island, somewhat
similar to that which made the Briars so pleasant, allowed the smallest
glimpse of a gable window in a cluster of trees. He was in the
habit of glancing at it frequently because he shared the interest of
all island inhabitants in the mysterious lady who lived there, and
who was never seen even at the small gable window.


“You are going to be firm with her, did you say?” he asked. “What
has the poor woman been doing?”


The new curate untangled his sharp knees and got to his feet.
“Mr. Balcombe,” he said, sniffling from the head cold which never
seemed to desert him, “I do not condone such unusual happenings
as the arrival of a woman in a veil who proceeds to rent—through
a lawyer, mind you, who never sees behind the veil and
who refuses to state her name—a house on this island.”


“The lawyer in question,” interjected William Balcombe, “gave a
favorable report on her in all other respects. He said she spoke in a
cultured voice. He knows her name but is under instructions not
to divulge it. The bank did not need to question her when she called
there. Advices had already reached them from England which
satisfied them about her. In a financial sense at least. It is no secret
that she receives remittances quarterly.”


“Such considerations do not weigh with me,” declared the curate.
“She refuses to see me—”


“She refuses to see anyone, Mr. Stodgkin.”


“But”—emphatically—“I represent the church. She must see me.
Do you realize that she has never once set foot in the church? Why?
It—it is intolerable not to know, so we can be of aid and comfort to
her. That, Mr. Balcombe, is our duty.”


“She never sees anyone but also she is never seen. It’s clear she
has good reasons for wanting to be left alone.”


“I have called three times. Each time that maidservant, who does
not speak English with any degree of intelligibility, has said no to
me. That is why I say the time has come for the utmost firmness
on my part.”


“Don’t be too hard on her,” urged Mr. Balcombe. “I’m sure she’s
an unfortunate woman who has had a tragedy in her life.”


“I do not condone—” began the curate again, but before he could
define what exactly it was he had set his mind against, he saw that
the mounted party was already halfway up the drive and that a
man in a distinctive three-cornered hat rode in the front. He hurried
away by a side path.


At the same moment a figure in brown and yellow emerged
through the trees and came to the table in a breathless state.


“You see, Papa, I was right,” said Betsy. “I knew he intended to
come in on his way back. Papa, was that the Rev. Something Something
Stodgkin I saw skittering around behind the house? What a
trial he must have been to you!”


“I don’t mind telling you, Betsy, that I am beginning to find him
intolerable.”


The girl bent over and picked up the ball of wool. “I wish Mother
would be more careful with her knitting. Now I’ll have to follow
this all the way through the house until I catch up with her. And
I’m in such a hurry!”


“Why, my dear, are you in such a hurry? It won’t be necessary
for you to put in an appearance.”


Betsy smiled confidently. “You think not, Papa? Let me point out
that you had a French nurse for me for quite a few years and that I
learned to speak pretty good French. Do any of the rest of you speak
it at all? I’m sure I’ll be needed to act as interpreter. And I think
I should look my best.”





The two sisters shared a bedroom, a pleasant corner of the house
with two windows and a southeastern exposure. When Betsy burst
in to change her dress, Jane was standing before a long mirror on
one wall; a rather cheap one which had been acquired to take the
place of the valuable Georgian gesso glass which had been broken
into a hundred pieces on the ship. The afternoon in town had been
fruitful. She had a length of the dusky muslin draped over her
shoulders and was studying the effect.


“Jane,” said Betsy, wriggling out of her dress and letting it fall on
the floor. “Are you ready for company? Great company?”


“I think so,” said the older sister calmly.


Betsy had run to a tall walnut chest-on-chest (which had been
very much damaged also) and was rummaging furiously for what
she would need. She had stepped out of her pantalettes, revealing
the fact that they were a mere sham, covering her only from knee
to ankle, and her first care was to select a fresh pair. It is always
premature to speak of the figure of a girl of fourteen, as so many
things can happen in the process of further growth. But the trimness
of Betsy Balcombe cannot be passed over without notice. Her
legs were slender and they were softly and beautifully feminine.
They had, in fact, none of the awkward chubbiness of that age.


When sufficiently clothed to risk showing herself at a window, she
went to the front of the room and looked down at what was going on
below.


“Jane!” she said in a muted tone. “Come and look. Here he is,
outside our house. Napoleon Bonaparte. He’s riding a beautiful
black, and my how dignified he looks. Admiral Cockburn is on foot
beside him and all the others are walking too—dukes and princes
and generals, I suppose. Jane, this is what old Tuddelbury back at
school used to speak of as an historic moment!”


Jane, looking over her shoulder, seemed dismayed. “Oh, oh!” she
whispered. “Will we be expected to go down? Betsy, I’m afraid!
Aren’t you?”


“No. I don’t think there’s anything to be afraid of.”


“But will we have to curtsy to him? Will it be necessary to go right
down on one knee?”


Betsy was not at all concerned. “I don’t know, I’m sure.”


Sarah Timms came into the room in a flouncing haste. “Bose you
wanted. Down’stahs,” she announced. “Miss Jane I see’s you ready.
Miss Betsy, I mus’ look you ovah.” She patted and pulled at Betsy’s
dress and then, taking a comb, worked carefully over her abundant
blond locks. “Theah!” she said, finally. “Now I’se satumfied. But
Miss Betsy, doan you go talking lot down theah.”


“Sarah, do you know what an interpreter is?” asked the younger
daughter.


“No’m. I doan know ’bout terpriters.”


The girl began to laugh. “Well, Sarah, that’s what I’m going to be
downstairs. That means I’ll do most of the talking.”
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Admiral Cockburn had effected some manner of introductions
with his smattering of French. Everyone was standing in a rather
strained group, with Napoleon in the center. Having dismounted,
he had lost much of the imposing dignity he had enjoyed while in
the saddle. The assorted counts, barons, and military officers, who
made up his party, were watching Mr. and Mrs. Balcombe in a cool
appraisal.


“The daughters of the house, General Bonaparte,” said the admiral,
when the two girls paused in the doorway. “Miss Jane
Balcombe. And Miss Elizabeth Balcombe.”


Both girls curtsied with stiff uncertainty. The Comte de Bertrand,
on Napoleon’s right, leaned closer to whisper in his ear. “The
younger one speaks French, sire. The older one—ah, sire, is she not
charming?”


Napoleon’s eyes swept over Jane and then came to Betsy. There
they stopped. He leaned a little forward in the absorption with
which he studied her. Then he leaned back and whispered in Bertrand’s
ear.


“Ma foi, Marshal,” he said. “Are you becoming blind? The older
one is pretty, yes, but look at the other one. La petite.”


“Miss Elizabeth Balcombe,” said the admiral, “will act as interpreter
for us. Will you—ah, take charge, Miss Betsy?”


Much of the assurance which the girl had felt on descending the
stairs had deserted her. There was an anxious flush on her cheeks.
“I am willing to try, my lord,” she said, “but my French is quite
limited, I’m afraid.”


Napoleon understood something of what was being said. He
smiled at the fourteen-year-old girl. “You must let me judge, Mam’selle
Betsee,” he said. “You are not afraid of me?”


“No, Your Highness. At least, I don’t think I am.”


“Where did you learn to speak French?”


“I had a nurse from Brittany when I was a small girl. I spoke
nothing but French with her for several years.”


“I am sure you found it a great pleasure to learn something of
our very graceful tongue.”


Betsy was recovering enough of her usual composure to give him
an honest answer. “I liked it when I had my old nurse, Your Highness.
But later, at school, well—”


“Yes, how did you like it at school?”


“We had French teachers there, Your Highness. And they made
the language seem—well, kind of excitable.”


The stern expression on the face of the Man of Destiny seemed
to become somewhat more pronounced. He frowned at her. And
then, abruptly, he began to laugh. “Ah, my child. You have spirit.
You say what you think. That is good. I like to see it. I have done
it all my life, mam’selle. See, we must make a bargain between us.
We will always say to one another what we think. It will be an understanding,
a game perhaps. And now,” he turned to the situation
confronting him, “will you tell your parents, mam’selle, that I have
a request to make? It will take a long time to finish the additions
and repairs to this dreadful place, this Longwood. It will be a matter
of weeks. Perhaps even of months.” He gave his shoulders an
impatient shrug. “What am I to do? I cannot spend another night
at that impossible inn.”


Admiral Cockburn had been following the conversation with
some difficulty. “I regret, General Bonaparte,” he said, “that you
found it so hot and uncomfortable.”


“That was not all. The food! Ma foi, it is hard to believe that even
English cooks could produce such abominable messes.” He turned
back to Betsy. “And so, mam’selle, I must make this request of your
parents. Could it be arranged for me to stay here until this—this
dreadful place in the hills has been made fit for human habitation?
I would be quite content with the summerhouse I see up there. It
looks cool and inviting.”


Betsy conveyed the suggestion to her parents. They spoke together
briefly in low tones. Then Mr. Balcombe nodded his head.


“Tell General Bonaparte we will be glad to give him possession
of the pavilion. For as long as he needs.”


A gratified look took possession of Napoleon’s face when the girl
translated this for him. He nodded his head several times. “M’sieur
and Madame are most kind,” he said. “Please tell them, ma petite,
how grateful I am. And please make it clear that I will strive to
render my stay as little difficult for them as possible. My servants
will see to my needs and will, of course, prepare my meals.”


“When does he want to come?” asked Mrs. Balcombe.


Betsy conveyed this question to him and Napoleon cried out
emphatically. “Now! At once! Ah, that dreadful room! That stifling
heat! I hope never to set foot there again!”


After another consultation with her parents, Betsy reported:
“Papa says you are to consider this your home at once. They will
consider it an honor if you will be their guest at dinner tonight.”


“I shall be happy to dine with them,” answered the ex-emperor.
“How can I repay them for such kindness?”


“It will be a family dinner, Your Highness. My sister and I will
be of the company. But not our brothers. They are having their
supper inside now.”


“How many brothers have you, mam’selle?”


“Two. One eight. And one four.”


“Four!” Napoleon’s manner suddenly became grave, “Then he is
the age of my little son, the King of Rome. I think it will be a pleasure
for me to see this small brother.” He appeared lost in thought
for several moments and then he shrugged his shoulders and spoke
to Bertrand. “Will you see to things at once? Have my camp cot
brought up without fail. I think, if our very nice little interpreter
will accompany us to the pavilion, we can decide at once what other
things will be necessary.”


Betsy led the way through the grounds and up to the relatively
high position where the pavilion stood. Napoleon paused in the
shade of a grape arbor which covered the entrance to the thickly
planted gardens beyond.


“How peaceful it is,” he said, with a sigh. “And so very cool. Do
you have this breeze all the time?”


“Always, Your Highness. The trade winds seem to blow straight
across our property. In winter we would like them to stop because
it is cold and raw then. But they never do.”


“Perhaps I could stand here and raise up my arms to the skies like
Joshua and command them to stop.” There was a smile on Napoleon’s
face which suggested he half believed what he was saying.
His eyes became attracted to the waterfall in the background. “How
extraordinary! Doesn’t the water ever reach the ground?”


“I don’t think so, Your Highness. We are very proud of it. My
papa says there is nothing quite like it anywhere. Even at Carlton
House.”


Napoleon leaned over and gave her ear a light pinch. “How lucky
for me, ma petite, that you had a French nurse.”


There were chairs in the garden. Napoleon seated himself in one
and motioned Betsy to take another. “Make what arrangements you
think necessary,” he said to Bertrand. “And now, mam’selle, we shall
have a talk.”


“If it please Your Highness, may I ask a question?”


“Of course.”


“What should I call you? It has been announced that it’s to be
General Bonaparte but that—that doesn’t sound right.”


The ex-emperor turned in his chair to look at her more closely. It
was a frail piece of furniture and squeaked alarmingly.


“And why, ma petite, does it not seem right to you?”


“You were emperor and should always be called that. I can’t address
you in any other way without feeling you will be offended.”


“And you don’t want to offend me?”


“Oh, no, Your Highness.”


Napoleon had often asserted that with him the human passions
never mounted higher than his throat. But at this point in the conversation
he made it clear that such was not the case. The skin of
his face, generally so white and cool, suddenly showed a flush of
anger and this spread rapidly to the fine marblelike expanse of his
brow.


He got to his feet and began to pace up and down. His arms were
not locked behind his back as was invariably the case when he fell
into deep mental concentration. Instead they swung back and forth
without keeping in accord with the rhythm of his steps. It was clear
that his emotions had been deeply stirred.


“There is no General Bonaparte!” So ran his thoughts. “He ceased
to exist when I left Egypt. His place was taken by the First Consul
and then by the Emperor. If he existed today, it would be as a
shadow, as a spirit, wafted along those hot roads to the Pyramids.
Or perhaps on that ship which took me back to France. General
Bonaparte has been obliterated by the achievements of the First
Consul and the glory of the Emperor.


“But these English, these cold, carping storekeepers and bankers
and builders of ships! They know the most cunning ways of offending
me. They say they never acknowledged me as Emperor and
that I shall always be General Bonaparte to them! They are determined
to keep alive the picture of that scrawny, starving young
officer who came up out of the revolutionary maelstrom! This I most
solemnly swear: I shall never acknowledge the name. I shall refuse
to answer when so addressed. I shall return unopened any notes or
letters delivered in that name. They may be from these petty officials
or they may be from the Emperor of Austria or the King of
England. It will be all the same to me. Never, never will they be
opened! Even if it means they will put me in close confinement or
even in a solitary cell. General Bonaparte has ceased to exist!”


Then he noticed that Betsy had risen and was standing undecided
beside her chair, holding her bonnet against her skirt. She looked
very much upset.


Napoleon’s mood changed. “She thinks she has said something to
annoy me,” he thought. “On the contrary, this child has been the
only one with the decency to see it is all wrong. And she has had
the courage to tell me so.”


He returned and dropped into his chair so abruptly and heavily
that the creaking of the wood became positively alarming.


“You say you don’t want to offend me.”


“Yes, Your Highness.”


“I am happy you feel that way. It has been customary to address
me as sire.”


Betsy was silent for a moment. Then her lips parted in an involuntary
smile. “S-i-r-e?” she asked. When he nodded, she paused
again. She seemed afraid to speak. “But—but, Your Highness, are
you sure there isn’t a mistake? In English we have a much different
use for that word.”


“Indeed? What may it be?”


“With us it means—the father of a horse.”


Napoleon was annoyed. He looked at her severely, suspecting she
was making a joke at his expense. Then he managed a smile, a
rather bleak one. “This is my fault,” he said. “I told you to speak
frankly. But, ah, what an abominable language! I shall have to train
you to a proper appreciation of French.”


“I am afraid,” said Betsy, “that I am a failure as an interpreter.”


“No, no! not at all. I think you a great success. But I am afraid
you will have to learn to accept my rudeness and not feel hurt.
Rudeness is necessary in a ruler. Even—an ex-ruler.”





Some minutes later Mrs. Balcombe, standing at the outside door
of the kitchen, motioned to her husband to join her there.


“Listen,” she said,


A sound of voices reached them from the direction of the pavilion
garden. Mr. Balcombe listened for a few moments and then shook
his head. “It’s the general talking to Betsy. But I can’t tell what
they’re saying.”


“Of course you can’t. But they have been jabbering away like
this for half an hour. Sometimes they actually seem to be quarreling.
Then they begin to laugh instead.” She gave her head a shake.
“That Betsy! We certainly have an odd child.”


“There are a lot of words which could be applied to our younger
daughter. But I don’t think ‘odd’ is one of them, my dear.”
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The Comte de Bertrand had left, accompanied by all the members
of Napoleon’s train. They were to return as soon as possible
with the supplies needed to make him comfortable in the somewhat
primitive pavilion. Napoleon seemed to have dismissed the matter
from his mind. He lay back in his chair and continued to talk with
Betsy.


“I don’t want you to get into trouble, ma petite, over what you
call me. Suppose we leave it this way: you will say ‘sire’ when no
one is within hearing who might object. At other times it will be
wise for you to address me in accordance with their orders.”


“Yes, sire.”


The conversation went on from one thing to another. They discussed
the burning of Moscow, and, as it happened, the girl had
read enough on that subject to ask intelligent questions. There was
considerable talk about the members of the Bonaparte family and
the parts they had played. It was Betsy who introduced the most
controversial of subjects by asking what he could have done instead
of surrendering himself into the hands of the English. Despite
the fact that his audience was made up solely of a fourteen-year-old
girl, Napoleon went into this problem with the utmost
seriousness.


“I could have gone on fighting,” he said, “but I sensed that the
French people were war-weary and I doubted if their resolution
would have sufficed to win me a stalemate with the allied armies.
And—yes, I must say it. I was weary myself. I knew it would have
been necessary to shoot a good many of the French leaders to
keep the assembly under my thumb. Could I have succeeded in
this sufficiently to keep the struggle going for the balance of the
year? Frankly, I had doubts.


“If I had fought on, they might have been willing to compromise
for the sake of peace. I might have been allowed to resume the
throne. They might even have allowed me to have my son back.”
He remained silent for several moments and then sighed deeply.
“I would have been satisfied with that. I had seen enough of fighting.
But I realized how heavy the odds were against me.”


Betsy was listening with intense interest. Living so far away from
the scene of the European struggle, the people of St. Helena depended
on what they could get in the way of reading matter. When
a ship from England put in at the island, there was always a scramble
to get letters, to claim the months’-old newspapers, the pamphlets
and books. The girl had devoured all that came into the
Balcombe household, all judged proper for her eyes. Her mother
made it a rule to read everything first, and Betsy had been fully
conscious that Mrs. Balcombe was a severe censor. Even at that,
however, certain names had strayed into the restricted area of
her reading—Marie Walewska, La Bellilote, Grassini, Mademoiselle
George of the Paris theater. She had, also, gained a surprisingly
clear understanding of the state problems and of the campaigns.


“But why didn’t you get on a ship for America, sire?” she asked
him.


“I made a great blunder in not doing that,” he conceded. “I could
have lived there in great comfort as my brother Joseph will certainly
do. Gradually a great many Bonapartists would drift across
the Atlantic to join us. We would have lived on our memories. It
would have become like the Elysian Fields. Do you understand, my
child, what I mean by that?”


“No, sire,” answered Betsy.


“The Elysian Fields are a stretch of high land in Parnassus to
which warriors are translated without dying. They live there forever
in great honor.”


Betsy frowned slightly as she thought this over. “Would there be
anything for you to do on these plains but—well, to sit around and
talk?” she asked, finally.


“I’m afraid not. You have put your finger on the weak point, my
child. Could men of action be content for long to do nothing but talk
about the past?” There was a protracted pause. “I am not sure the
Americans would have had much sympathy for us. They are people
of action in their own way. For a time perhaps we would be lionized,
but after that there would be a long period of silence and neglect
while we—we rusted away. Still,” he continued, “I was guilty of a
bad error of judgment in throwing myself on the mercy of the English.
They have none, these hard, selfish people!”


Finally they came back to Betsy herself. All through the conversation
he had been watching her, and now he said abruptly: “You
are too pretty to be English. The women of England are fitted for
nothing better than to become the wives of shopkeepers.”


Betsy could not let this pass. “No, no, no, sire!” she exclaimed.
“That isn’t fair. Nearly all my friends at school were pretty. And
they were bright and nice.”


Napoleon gave a scornful gesture. “Pouf!” he said. “I’ve known
many English women and they’ve all been the same. Always dull
and with faces like pastry just out of the oven.”


Betsy had discovered that the tie on one of her pantalettes had
become loose. She bent over to tighten it. Napoleon watched her
with an amused smile.


“You are the one exception, Mam’selle Betsee. But there’s a fault
I must point out in you. You should not wear those absurd things.”


“I hate them!” cried Betsy, straightening up. “But we have to wear
them until we are fifteen, at least. It’s such a silly fashion!”


“How much longer must you be a slave to it?”


“Another year. Unless I can talk Mamma into letting me discard
them sooner. I’m afraid that’s not likely. Mamma is a believer in
rules.”


“French girls no longer wear them,” asserted Napoleon. “They
went out with the Bourbon kings. Together with many things
equally wrong and foolish.”


“I didn’t know that.” Betsy seemed rather puzzled. “But I think
French women were foolish to give them up. They have thick ankles
and should be glad to hide them.”


“French women are beautiful!” declared the Man of Destiny,
frowning imperiously. “They are clever. They are fascinating. And
they do not have thick ankles. A girl like you should not criticize
them. Ma foi, how many have you known?”


“Quite a few, sire.”


“And did any of them have thick ankles?”


“Yes, sire. All of them did.”


He leaned forward to rest his arms on his knees and for several
moments regarded her with an air of serious study. He was thinking:
“What an extraordinary little creature. Most girls of her age
would say nothing but ‘yes’ or ‘no’ and look frightened and stupid.
But here she is, talking to me with more frankness than any of the
members of my train.”


Betsy was beginning to look disturbed. “I am sorry, sire, that I
seem bold to you.”


“I am not charging you with boldness. I am charging you with
intelligence. And with courage.” The pallid cheeks of the captive
lighted up completely at this point. “Now that we are so deep into
the subject, I will make a confession. You are partly right. Many
French women are heavy. Let me tell you the full truth about
feminine beauty. You don’t find it in England. No, no, never in England!
Rarely do you find it in France or Germany; although my
second wife was fresh and pretty. No, it is necessary to go to Italy.
Ah, how lovely they are, the women of Italy. I mean when they are
young. You know, Mam’selle Betsee, I am not French by birth. The
people of Corsica are Italian. My sister Pauline, who is the most
beautiful woman in the world, is the perfect Italian type. She is a
sensible woman, that one. She devotes herself to her looks and
doesn’t bother her head about politics.”


He paused and then began to laugh. “So, French women have
thick ankles! You really do say what’s in your mind. And here am I,
after knowing countless fascinating French women, agreeing with
you. I see we are really going to live up to that agreement we made.”
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After dinner the men moved out to the front porch to take advantage
of the evening breeze. The port was placed on a table there,
convenient for use. Admiral Cockburn joined his host in obeisance
to the rich and heady wine but Napoleon sniffed at it scornfully.


“Is it true, my lord admiral,” he asked, “that Englishmen sometimes
drink as many as five bottles of this at dinner?”


The admiral picked his way carefully through the much obstructed
roadway of his knowledge of French. “There are five-bottle
men, General Bonaparte. But they are—er, exceptional. You must
understand, I don’t mean to speak of them as admirable. Few men
ever aspire to such a high—er, rating. Three-bottle men are more
general. Even two-bottle.”


Napoleon, bowing and rising to his feet, said to himself: “I should
have waited a few years more. Surely a few only were needed for
all Englishmen to drink themselves into the grave.” He announced
aloud his intention of taking a brief stroll in the gardens before going
to bed. Captain Poppleton, a young officer of the 53rd Regiment,
whose duty it was to keep the Captive always in sight, materialized
instantly from his station in the gardens. He began to follow at a
discreet distance.


Mrs. Balcombe had not accompanied the men to the porch and
so Admiral Cockburn faced his host alone. He glanced across the
table, noting the broad lines of Balcombe’s somewhat florid face.
“There could be truth in the story they tell about him,” he thought.
“Certainly there’s a Hanoverian hint in the cut of his jib. Which one
of them could have been his father? Old King George himself?”


After a rather long stretch of silence while he turned this over in
his mind, and Balcombe continued to sip his wine in full enjoyment,
the admiral brought his attention back to the problem which faced
him. “I’ll be glad, Balcombe,” he said, “when I’m relieved of this
duty. It’s not going to be easy, you know.”


“But,” protested the host, “he seems very easy in his manners.
Even quite amiable.”


“That’s all surface. Underneath he’s seething with emotions
which never show. Quite an actor, you know. I had plenty of chance
to see under the surface during that interminable voyage. I can tell
you this: he doesn’t expect to stay here long. France, he believes,
will realize he is being treated badly and will rise to demand his
return. He never said this in so many words, but he made it clear
in many ways.”


“It’s a forlorn hope,” declared Balcombe.


“Quite. The powers of Europe will never agree to let him get
away from this island. The French can demand as loud as they care—matter
of fact, I don’t believe they care at all—but the allies will
stand firm. What chance would there be of French vessels breaking
through the navy cordon we’ll maintain around St. Helena? None
whatever. The eagle doesn’t know it yet but he’s caged for life.”


“I heard in town today that the other powers are sending out
envoys to keep an eye on things.”


The admiral nodded. “Russia, France, and Prussia. They’ll bring
their families and their own servants. How are we going to accommodate
them?”


“It will be a problem,” conceded Balcombe. “You know, my lord,
the Plantation House is the only place on the island suitable for an
ex-emperor. It would save us a great deal of trouble if the government
would assign it for his use and let the governors make do with
Longwood instead.”


Cockburn chuckled. “That suggestion has been voiced in the presence
of old Wilks but he pretends not to hear. Of course, he’s leaving
soon. I don’t expect it will make any difference when the new
governor arrives. The new man will be just as insistent on his own
comfort.”


“What’s that verse about a sow’s ear?”


“You mean the Peter Pindar lines? ‘You cannot make, my lord, I
fear, a velvet purse of a sow’s ear.’ Exactly, Balcombe. Longwood
is a sow’s ear. Not all the money in the English treasury will ever
convert it into a decent residence. Certainly it won’t suit a man who
enjoyed so long the grandeur of Versailles and the comfort of
Malmaison. I watched him as we went over the place and I could
read disgust in every expression of his face.”


“I doubt if you can get rid of the rats up there.”


“They’re all over the place.” The admiral gave his head a doubtful
shake. “There was a hole in the floor of the room he may have
to use as his bedchamber. A rat put its head through and stared at
us. He was enormous and he didn’t seem afraid of us at all. Napoleon
looked at him and said: ‘This fellow must be the king of the
rats. Has he many subjects?’ He did not intend to be jocular. His
face was white with rage. Still, he has made it clear already that he
will maintain a semblance of imperial dignity, no matter where we
put him. Have you heard how many people he has brought with
him?”


“Quite a household, I understand.”


“More than forty. Already he has made his appointments. Bertrand
is to be grand marshal of the palace. He’s a good enough fellow
but a real stickler for form and he insists on being addressed
as m’sieur le grand maréchal. What utter folly! Grand marshal of a
cow stable!”


“I hear good things about Madame Bertrand.”


“Why not? She’s part English, you know. Her father was a Dillon.
A descendant of the Dillon who organized the regiment of the Wild
Geese in Paris.”


“Oh, yes. It was made up entirely of young Irishmen, wasn’t it?”


“From top to bottom. The share of Anglo-Saxon blood in the Dillons
has worn pretty thin by this time. Still, it’s enough to make a
fine lady of her. The Comte de Montholon is to be minister of
finance, external and internal affairs and prefect of the palace. Have
you enjoyed a glimpse of his wife? The fair Albiné! Not at all adverse
to extramarital activities, that one. It’s said that Napoleon—well,
I don’t need to put it into words. Then there’s Gourgaud, who
will be chief orderly officer and have charge of the stables and
carriages. And finally there’s the Marquis de Las Cases who will be
chamberlain and chief secretary. A different stripe from the others,
this fellow. He’s come for one purpose only, to get material for a
life of Napoleon. He expects to make a fortune by publishing it in
all European languages. Nothing of the soldier in Las Cases. The
others look down on him.”





The long peaceful moments while they lingered over their wine
were the best that this lonely island had to offer. The sun was sinking
somewhere back of the high rock walls and the light which
reached them was filled with a gentle melancholy. They felt the
breeze from the sea but it reached them on almost soundless wings.
Only the occasional piping of birds high above them broke the
silence.


“You have been here some time now, Balcombe,” said the seaman,
raising his glass to appraise the rich coloring. “Some people tell me
this is a heaven on earth. Others say it is no more than a ghastly
parody of life. Which is true?”


“I incline to favor the life here,” answered the merchant after a
few moments of thought. “My wife never complains, being the
sweetest woman on the face of the earth, but I fancy she is on the
other side. She misses her friends and the church bells and the gentle
rains. I like it because it’s so even. You never waken up to find
snow piled up over the window sills. And you never suffer from
tropical heat. I’m speaking of what we have here in this particular
spot and with no consideration of the weather in town. It can get
pretty bad there.


“But you know, my lord,” he went on, “there are times when the
longing for home becomes almost unbearable. I wish I could tell you
how often I have sat on this very spot and felt that I would trade
an eternity of this placid existence for one hour—one hour, mind
you—in a cold house with a real old London fog making it impossible
to see the railings in front.”


“Of course, my dear fellow, of course, of course!” affirmed the
admiral. “You wouldn’t be a true Englishman if you didn’t feel that
way. But he”—motioning over his shoulder in the direction that Napoleon
had taken—“he won’t. He won’t long for anything about
France except the power and the glory. I don’t believe there’s a
sentimental bone in his body. I don’t indeed.”


“I’m not as sure of that as you are,” declared Balcombe, reflectively.
“No man has lived a more romantic life.”


“Are you referring to his campaigns or to the fair ladies who figured
in his life?”


“A combination of both.”


“I will tell you this, my dear sir. I shall be a happy man when I
set foot again on the quarter-deck of my ship and sail back to England,
leaving all these responsibilities behind me. It’s going to be
impossible to keep things on an even keel with this extraordinary
man. I hope the government has the good sense to send out a
diplomat, a man who knows how to tread on eggs, how to meet
aggression with a properly firm hand well concealed in a velvet
glove. A Talleyrand. Not an army man. No, no, that would never
do! Balcombe, if the government borrowed the services of the
Archangel Michael and sent him down here straight from heaven,
this man would hate him on sight. He would pick quarrels and fill
the air with outrageous demands. This is not guesswork, Balcombe.
I know!”
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“My lord admiral! He’s gone! I can find no trace of him!”


The agitated voice of Captain Poppleton reached the ears of the
two middle-aged men so casually passing the port back and forth
between them. He came charging up through the gardens, his gray
tails flapping behind him, his usually placid face a mask of wild-eyed
dismay.


“What’s wrong, Poppleton?” The admiral’s voice held a chiding
note. “What has happened to get you into such a state?”


“General Bonaparte, my lord! I dropped back a little distance to
watch the sun sinking. When I turned around again, he was gone!
My lord admiral, I assure you he was nowhere in sight. I’ve been
everywhere—the houses, the gardens, the orchard. No trace of him
have I found.”


“Come, Poppleton, this is absurd. Do you think he has plunged
into the sea? Do you believe he can swim all the way back to
France?”


“As to that, I can’t say, sir.”


The loud tones of the excited officer had brought Mrs. Balcombe
to the porch. In a quiet voice, she asked, “What is wrong?”


“This young donkey is convinced that General Bonaparte has
made his escape already from the island,” explained Admiral Cockburn.


“He’s been taking a walk through the upper grounds,” explained
Mrs. Balcombe, smiling reassuringly at the unhappy Poppleton. “I
assure you, Captain, that I caught a glimpse of him a few minutes
ago. There’s a path leading up to a point from which it’s possible
to look out to sea. I’m sure that is where he has gone.”


The three men joined her on a section of the porch from which
a full view was possible. As they watched, a figure with a tricornered
hat emerged from a lower level.


“It’s Bonaparte,” declared the admiral. “Now, Poppleton, are you
satisfied? There’s someone with him but I expect you won’t be satisfied
unless you tag along at their heels.”


“Quite, my lord.”


Mrs. Balcombe’s fingers had tightened on her husband’s arm. She
whispered to him in a voice filled with astonishment: “William! It’s
Betsy with him. Our Betsy.” She waited a moment and then went
on in a hushed tone. “They are strolling along together. Hand in
hand!”



CHAPTER THREE


1


Napoleon wakened the next morning at eight o’clock. He had slept
well. The cool breeze which came in at one window and left by another
was in pleasant contrast to the heat of the room he had occupied
at the inn. A vague thought took possession of his mind.
Would those busy officials of the stubborn English Government allow
him to remain here permanently and forget all about the possibility
of converting that rat-infested rookery on the crest into a
residence for him?


After a few moments of such speculation, he sat up in bed and
called, “Marchand!” There was an instant squeak of leather soles
outside the door and his head valet entered.


“Yes, Your Imperial Highness,” said Marchand, bowing.


“I shall get up now.”


“That is good, Your Imperial Highness,” declared the valet, opening
the toilet case he had carried in with him. “There is a breakfast
ready for you. Monsieur Lepage has not yet been able to set up an
oven but the cook from the other house brought over a loaf. It is too
much, Your Imperial Highness, to hope for anything eatable from
a servant trained in English ways. But it must be allowed that the
bread smells most appetizing.”


Marchand was right. The loaf had been spreading an enticing
odor all through the small rooms of the pavilion. Napoleon seldom
had much appetite in the morning but for once the thought of
bread hot from the oven was an invitation.


“The shaving may wait, Marchand,” he said.


The table was set out with flowers fresh from the gardens and
practically dripping with dew. There was a pot of chocolate, the
loaf on a plate of brightly colored crockery, a large pat of butter,
and a jar of jelly made from Cape gooseberries. The Man of Destiny
took a bite of bread and said in audible tones: “Ah! It is good.
What miracle is this, Marchand?”


“The miracle, Your Highness, if you think it such, is the work of a
colored woman, wearing a purple ribbon around her head.”


“That would be the one they call Sarah,” said Napoleon to himself.
“She is ma petite Betsee’s best friend in the household. I perceived
that much at the meal last night.”


After breakfast he bathed in a special tub of India rubber, which
had been brought out with his other belongings, was shaved by the
skilled fingers of Marchand, and dressed in his invariable costume.
Then he strolled out into the garden.


The first evidence he had of life at the Briars was the prompt
appearance of two small round heads above the fence which separated
the two houses. “These must be the sons of the family,” he
thought. He walked down the path and said, “Good morning.” This
exhausted his supply of English for the moment and he waited for
developments. There were none immediately. The two round faces
seemed very young and quite devoid of expression. He pointed to
the larger and said, “You are Will-yum.”


This elicited a response. The larger face nodded. “Sir, some call
me Billy and some Will.”


Napoleon looked at the smaller face. “And you?” he asked,
pointing.


“I, sir, am Alex,” said the small boy.


“Alex,” repeated Napoleon. “You are named after the emperor
of Russia, then?”


Somehow the smaller boy grasped the sense of this and shook his
head. “No, sir. I’m named after my grandfather. My mother’s father.
They say he was a nice old man but I never saw him. I was too
young. But,” proudly, “he left me his watch. In his will. It’s gold.”


The visitor could not think at the moment of anything to say beyond
this question of names. He tapped his chest and then raised
his forefinger. “Who am I?”


They responded to this at once. “Boney!” they exclaimed, in
unison.


At this moment a sound of shrill and angry barking reached their
ears. Apparently a crisis of some kind had arisen at the rear of the
Briars. The two faces vanished from sight and Napoleon could hear
the scrambling of feet through the gardens as the boys raced to discover
what was happening in the kingdom of their pets.


“The small boy is exactly the size of the King of Rome,” the
prisoner said to himself as he retraced his steps.
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The Marquis de Las Cases was waiting for him on the unroofed
porch. He also had fallen under the spell of Sarah’s bread and was
brushing crumbs from his waistcoat with a chubby hand. The marquis
could be described as a tubby man; in stature an inch shorter
than Napoleon, his neck thick, his waistline prodigious; a careless
and indifferent dresser, moreover. There was a hint of the scorbutic
in his ample cheeks and his layers of chin.


“M’sieur le marquis,” said Napoleon, regarding the sky, which was
without a cloud, “this will be an excellent day for work.”


“As you say, sire, most excellent. It occurred to me that a table
might be placed for us under that clump of tamarinds, and I asked
Gentelini to see to it. Ah, here he is. I,—er, took it on myself to have
Gentelini lock the gate. To avoid interruptions, sire.”


“Then let us proceed.”


Napoleon’s attitude while dictating, when not pacing up and
down, was to lean so far back in his chair that his face would be
turned up to the sky, and to keep his eyes closed. The first sentences
would come slowly like the preliminary pacing of cavalry but would
soon develop into a tumult of words which resembled the headlong
charge of his horse brigades on a downslope. He had no mercy on
the hand which strove to get his words on paper. Sometimes he
would pause and make some such remark as, “Wait! Go back to—oh,
you know where I mean, the place where I talked to someone—found
it yet? Ma foi, how slow you are, my dear Marquis! Well,
this is how I want it worded.” And he would be off on another
rampage of rhetoric, some of it well considered and clear but a great
deal turgid and impossible to follow.


For an hour he went along at his fastest gait and the pudgy hands
and arms of Las Cases seemed ready to give up in sheer exhaustion.


“We are going well today, my dear Marquis,” said Napoleon, nodding
with self-satisfaction. “I think I am making the conception of
the campaign entirely clear.”


“Yes, sire, I pray that my notes will be equally clear.”


At this moment the sound of light footsteps sounded on the path
from the other side of the fence. A quick tap on the gate was followed
by a girlish voice, crying: “It’s me! Let me in.”


A gratified smile spread across the features of the Great Man. “It’s
la petite Betsee,” he said. “Unlock the gate for her, Las Cases.


“But, sire, we had decided not to allow interruptions—”


Napoleon rang a bell on the table and ordered Gentelini, a footman
who had followed him from his first exile at Elba, to bring a
third chair. The titled amanuensis seemed about to argue about this
but decided, after a second glance at the Napoleonic countenance,
that it would be of no avail. Betsy came in, smiling over an armful
of flowers.


“Oh, sire,” she exclaimed, “you have laid a spell on Toby. He
actually cut these for me to bring. If it had been for any of the
family, he would have shaken his head and said, ‘No flowahs to be
cut!’ Toby is a tyrant.”


“Do you mean the very black little fellow who was working in the
gardens all last evening?
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