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  CHAPTER I.




  A HERO, WHO IS NOT THE ONE OF OUR STORY.




  AT about eighteen leagues from Munich (which the Guide in Germany of Messieurs Richard and Quetinde signates as one of the most eminent cities not only of Bavaria, but of Europe; at nine leagues from Augsburg, made famous by the diet in which Melancthon, in 1530, digested the formula of the Lutheran law, at twenty-five leagues from Ratisbon which, in the obscurest rooms of its town-hall, saw, from 1662 to 1806, an assembly of the states of the German Empire) rose, like an advanced sentinel, overlooking the course of the Danube, the little town of Donauwerth.




  Four roads led to the ancient city where Louis the Severe, upon an unjust suspicion of unfaithfulness, had the unfortunate Marie de Brabant decapitated; two that come from Stuttgard,that is to say from France, those of Nordlingen and Dillingen; and two that come from Austria, those of Augsburg and of Aichach. The two first follow the left bank of the Danube; the two others, situated upon the right bank of the stream, cross it, on reaching Donauwerth, over a simple wooden bridge.




  At the present time, as a railroad passes to Donauwerth, and as steamboats descend the Danube from Ulm to the Black Sea, the city has become somewhat important, and affects a certain activity; but it was not thus at the commencement of this century.




  And yet the old free city which, in ordinary times, seems a temple raised to the goddess Solitude and the god Silence, presented, upon the 17th of April, 1809, a spectacle so unusual to its two thousand five hundred inhabitants, that with the exception of the infants in the cradle, and infirm old men, who, the latter from their infirmity, the former from their weakness, were forced to remain at home, all the population encumbered its streets and squares, and particularly the street into which led the two streets coming from Stuttgard and the Place du Chateau.




  In short, since the evening of the 13th of April, at the moment when three post-chaises, accompanied by wagons and carts, had stopped at the Hotel de l'Ecrevisse, and from the first had descended a general officer wearing, like the Emperor, a little hat and a frock-coat under his uniform, and from the two others, staff-officers; the rumor bad spread around that the victor of Marengo and Austerlitz had chosen the little town of Donauwerth as a point of departure of his operations in the new campaign which he was to open against Austria.




  This general officer, whom the most curious, on that evening, had viewed through the hotel windows, was a man of fifty-six or fifty-seven years of age, whom the better-informed assorted to be the old Marshal Berthier, Prince of Neuchatel, who proceeded the Emperor but by two or three days. He had, on the night of bis arrival, sent couriers in all directions, and ordered, upon Donauwerth, a concentration of troops which, on the third day after, had commenced to operate; so that they heard nothing within and without the town, but drums and trumpets, and saw, coming from the four cardinal points only Bavarian, Wurtemburgian, and French regiments.




  Let us say a word upon those two old enemies, who are called France and Austria, and of the circumstances which, having broken the treaty sworn at Presburg between the Emperor Napoleon and the Emperor Francis II., led to all this movement.




  The Emperor Napoleon was at war with Spain.




  This is how it happened.




  The treaty of Amiens which had, in 1803, brought peace with England, had lasted but a year, England having prevailed upon John VI,, King of Portugal, to break his engagement with the Emperor of the French. Napoleon only wrote this one line; signed with his name:




  "The House of Braganza has ceased to reign."




  John VI., driven from Europe, was forced to trust himself to the waves, cross the Atlantic, and demand shelter in the Portuguese colonies.




  Camoens, in his shipwreck upon the coast of Cochin China, had saved his poem, which he upheld with one hand while he swam with the other. John VI., in the tempest which bore him to Rio Janeiro, was compelled to leave his crown behind him. It is true that he found another on his arrival, and that, in exchange for his lost European kingdom, he was proclaimed Emperor of Brazil.




  The French armies, which had obtained passage across Spain, occupied Portugal, of which Junot was named governor.




  So small a place was Portugal, that they only gave it a governor.




  But the Emperor's projects stopped not there.




  The treaty of Presburg, imposed upon Austria after the battle of Austerlitz, had assured to Eugene Beauharnais the vice-royalty of Italy; the treaty of Tilsit, imposed on Prussia and Russia after the battle of Friedland, had given to Jerome the kingdom of Westphalia; he now acted to displace Joseph and place Marat.




  The precautions were taken.




  A secret article of the treaty of Tilsit authorized the Emperor of Russia to take Finland, and the Emperor of the French to take Spain.




  There now only remained an occasion to be found.




  The occasion was not slow to present itself,




  Murat was staying at Madrid with secret instructions. King Charles IV. complained to Murat of big quarrels with his son, who was endeavoring to make him abdicate, and who had succeeded him under the name of Ferdinand VII. Murat counseled King Charles IV. to call in his ally. Napoleon. Charles IV., who had nothing to lose, gratefully accepted the arbitrage, and Ferdinand VIII., who was not the strongest, consented with uneasiness.




  Murat urged them gently toward Bayonne, where Napoleon awaited them. Once under the lion's claw, all was done for them. Charles IV. abdicated in favor of Joseph, declaring that Ferdinand VII, was unworthy to reign. Then Napoleon laid his right hand upon the father, his left upon the son; sending the former to Compeigne, the other to the Chateau of Valencais.




  If this performance was agreed to by Russia, which had its recompense, it in no way satisfied England, which had gained only the Continental system. So the latter kept her eyes upon Spain, and held herself in readiness to take advantage of the first insurrection, which beside, was not slow to burst out.




  The 27th of May, 1808, the day of St. Ferdinand, ten different places were in insurrection, and particularly Cadiz, where the insurgents Seized upon the French fleet, which had taken refuge there after the disastrous encounter at Trafalgar.




  Then, in less time than a month, all over Spain, was spread the following catechism:




  "Who art thou, my child?"




  "Spaniard, by the grace of God."




  "What do you mean by that?"




  "I mean to say that I am a good man."




  "Who is the enemy of our felicity?"




  "The Emperor of the French."




  "Who is this Emperor of the French?"




  "A wicked man, the source of all evil, the destroyer of all good, the focus of all vices."




  "How many natures has he?"




  "Two: human nature and diabolical nature.''




  "How many Emperors of the French are there?"




  "One, alone, in three deceitful persons."




  "What are they called?"




  "Napoleon, Murat, and Manuel Godoi."




  "Which of the three is the worst?"




  "They are all equally bad."




  "From what is Napoleon derived?"




  "From sin."




  "And Murat?"




  "From Napoleon."




  "And Godoi?"




  "From the combination of the two."




  "What is the spirit of the first?"




  "Pride and despotism."




  "Of the second?"




  "Rapine and cruelty




  "Of the third?"




  "Cupidity, treachery, and ignorance."




  "Who are the French?"




  "Anciently Christians, now become heretics."




  "What torture deserves the Spaniard who fails in his duties?"




  "The death and the infamy of a traitor."




  "How ought the Spanish to conduct themselves?"




  "According to the precepts of Our Lord, Jesus Christ."




  "What will deliver us form our enemies?"




  "Trust in each other and arms."




  "Is it a sin to put a Frenchman to death?"




  "No, father; on the contrary, one gains heaven by slaying one of these heretic dogs."




  In the above lie singular principles; but they were in harmony with the savage ignorance of the people who invoked them.




  There followed a general rising which resulted in the capitulation of Baylen, signed the 22nd of July, 1808.




  On the 31st of the same month, an English army disembarked in Portugal.




  On the 21st of August took place the Battle of Vimiero, which cost the French a dozen pieces of cannon, and fifteen hundred men slain or wounded: finally, on the 30th, the convention of Cintra stipulated the evacuation of Portugal by Junot and his army.




  The effect of this news had been terrible in Paris.




  To reverse it, Napoleon knew but one remedy, his presence.




  Fortune still accompanied him. The land of Spain, in its turn, saw the wonders of Rivoli, the Pyramids, Marengo, Austerlitz, Jena and Friedland.




  He shook the hand of the Emperor Alexander, assured himself of the dispositions of Prussia and Austria, that the new King of Saxe watched over Dresden, waiting till the new King of Westphalia, Hesse-Cassel, brought him from Germany eight thousand veterans, touched Paris in passing to announce to the legislative body that soon the eagles would be planted upon the towers of Lisbon, and forthwith set off for Spain.




  He arrived at Tolosa on the 4th of November. On the 10th Marshal Soult, aided by General Mouton, made himself master of Burgos, took twenty cannon, killed three thousand Spaniards, and took an equal number of prisoners.




  On the 12th, Marshal Victor defeated the army of Romana and Blake at Espinosa, killed eight thousand men, ten generals, making twelve thousand prisoners, and capturing fifty cannon.




  The 23rd saw Marshal Lannes destroy the army of Palafox and Castanos, gaining thirty guns and three thousand prisoners, and slaying or drowning four thousand men at Tudela.




  The road to Madrid is open ! Enter the city of Philip the Fifth, sire. Are you not the heritor of Louis XIV., and do you not know the way to all capitals? Beside, a deputation from the city of Madrid awaits you, and comes before you to ask the pardon you would accord. Now, ascend upon the platform of the Escurial. and listen; you will hear nothing more than echoes of victory !




  Stay, here comes a wind from the east, bearing the sound of the actions of Cardeden Clinas, Slobregat, San Felice, and Molino-del-Rey; five new names to write in the journals, and five the more enemies in Catalonia.




  Hold, here is the west wind, in its turn, which wafts gently to your ear the tidings that Soult has beaten Moore's rear guard and has made a Spanish division lay down its arms: then, better still, your lieutenant has passed over the body of the Spaniards; he has reached the English, who have thrown themselves into their vessels, which have opened their sails and disappeared, leaving upon the field of battle the general-in-chief and two generals slain,




  Here comes the north wind which, all charged with flames, bears you the news of the taking of Saragossa. They fought twenty-eight days before entering the place, sire! and, twenty-eight days more after entering, where they cut their way from house to house, as at Sagonte, Numance and Calahorra! Men have resisted, women have struggled, children have fought, priests have encouraged! The French are masters of Saragossa, that is to say of what was a city and what is now but a ruin!




  Here is the south wind bringing you the news of the taking of Oporto. The insurrection is smothered, or else extinguished in Spain; Portugal is overrun, that is reconquered; you have kept your word, sire! your eagles are planted upon the towers of Lisbon.




  But where are you, O vanquisher! and why, as you have come, have you departed with a bound?




  Ah! yes, your old enemy, England, has seduced Austria; she tells her that you are seven hundred leagues from Vienna, that you have need of all your forces around you, and that the moment is good to retake from you, whom Pope Pius the Seventh is going to excommunicate, like Henry IV. of Germany and Philip Augustus of France, the land of Italy and to drive you from Germany. Austria, the presumptuous, has believed it ! she has formed together five hundred thousand men, she has put them in the hands of her three Archdukes Charles, Louis and John, and has said to them: "Go, my black eagles! I give to your talons the red eagle of France."




  On the 17th of January, Napoleon set off for Valladolid; the 18th, at midnight, he struck at the door of the Tuileries, saying "Open, it is the future conqueror of Eckmuhl and Wagram!"




  The future conqueror of Eckmuhl and Wagram, however, returned to Paris in very bad humor.




  The Spanish war, which he had believed useful, was one he had no sympathy for; but once engaged, it had had, at least this advantage, the drawing the English to the continent.




  Like the Libyan giant, it was when he touched the earth that Napoleon felt really strong. If he had been Themistocles, he would have awaited the Persians at Athens, and not have detached Athens to transport it to the gulf of Salamis.




  Fortune, that mistress who had always been so faithful to him, whom he had forced to accompany him from the Adige to the Nile, or to follow him from Niemen to Mancanarez, Fortune had betrayed him at Aboukir and at Trafalgar.




  And it was at the moment when he had gained three victories over the English, killing two of their generals, wounding a third, and repulsing them into the sea as Hector had done to the Greeks in the absence of Achilles, that he had been forced to quit the Peninsula, upon the announcement of what was passing in Austria and also in France.




  So, arriving at the Tuileries and entering his apartments, scarce throwing a glance upon the bed although it was two o'clock in the morning, and passing from his bed-chamber into his cabinet, he said:




  "Let some one go and awaken the Archchancellor, and warn the Minister of Police and the Grand Elector that I await them, the first at four o'clock, the second at five."




  "Ought her Majesty the Empress to be told of your Majesty's return?" inquired the usher to whom this order had been given.




  The Emperor reflected a moment.




  "No," said he; "I wish first to see the Minister of Police--only take care that I am not disturbed until his coming; I wish to sleep."




  The usher went out and Napoleon remained alone.




  Then turning his eyes to the clock he said:




  "Quarter past two; at half after I shall awake."




  And throwing himself upon an arm-chair, he extended his left hand upon the arm of the seat, passed his right band between his waistcoat and shirt, leaned his head on the mahogany back, closed his eyes, uttered a faint sigh and slept.




  Napoleon possessed, like Caesar, that precious faculty of sleeping when he would, where he would, and as long as he pleased; when he once said, "I shall sleep a quarter of an hour," it was rare that the aide-de-camp, the usher or the secretary to whom the order was given, and who, at the precise moment, entered to arouse him, found him not opening his eyes.




  Beside, he had another privilege, granted like the first to men of genius; Napoleon awoke without any transition whatever from deep slumber to wakefulness; his eyes, on opening seemed immediately illuminated; his brain was as clear, his ideas as precise a second after his slumber as a second before.




  The door was hardly shut behind the usher, charged to call together the three men of state, than Napoleon was asleep, and--strange thing! without one trace of the passions which agitated his mind being reflected on his face.




  A single candle burned in the cabinet.




  At the desire expressed by the Emperor to sleep a few minutes, the usher had taken away the two candelabras, whose too bright a light might have, striking his eyelids, affected Napoleon's eyes; he had only left the candle, by the aid of which he had lighted his master and lit the candelabras.




  The entire cabinet swam thus in one of those soft and transparent half-tints which give to objects so charming and so vaporous a vagueness. It is in the midst of this luminous obscurity, or this obscure light as you will, that pass those dreams caused by sleep, or appear those phantoms which are invoked by remorse.




  One would have believed that one of those dreams or one of those phantoms had waited but for this mysterious light to reign around the Emperor; for, instantly he had closed his eyes, the tapestry, which fell before a little door it hid, was upraised, and there appeared a white form having, thanks to the gauze which wrapped it and its flexibility of movements, all the fantastic aspect of a shade.




  The figure stopped an instant in the door, as in an encasement of shadows; then with a step so light, so aerial, that the silence was not broken even by the creak of the floor, she slowly approached Napoleon.




  When near him, she held out from a cloud of muslin a charming hand which she placed upon the back of the chair, near that head which seemed one of the Roman emperors; she sometime kept her eyes upon the visage, calm as a medal of Augustus, uttered a half retained sigh, laid her left hand upon her heart to compress its beatings, bent over, retaining her breath, kissed the sleeper's brow more with her breath than with her lips, and feeling at that contact, all light as it was, a quiver of the muscles of that face, before so immovable that one would think it a wax mask, she drew herself quickly back.




  The motion she had provoked, however, was as imperceptible as passing; that calm countenance, wrinkled a moment by that breath of love, as is the lake by the breeze of night, resumed its placid physiognomy, while, with and still on her heart, the shadowy visitor approached the bureau, wrote some lines on a half sheet of paper, returned to the sleeper, slipped the paper into the opening produced between the shirt and the waistcoat by the introduction of a hand no less white and delicate than her own; then, as lightly as she came, smothering the sound of her steps in the carpet's soft thickness, disappeared by the same door that had given her entrance.




  Some seconds after the vanishing of this vision, and as the clock was about to ring the half after two, the sleeper opened his eyes and withdrew his hand from his breast.




  The half hour sounded.




  Napoleon smiled as would have smiled Augustus, at seeing that he was as much master of himself asleep as awake, and picked up a paper which had fallen as he took out his hand.




  Upon this paper, he distinguished some written words, and bent toward the only light which lit up the apartment; but before he could decipher the words, he had recognized the writing.




  He sighed and read:




  "Thou art here! I have embraced thee. She who loves thee more than all the world."




  "Josephine !" murmured he, looking around him, as if he expected to see her appear in the depths of the apartment or leap from behind some piece of furniture.




  But he was really alone.




  At this moment, the door opened, the usher entered carrying the two candelabras, and announced:




  "His excellence Monsieur the Archchancellor."




  Napoleon arose, went to the mantel-piece, leant upon it and waited.




  Behind the usher appeared the high personage who had been introduced.




  CHAPTER II.




  THREE STATESMEN.




  REGIS DE CAMBACERES was, at this period, fifty-six years of age, that is to say, fifteen or sixteen years older than they called him.




  As to character, he was a kind and benevolent man. A wise jurisconsult, he had succeeded his father as counselor to the court of the exchequer; in 1792 he had been elected deputy to the National Convention; on the 19th of January, 1793, he had voted for the reprieve; he had become in 1794, president of the. committee of public safety; had been appointed the following year, minister of justice; in 1799, had been chosen by Bonaparte as second consul; lastly, in 1804, had been named Archchancellor, created Prince of the Empire, and made Duke of Parma.




  As to constitution, he was a man of middling stature, tending to turn to obesity, fond of good living, affected in dress, who, though one of the gentlemen of the long robe, had taken to the air of the court, with a facility and promptitude which was well appreciated by the great reconstructor of the social edifice.




  Then, in the eyes of Napoleon, he had yet another sort of merit: Cambaceres had perfectly comprehended that the man of genius who had advanced upon the political scene and who, passing by his side, had attached his fortune to his own, and as his equal received him in his familiarity, had a right to his respect in becoming that elect of destiny who, at the time of which we write, commanded Europe; without descending to humility, he placed himself in the position--not of a man who flatters--but of one who admires.




  So, always ready to obey the Emperor's first desire, a quarter of an hour had sufficed for him to make his dressing in a style which would be judged irreproachable in the circle of the Tuileries, and, though aroused at two o'clock of the morning, that is to say in the midst of his slumber, which was to him essentially disagreeable, he arrived with as lively an eye and as smiling a mouth as would have been seen in him at seven o'clock of the evening, to wit, the hour when, after having left table and taken his coffee, he was enjoying that happy state, which, at the end of a good dinner, accompanies an easy digestion.




  The visage which received him was far from having the air of good humor which lit up his own; so, perceiving it, the Archchancellor made a movement which bore resemblance to a step in retreat.




  Napoleon, with his eagle eye, from which not only nothing of great things escaped, but also none of little ones, saw the movement, understood the cause, and softening the expression of his face, said:




  "Oh, come ! come ! M. the Archchancellor! it is not you whom I want !"




  " I hope your Majesty may never want me," responded Cambaceres; "for I should be a most unfortunate man the day when I incur your displeasure."




  At this moment the valet de chambre retired, leaving the two candelabras and taking the candles.




  "Constant," said the Emperor, "close the door, watch in the ante-chamber and let the person whom I expect enter the green saloon."




  Then turning to Cambaceres, he said, as he breathed after a long suffocation:




  "Ah, here I am in France! here I am at the Tuileries ! We are alone, M. the Archchancellor, let us speak with open hearts."




  "Sire," said the Archchancellor, "apart from the respect which sets a barrier to my words, I never speak otherwise to your Majesty."




  The Emperor fixed upon him a piercing look.




  "You fatigue, Cambaceres: you make sad; contrary to the others, whose design is to throw light, you efface things each day; I do not like that; think that, in the civil order, you are the first after me."




  "I know that your Majesty has treated me according to his generosity and not agreeably to my merits."




  '"You are wrong, I have treated you pursuant to your worth; it is for that I entrusted to you the bringing up of the laws, not only when they were born, but during the gestation of their mother Justice, before they were born. Well, the Code of criminal examination does not move, does not advance: I told you that I wished it to be terminated in the year 1808, but, here we are at the 23rd of January, 1809, and, although the legislative body will remain assembled during my absence, this code is not finished and may not be perhaps for three months yet."




  "Will your Majesty permit me to say, upon that subject, the whole truth?" hazarded the Archchancellor,




  "Proceed," said the Emperor.




  "Well, sire, I see--I do not say with fear, for I should have no fear while your Majesty holds the sword or the scepter--I see, with regret, that a spirit of inquietude and indiscipline commences to glide over all."




  "You have no need to say that, sir, I see it! and it is as much to combat that spirit as to contest the Austrians that I came here."




  "So, for instance, sire," resumed Cambaceres, "the legislative body--"




  "The legislative body," repeated Napoleon, accenting the two words and shrugging his shoulders.




  "The legislative body," continued Cambaceres, like a man determined to finish his thought, "the legislative body, where the rare opposers never can unite more than twelve or fifteen votes against the projects that we submit, the legislative body still resist us, and twice put eighty black balls, once one hundred."




  "Well, I will overturn the legislative body!"




  "No, sire, you will select a moment when it will be more disposed for approbation. Remain in Paris--when your Majesty is at Paris, all goes swimmingly."




  "I know that; but, unfortunately. I cannot stay."




  "So much the worse !"




  "Yes, so much the worse! Just now I recollected the word, and it reminds me of a certain Malet."




  "Does your Majesty say that he cannot remain in Paris?"




  "Do yon think that it was to remain in Paris that I came in four days from Valladolid? No; in three months I must be in Vienna."




  "Oh, sire !" said Cambaceres, with a sigh, "still war."




  "You, also, Cambaceres? But it is I who has made this war?"




  "Sire, Spain," ventured the Archchancellor.




  "Yes, that was, perhaps; but why have I undertaken it? Because I believe myself sure of the peace with the North. Can I doubt that with Russia for ally, Westphalia and Holland for sisters, Bavaria for friend, Prussia reduced to an army of forty thousand men, can I doubt that from Austria I will cut one of her two heads--Italy? Can I doubt that Austria will find means to raise and arm five hundred thousand men against me? But they are in the waters of the Lethe, and not in those of the Danube, which runs to Vienna. They have forgotten even the lessons of experience! They must learn new ones ! They shall, and, this time, terrible ones, I answer for it !




  "I do not wish war--I have no interest in it--and the whole of Europe is witness that all my efforts, all my attentions, were directed toward that field of battle which England has chosen, namely, Spain. Austria, who has once already saved the English, in 1805, at the moment when I was about to cross the Straits of Dover, saves them again today, at the moment when I was about to drive them, from the first to the last, into the sea ! I know quite well that, disappearing in one place, they would re-appear in another; but England is not, like France, a warlike nation: it is a commercial nation, it is Carthage, without Hannibal. I shall have finished by exhausting its soldiers, or by forcing it to leave India; and, if the Emperor Alexander is true to his word, it is there that I expect--Oh, Austria ! Austria ! She shall pay dearly for this diversion ! She shall instantly disarm, or she shall be made to sustain a war of destruction. If she disarms in a manner that will leave me no doubts of her future intentions, I will myself replace the sword in the sheath, for I am not desirous to draw it save in Spain and against the English. Otherwise I will throw four hundred thousand men upon Vienna, and, for the future, England will have no more allies on the Continent."




  "Four hundred thousand men, sire," repeated Cambaceres.




  "You ask me where they are, do you not?"




  "Yes, sire: I can scarce see a hundred thousand disposable."




  "Ah! they commence to count my soldiers, and you are one of first, the Archchancellor !"




  "Sire--"




  "They say; 'He has no more than two hundred thousand men: but a hundred and fifty thousand, but a hundred thousand!' They say; 'We may escape the master enfeebled, the master is no more than two armies !' They are wrong--"




  Napoleon struck his forehead.




  "My strength is here !"




  Then, extending both his arena, he added:




  "And here are my armies. You would like to know how I can get together four hundred thousand men? I will tell you."




  "Sire--"




  "I will tell you--not for you, Cambaceres, who may perhaps yet have faith in my fortune--I will tell you that you may repeat it to others. My army of the Rhine counts one-and-twenty regiments of infantry, which are four battalions each; they ought to have five; but in face of reality, not illusion ! that will make me eighty-four battalions strong; that is to say, seventy thousand infantry. I have, over that, my four divisions, Carra, St. Cyr, Legrand, Boudet and Molltor; they are only three battalions, say thirty thousand men; that makes a hundred thousand, without reckoning the five thousand men of the division Dupas. I have fourteen regiments of cuirassiers, which will give me twelve thousand horsemen at least, and taking all that remain disposable in the depots, I shall bear away fourteen thousand. I have seventeen regiments of light cavalry, put them at seventeen thousand men; besides, my depots overflow with dragoons ready formed; they will come from Languedoc, Guieene, Poitou, and Anjou, so I shall easily have five or six thousand. We have already a hundred thousand infantry and thirty-five thousand cavalry,"




  "Sire, all that only amounts to one hundred and thirty-five thousand men, and your Majesty said four hundred thousand."




  "Wait; twenty thousand artillery, twenty of the guard, a hundred thousand Germans."




  "That sire, makes in all two hundred and seventy-five thousand men."




  "Good ! I will draw fifty thousand from my Italian army; they will march by Tarvis and join me in Bavaria. Add to them ten thousand Italians and ten thousand Frenchmen drawn from Dalmatia, and we have seventy thousand men the more."




  "Which makes us three hundred and forty-five thousand men."




  "Well, you will see that we shall have too many in a moment."




  "I seek for the balance, sire."




  "You forget my conscripts, sir, you forget that your senate authorized, in last September, two levies of men."




  "One, that of 1809, is already under arms; that of 1810 ought not, according to the law, serve the first year, save in the interior."




  " Yes, sir; but do you believe that one hundred and fifty departments are not sufficient for eighty thousand men? No; I shall carry the levy to a hundred thousand, and I will have a recall of twenty thousand upon the classes of 1809, 1808, 1807, and 1806. That will give me eighty thousand men, and eighty thousand men made, men of twenty, twenty-one, two, and three years of age, whilst those of 1810 are but eighteen years old, so I can, without inconvenience, let them grow up."




  "Sire, the one hundred and fifteen departments every year have never furnished more than three hundred and thirty-seven thousand men of the age of military service; take one hundred thousand men from three hundred and thirty-seven thousand, that is, taking more than a quarter, and there is not a population that would not soon perish if they took each year a quarter of the males who have reached the age of manhood."




  "And who told you they are to be taken every year? These eighty thousand men are to form my guard; it will be for them but a three months' affair. Once is not always, it is the first and the last. Before the end of April, I shall be upon the Danube with four hundred thousand men; then, as she has done today, Austria may count my legions, and I tell you, if she forces ma to strike, Europe will be forever dismayed at the blows I will strike!"




  Cambaceres sighed.




  "Your Majesty has no other orders to give me?" said he.




  "Tomorrow let the legislative body assemble."




  "It has been in session since your departure, sire."




  "That is true--tomorrow it will know my will."




  Cambaceres made a movement to withdraw; but returning, he said:




  "Your Majesty spoke of a certain General Malet--"




  "Ah! you're right--but it is with M. Fouche, I will speak of that. Say, as you pass, that they may send me M. Fouche, who ought to be in the green saloon,"




  Cambaceres bowed and went toward the door, when, as he reached it, Napoleon cried in his most gentle voice, accompanying the farewell with a friendly sign:




  "Adieu, my dear Archchancellor."




  This made the latter leave the room more tranquil for himself, but no less uneasy for France.




  Again alone, Napoleon paced the room with long strides.




  Since nine years of reigning, for the consulate had been a reign, be had seen, beneath the admiration he had inspired, mistrust and disapprobation even, but never doubt.




  They doubted now--what? his good fortune.




  They even blamed! and from whence had he first been censured? in his army, in his guard, in his veterans.




  Baylen, with its fatal capitulation, had dealt a terrible blow to his renown.




  Varus, at least, had been slain with the three legions he had asked of Augustus: Varus had not surrendered.




  Before quitting Valladolid even, Napoleon was instructed upon all which Cambaceres had told him, and on more beside.




  The evening of his departure, he had reviewed his grenadiers; he had been informed that these praetorians murmured at his leaving them in Spain; he wished to see all these old faces embrowned by the sun of Italy and Egypt, to know if they had the audacity to be discontented.




  He dismounted and passed their ranks on foot.




  The grenadiers, mute and gloomy, presented arms; not a single cry of "Vive l'Empereur!" was to be heard. One man muttered;




  "Sire, in France!"




  This is what Napoleon expected.




  With an irresistible movement he snatched the gun from his hands and drawing him from the ranks, said;




  "Wretch! you deserve to be shot, and but little keeps me from doing it."




  Then addressing the others, he added:




  "Ah, I know how it is; you wish to return to Paris, to resume your habits and your mistresses. Well, I will keep you under arms twenty-four years!"




  And he threw the gun back to the grenadier, who let it fall from grief.




  In this moment of exasperation, he perceived General Legendre, one of the signers of the capitulation of Baylen.




  He went right up to him with a threatening eye.




  The general stopped as if his feet had taken root in the ground.




  "Your hand, general," said he.




  The general held out his hand with hesitation.




  "This hand," said the Emperor, regarding it, "how is it that it has not withered by signing the capitulation of Baylen!"




  And he threw it from him as he would have done that of a traitor.




  The general who, in signing, had only obeyed superior orders, remained thunderstruck.




  Then Napoleon, mounting his horse, with flaming visage, had returned to Valladolid from whence, as we have said, he started the following day for France.




  He was still in this frame of mind when the usher, again opening the door, announced:




  "His Excellency the Minister of Police."




  And Fouche's pale face, more pallid from fear, appeared hesitatingly upon the door-sill.




  "Yes, sire," said Napoleon, "I can understand why you hesitate to present yourself to me."




  Fouche was one of those characters which recede before the unknown danger, but who march to it, or await it, when it has taken a form.




  "I, sire?" said he raising his head with its yellow hair, livid tint, sleepy blue eyes and large mouth; "I, the former iron monger of Lyons, why should I hesitate to present myself before your Majesty?"




  "Because I am not a Louis XVI. !"




  "Your Majesty makes allusion--and it is not the first time--to my vote of the 19th January--"




  "What if I do make allusion to that?"




  "I answer then that, as deputy to the National Convention, I swore an oath to the nation and not to the king; I kept my oath to the nation."




  "And to whom did you make oath on the 13th Thermidor, the year VII.? Was it to me?"




  "No, sire."




  "Why did you then serve me so well on the 18th Brumaire?"




  "Does your Majesty recollect the saying of Louis XIV.: 'The State, it is I?'"




  "Yes, sir."




  "Well, sire, on the 18th Brumaire, the nation was you; that is why I served you."




  "That did not prevent me, in 1803, from taking away the portfolio from you."




  "Your Majesty hoped to find a Minister of Police, if not more faithful, at least more skilful, than I--He returned me my portfolio in 1804."




  Napoleon made a few paces before the mantel, his head bowed upon his breast, crushing in his hand the paper on which Josephine had written some words.




  "Who authorized you," demanded he, suddenly stopping, uplifting his bead and fixing his falcon eye, as Dante says, upon his Minister of Police, "who authorized you to speak of divorce to the Empress?"




  If Fouche had not been too far from the light, one could have seen a more livid tint than the first pass over his countenance.




  "Sire," responded he, "I thought I knew that your Majesty ardently desires divorce."




  "Have I confided that desire to you?"




  "I said I thought I knew, and I also thought it would be agreeable to your Majesty to prepare the Empress for the sacrifice."




  "Yes, brutally, according to your habit."




  "Sire, one never changes his nature; I commenced by being perfect among the Oratorians and by commanding unruly children: there has always remained to me some of my youth's impatience, I am a tree without fruit, ask no flowers of me."




  "Monsieur Fouche, your friend" (Napoleon designedly emphasized these two words), "your friend M. de Talleyrand makes but one recommendation to his servants; 'Not too much zeal.'"




  "I will borrow his axiom to apply it to you; you had too much zeal, that time; I wish no one to precede me in affairs of state or affairs of family."




  Fouche kept silence.




  "And, apropos of M. de Talleyrand," said the Emperor, "how comes it that, having left you mortal enemies, I find you intimate friends? During ten years of reciprocal hate and disparagement, I have heard you treat him as a frivolous diplomatist, and have heard him treat you as a rude intriguer; you, scorning a diplomacy which goes alone, you pretend, while aided by victory; he, railing the vain display of a police which the general submission renders easy and even useless. Is the situation so serious that, sacrificing yourself to the nation, as you say, you mutually forget your disagreements? Reproached by officials, you are publicly reconciled, and publicly visit; you say in a low tone that I may meet in Spain the knife of a fanatic or in Austria a cannon-ball; is that what you say?"




  "Sire," rejoined Fouche, "Spanish knives have known great kings: witness Henry IV. Austrian bullets are known to captains: witness Turenne and Marshal Berwick."




  "You reply by a flattery to a fact, sir; I am not dead, and do not wish my succession to be shared and I living."




  "Sire, that idea is far from all my thoughts, and especially from ours."




  "So little is it far from your thoughts, on the contrary, my successor is already chosen, designated by you. Why have they not had him consecrated in advance? The moment is a good one--the Pope is about to excommunicate me! Do you believe, sir, that the crown of France fits all heads? They may make of a grand-duke of Saxe a king of Saxe, Monsieur; but they do not make of a grand-duke of Berri a king of France nor an emperor of the French; to be one, he must be of the blood of Saint Louis; to be the other, he must be of mine. It is true that you have a means of hastening the moment when I shall be no more."




  "Sire," said Fouche, "I wait for your Majesty to indicate that means to me."




  "Eh, morbleau ! it is to leave conspirators unpunished."




  "What ! have men conspired against your Majesty and remained unpunished? Sire, name them."




  "Oh, that's nothing difficult, and I will name you three."




  "Your Majesty means the pretended conspiracy discovered by your Prefect of Police, M. Dubois?"




  "Yes, my Prefect of Police, M. Dubois, who is not like you, devoted to the nation, Monsieur Fouche, but who is devoted to me."




  Fouche slightly shrugged his shoulders; the movement, imperceptible, as it was, did not escape the emperor.
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