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			Synopsis

			What if Napoleon Bonaparte had escaped from St. Helena and wound up in the United States?

			The year is 1821. Former French Emperor Napoleon has been imprisoned on a dark wart in the Atlantic since his defeat at Waterloo in 1815. Rescued in a state of near-death by Gulf pirate Jean Laffite, Napoleon lands in New Orleans, where he struggles to regain his health aided by voodoo priestess Marie Laveau. Opponents of the Bourbon regime expect him to reconquer France. French Canadians beg him to seize Canada from Britain. American adventurers urge him to steal Texas from Mexico. His brother Joseph pleads with him to settle peacefully in New Jersey. 

			As Napoleon restlessly explores his new land, he frets about his legacy. He fears for the future of his ten-year-old son, trapped in the velvet fetters of the Austrian court. While the British, French and American governments follow his activities with growing alarm, remnants of the Grande Armée flock to him with growing anticipation. 

			Are Napoleon’s intentions as peaceful as he says they are? If not, does he still have the qualities necessary to lead a winning campaign?

			(Frontispiece by Matt Dawson: Napoleon approaching the Balize, Louisiana.)
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			Dedication

			For my parents, Alan and Eleanor Selin, from whom I learned that the best guide to writing is reading

		


		
			Preface

			This book is a work of fiction. Napoleon Bonaparte was born on the 15th of August 1769 on the island of Corsica and died on the 5th of May 1821 on the island of St. Helena. He never went to America. 

			Although the dialogue in this book is rendered in English, it should be assumed to have been spoken in the language of the speaker and the listeners, or translated as necessary. Napoleon spoke only Italian and French. He never learned to speak English, despite some lessons on St. Helena.

			A note on sources and a list of characters can be found at the end.

		


		
			Chapter 1: General Bonaparte is Missing

			Longwood, 5th February 1821

			To Major Gorrequer, etc., etc., etc.

			Sir,—I sent in the Governor and Lady Lowe’s enquiries. This answer came from Count Bertrand (who is in great distress), that the Countess was very bad. Doctors Arnott and Livingstone are both there. I have just seen Doctor Arnott, who says the Countess Bertrand is extremely ill, and in great danger.

			General Bonaparte has not been seen out. Arthur Bertrand was with him this morning.

				E. Lutyens

			Count Montholon is recovered and out this morning.

			Longwood, 5th February

			6 o’clock, p.m.

			To Major Gorrequer, etc., etc., etc.

			Sir,—Countess Bertrand has just miscarried, and is now doing well. She was in very great danger a short time since.

			Doctor Antommarchi is gone to inform General Bonaparte what has taken place.

				E. Lutyens

			Doctor Livingstone remains at Longwood this night.*

			
				*Sir Lees Knowles, ed., Letters of Captain Engelbert Lutyens, Orderly Officer at Longwood, Saint Helena: Feb. 1820 to Nov. 1823 (London and New York, 1915), p. 91.

			

			
			Island of St. Helena, 6th February 1821

			As sun broke over the black wart in the Atlantic, a banging on the  door disturbed the island’s governor at his toilet.

			

			“Your Excellency, he is missing,” stammered Engelbert Lutyens, Captain of the Twentieth Regiment of Foot. “General Bonaparte is missing.”

			“Missing?” Sir Hudson Lowe snapped a towel across his half-shaven chin. “What do you mean?”

			“When I breakfasted with Doctor Livingstone this morning, he mentioned that Arthur Bertrand had yesterday shown him a lock of General Bonaparte’s hair. The boy said the General had given it to him as a farewell gift, at which point his brother hushed him. On hearing this, I inquired with Count Montholon, who said the General was indisposed last evening, so the Count had not seen him. Doctor Antommarchi said the same thing. On making further inquiries, I determined that no one at Longwood has observed the General since six o’clock yesterday evening. A thorough search has found him nowhere. The valet Marchand is also missing.” The officer shook with the weight of what he was saying.

			All color drained from Lowe’s face. For a man who took alarm at the slightest irregularity, this was beyond calamity. Charged by the British government, on behalf of its allies Russia, Prussia and Austria, with ensuring Napoleon Bonaparte’s enduring captivity on St. Helena, Lowe regarded his own death as a fate preferable to his prisoner’s escape. 

			“How can this be?” he spluttered. “Were not the sentries on duty? Were not the guards at Longwood Gate? How could he go missing with five hundred men of the Twentieth Regiment encamped on Deadwood Plain and lookouts posted on every height?”

			“The sentries were on full watch, as is our custom. There were many people going between Longwood and Captain Bertrand’s, and to and from James Town, with the Countess being so ill. I looked for the General at his window last evening, but he did not show himself. As you know, that is not unusual, and as I assumed Doctor Antommarchi had seen him, I thought nothing of it.”

			“You thought nothing of it?” Spit shot from Lowe’s mouth. “Am I to attribute this dereliction of duty to naïveté, incompetence or complicity? How do I know that you yourself did not escort General Bonaparte off the property, given the lightness with which you seem to regard this matter and the affection in which you hold the residents of Longwood?”

			Captain Lutyens, a good soldier and man of tact appreciated by his French charges, stiffened. “I would never neglect my duty or abuse the trust Your Excellency has reposed in me. As soon as I noted the General’s absence I advised Major Jackson, who sent me to Major Gorrequer, who ushered me to you. The Major has alerted General Pine-Coffin, who is raising all regiments.”

			Lowe set aside his line of questioning, though not of thinking. With some twenty-five hundred troops on an island that stretched little more than ten miles long and six miles wide, possessed of few roads and brimming with cliffs that themselves formed a jagged prison wall, it was impossible for Napoleon to move without being seen, unless he had assistance not only from the French in his retinue but from one or more of the British who surrounded him. The governor was not himself susceptible, but he knew only too well that others could be swayed by Napoleon’s charm, guile or bribery. Had Lowe not already sent away several who had become too close to the captive and smuggled communication to and from Longwood? Intercepted escape plans envisioned Napoleon in a servant’s guise, a hiding spot in a trunk of dirty linen, a cliff-side rope, a boat camouflaged as a cask, even an undersea vessel. All of this was Lowe’s job to forestall, and forestall he did, with niggling attention to surveillance and fortification.

			Ships could not easily approach St. Helena, except from the southeast, and could be spotted from the hills as far as sixty miles away, more than a night’s sail. There were four obvious landing points, all well defended, but Lowe had identified nineteen other places—as hard to access from land as from sea—where a rocky landing could be attempted. To guard against this, at least two frigates were always at anchor and two brigs constantly circled the island in opposite directions, while armed launches patrolled the mountainous inlets. No other vessel was allowed to navigate during darkness; any transgressor could be gunned on sight. The island bristled with five hundred pieces of artillery.

			In daylight every ship was accompanied until it was permitted to anchor or sent away. On land there was a curfew after sunset and no person could pass the many guardhouses or sentries without knowing the countersign. The walled grounds of Longwood, Napoleon’s residence, were ringed by soldiers who closed in at night to surround the house. Within minutes anything untoward could be communicated through a series of semaphore towers and the entire island placed under arms.

			Escape was highly improbable but not impossible, and the governor would find those culpable. But even as he combed his trembling mind for possibilities, Lowe knew it mattered not. Whether stuffed in a cupboard, fallen down a precipice or safely on a ship to disturb the peace of Europe, as he had so expertly done on his escape from Elba, Napoleon was missing, and he, Lieutenant-General Lowe, as Commander-in-Chief, would be held to blame.

			As the alarm sounded and soldiers scrambled, Lowe galloped along the narrow, twisting road to Longwood, followed by his aides and Lutyens. For the past four-and-a-half years, Napoleon had refused to receive the governor’s visits. Ushered into the parlor, the damp boards sinking underfoot, Lowe was shocked at the intervening decay. He cursed Napoleon’s obstinacy in not occupying the comfortable new house Lowe had ordered constructed nearby.

			Servants were in flutter, the women weeping, the two Corsican priests muttering and crossing themselves. Lowe addressed himself to General Henri Bertrand. “Where is General Bonaparte?” 

			Napoleon’s long-serving aide-de-camp, loyal companion on Elba, stalwart through Waterloo and—despite his wife’s protests—devoted bearer of trials in the confined menagerie on St. Helena replied, “We do not know the Emperor’s whereabouts.”

			“How and when did he leave Longwood?”

			The Grand Marshal of the Palace of the Emperor, a title Bertrand insisted on retaining despite the British refusal to honor it, said, “We do not know.”

			Lowe drew himself up in full scarlet splendor. “You would have me believe that your master could take leave of Longwood without any knowledge or assistance on the part of his staff?”

			“It is no more incredible than your insinuation that the Emperor could depart Longwood without the knowledge or assistance of an English soldier.” The speaker was Charles de Montholon, an aristocratic French general of shifting allegiance and undistinguished service, but of sufficient dedication on St. Helena to have won Napoleon’s favor. “The Governor has great confidence in our Emperor’s power of concealment if he thinks His Majesty could leave the grounds with sentries so close a cat could not pass without being seen.”

			Lowe glared at Lutyens, who was still stinging from the earlier rebuke. He continued to address himself to Bertrand. “When did you last see General Bonaparte?”

			“Madame Bertrand has been very ill. Until five o’clock yesterday she hovered between life and death. Once she was out of danger, I came to tell the Emperor.”

			“He said nothing unusual?”

			“He expressed his pleasure at the good news; that is all.”

			“What about the bit of hair he gave your son Arthur?”

			“A trifle to amuse the boy, who was distressed about his mother.”

			“But he said it was a farewell gift.”

			“But of course, a gift on parting—until the next time. Arthur is but four years old. He speaks little French, the Emperor little English. When they part they say adieu. Nothing more was meant.”

			Lowe turned to Montholon. “Did you see General Bonaparte yesterday?”

			“I sought an audience with the Emperor in the evening, but Ali said he was indisposed and did not wish to be disturbed.”

			Lowe looked at Louis Saint-Denis, second valet, appointed Mameluke and christened Ali by Napoleon. “So you were the last to see him?”

			Ali shook his head. “It was Marchand who told me His Majesty did not wish to be disturbed. He said I was to stay outside the Emperor’s rooms and let no one enter.” Louis Marchand was Napoleon’s first valet.

			“You did not find this odd?” 

			Ali shrugged. “His Majesty has not been well. He frequently stays in his bedroom.” 

			“And where is Marchand?” 

			“We do not know.”

			Lowe looked in despair at the faces before him. Sequestered from the outside world for five-and-a-half years, bickering and jealous but united in their fealty to Napoleon—he would draw as much information from them as from stones. 

			“If your General is as ill as you would have me believe, he courts a hazardous enterprise in attempting to steal away.”

			Montholon said, “The Emperor has been prey to the most cruel agony without any hope of alleviation, but he would not run away like a common fugitive. That would be to admit you English had the right to imprison him, whereas he freely delivered himself to your government’s protection.”

			“Then perhaps he would steal away to seek his own death.” This would be a stain on Lowe’s reputation but preferable to the alternative.

			Bertrand dismissed the suggestion. “The Emperor says people kill themselves to escape shame, not misfortune. If he has met his end, it is more likely a terrible accident. Even now he could be lying shattered in the Devil’s Punch Bowl.”

			“If he is on this island, we will find him.”

			“If he is not on this island, where would he be?” Montholon raised his hands in innocence. “Can he swim on a plank to a continent four hundred leagues away? It would take a fleet to release him, and there is no fleet in sight.”

			The alarm gun fired from the fort on Ladder Hill. A soldier rushed in with a message for Lowe. “Sir, with the mists parted there is a ship spotted to the north.”

			“Give chase,” Lowe commanded. He hurried to the window, from which he could see the ocean above a grove of gum trees. It was seven hundred miles to the nearest island, twelve hundred miles to Africa, two thousand to Brazil. The Royal Navy ruled the Atlantic. The ship could be intercepted. Lowe would continue with his search. Yet he knew his career was splintering as rapidly as the silvery ripples that broke upon the shore.

			Looking back across the same stretch of water, Napoleon Bonaparte stood at the rail of the black schooner Séraphine in his grey greatcoat and bicorne hat, flush with the heaving wet spray and the thrill of having given the slip to his warden.

			“I have escaped my assassin,” he triumphed.

			Marchand lifted from his pocket a silk tricolor cockade, carefully set aside during exile, and pinned it to the Emperor’s hat. “In view of better days, Your Majesty.”

			Touched, Napoleon tried to reply but instead doubled over from a razor-sharp pain in his stomach.

			“Quick!” Marchand shouted to the captain. “Help me get the Emperor below.”

			As they struggled to carry Napoleon to his cabin, the captain nodded at the receding island. “You must be glad to be free of that godforsaken rock. It’s got death stamped on every corner.”

			If Napoleon was glad, Marchand was glad. Yet the rock had doctors while the ship did not. Tenderly Marchand tucked a blanket around his Emperor. “We must pray that this journey is not stamped with His Majesty’s death.”

		


		
			Chapter 2: News Reaches Europe

			London, 4th April 1821

			Lord Liverpool’s hurried entrance did not go unremarked by the  ladies at Prince Leopold’s soiree, especially those perched around Field Marshal Arthur Wellesley, the Duke of Wellington. The Prime Minister awkwardly but politely extracted the Duke from his glittering admirers and handed him the dispatch.

			“I have just come from the Admiralty.” Rain slipped from Liverpool’s cheek in the stiff heat of the salon. “I thought it best to give you the intelligence directly, before news from the Cape squadron engulfs London.”

			Wellington scanned Lowe’s painful letter. His soldier’s heart quickened. “Devil take me. So Boney has again sprung his chains.”

			“It is a nasty business.” Despite having attained his position only due to the inability of any other person to form a ministry, Liverpool had conscientiously steered Great Britain through the conclusion of a long struggle to victory over Napoleonic France. “We have communicated with the ambassadors of the Holy Alliance and of France, who have dispatched couriers to their courts. We will blockade the European ports, but assuming he set sail some hours before Lowe’s dispatch, and without cognizance of the ship he is on, there is slim chance of laying hold of him at sea. We must be alert to any rumor of where he lands.” Pressing close to be heard above the orchestra, but not by the satiny cream of London society, he asked, “If you were to speculate, where would you expect him to turn up?”

			“I am not a reader of Buonaparte’s mind.” Wellington used the Corsican pronunciation of the name, common among Napoleon’s opponents, to emphasize the former French ruler’s non-French origins. “As to rumor, I would put no faith in reports from Europe. At the time of his first abdication, I was told twenty times that Buonaparte was dead, that he had died of a wound, or was poisoned or shot, the whole being false. Boney is a man apart, yet not even Prometheus got off his rock without the help of Hercules. Find the flag behind the plotters who aided his escape and you will have a clue to his destination. Whatever shore he crawls up on, I trust it will not be our own. Whoever it belongs to will have greater worries than we do.”

			“I fear that without evidence of the plotters, our conduct is liable to misrepresentation. It could be asserted that we have allowed Buonaparte’s enlargement for some purpose of our own. We could be accused of acting under the most detestable hypocrisy in first conveying him to that distant island, and in pretending to place him under restrictions, while we really wished his escape. It could be said that we wished to draw the allies away from Naples and the Turkish weakness by distracting their attention elsewhere.”

			The Congress of Vienna in 1815 had resulted in the creation of the Holy Alliance of Russia, Prussia and Austria, ostensibly to bind their conduct to the Christian principles of justice, charity and peace. The British government hoped the alliance would sleepily preserve the peace of Europe and not find excuse for territorial aggrandizement. However, even as Liverpool spoke, Austrian forces were occupying Naples to restore an ousted Bourbon king, and Russia’s Tsar Alexander was contemplating support of a Greek rebellion against Turkey.

			Wellington tipped his head toward the keen eyes of Countess Dorothea von Lieven, wife of the Russian ambassador and lover of the Austrian foreign minister, Prince Clemens von Metternich. “Surely our efforts to capture Buonaparte will put rest to any such speculation. And to the extent such supposition keeps Austria’s hands clean in Naples and constrains Russia in her hegemonic quest, that is a good thing.”

			“If we were to capture him, what would we do with him? If St. Helena cannot hold him, no earthly prison will suffice, and Buonaparte’s propagandists have done their worst to stir up support for him in this country. You know I set no store upon so hollow and fleeting support as that of the English mob, but those who regret that we should be made the jailor of the allied powers have already made Buonaparte an object of compassion. The Opposition will make hay with this. It could overturn the government, so soon after the business with the Queen.” The English mob had shown so much support for the estranged wife of philandering King George IV that the government had recently had to withdraw the bill seeking her divorce, leaving Liverpool a favorite of neither mob nor king.

			Wellington glanced at Lord and Lady Holland, regular senders of elaborately-stocked parcels to Napoleon on St. Helena. “Though the Whigs would gladly offer Buonaparte a bed in Holland House, I doubt John Bull is fool enough to entertain much sympathy for someone who caused so many calamities to this country. There is hardly a household in England that cannot point to the loss of at least one of its members in the Great War.”

			“John Bull may not want to entertain the expense of another long confinement. Nor could we, in our present financial difficulties, easily bear the expense of another war. Yet if Buonaparte reaches Europe and again throws the continent into agitation, what are we to do? The French king is hardly able to settle the business himself. If we leave matters to the triple alliance, we will again have the principles of national independence being trampled and the Emperor of Russia dictating his will as the sovereign law of all Europe. Yet our intervention could give the appearance of propping up the Holy Alliance and perpetuating legitimate despotism under the sanction of British law. It is an invidious situation.” 

			Wellington fingered the badge on his coat. It was the Order of St. Esprit, the highest Bourbon chivalric decoration, bestowed on him by France’s King Louis XVIII. Its two largest diamonds had once been mounted in Napoleon’s sword. “If he has not perished at sea, I think we can trust Buonaparte to not long keep himself hidden. After the carnage and humiliation of Waterloo, the French will not be so eager to receive him. And,” he concluded, recollecting how his own refusal to hand Napoleon over to the Prussian High Command had saved the fallen emperor from execution six years before, “if he lands up in Europe and falls into Prussian hands, we may be done with him for good.”

			“And if not?” Liverpool, as flustered by this predicament as he was by the splendid frivolity of his surroundings, turned to the man whose reputation was entwined with Napoleon’s fate.

			“We shall bear all that we have to endure, rather than give up the government to the Whigs and the Radicals, or Europe to anarchy or tyranny. In other words, we will hold firm and keep this country and its relations from irretrievable ruin.”

			Paris, 5th April 1821

			At the Tuileries Palace, sharp feet on a sleek floor announced the arrival of the Count of Artois and the Duke and Duchess of Angoulême in the study of His Most Christian King Louis XVIII.

			“Your Majesty has received news of Buonaparte’s escape,” Artois said to his brother.

			The King, nailed plump to his armchair, nodded at the piece of paper crumpled on the little white desk he had brought with him from England on his first return from exile in 1814. 

			“What will you do?”

			The King’s heavy face had once been handsome and his eyes could still cut. “Eat my dinner.” 

			“You must do something,” said Artois, exciting himself. “Already there are suspicions of the wildest nature in circulation. In letting loose this scourge of the human race, the English believe they have set the cat among the pigeons. It is but an excuse for them to blockade our ports and for the allied powers to again occupy France. You must dismiss Pasquier, of course, and Latour-Maubourg.” Artois was head of the ultra-royalists, the most extreme supporters of the monarchy, as opposed to the King’s more moderate backers, including the foreign minister and the minister of war, who had both served under Napoleon. “We must have all our ministers devoted to crown and country. Install a new ministry under Villèle, then summon both Chambers as well as the staffs of the First Military Division and the National Guard. An address from the throne will indicate our resolve to maintain order in the face of the usurper. Thus France can remain calm. In any case, it is necessary to assemble sufficient forces—chosen and perfectly safe troops—to be ready to act according to circumstances.” He paused as an afterthought flitted to his mouth. “A ration of brandy for the soldiers would not go amiss.”

			The King listened impassively. Sixty-five years old, born and raised in the fairy-tale world of Versailles only to see his older brother, Louis XVI, and sister-in-law, Marie Antoinette, executed on the scaffold of the French Revolution, he had already been twice forced to flee France, once in 1791 to escape revolutionary wrath, and again in 1815 when Napoleon escaped from Elba for his “Hundred Days” second chance on the French throne. Louis had long been accustomed to receiving advice, criticism and blame from his family, his countrymen and Europe. He also had full experience of being master of men who betrayed him. Still, he had strength to resist his brother, whose foolish policies had cost the Bourbons the monarchy in 1815. “Monsieur Pasquier lost his family in the Terror, and General Latour-Maubourg has given his leg for France. They have served me well and will continue to do so.”

			“Turncoats serve no one well. You have been too generous in your amnesty. Marshals Soult and Davout thanked you for their rank and titles by plotting against you. Spain and Naples have already succumbed to insurrection. Our spies bring reports of petards and firecrackers almost every day. There are enough conspirators outside the ministry without adding to them from within.”

			Practiced calm quelled the King’s rising irritation. “There are enough conspirators in this room to make the ministry a haven of Elysian harmony. Monsieur Pasquier and General Latour-Maubourg have been faithful ministers who have carried out my will and my orders. My Chambers are free to think differently, but that my family should venture to do so is an offense against my person and my authority.” His powdered wig long out of fashion, Louis was still confident in the power of his name and of his rights. “We know not where Buonaparte has gone. He may be in Italy or Brazil or America. As far as we know, he is not yet on our shores, and the powers of Europe have as much interest in keeping him away as we do. The soil has not yet finished drinking the blood shed for him. He will be massacred by the people if he appears here.” 

			“Sire,” began the Duchess, Marie-Thérèse, exasperated at Artois’s want of etiquette and transparent desire to rule. She was niece to both men, the daughter of the guillotined Louis XVI and Marie Antoinette, herself held prisoner in the Temple for three years to the age of seventeen, and also twice scattered in exile. Her determination to resist to the last moment in 1815 had earned her Napoleon’s praise as “the only man” of her family, and her dutiful barren marriage to her cousin, the Duke of Angoulême, son of Artois, had done nothing to leaven her dour tendencies. “Be assured of my most tender love and pardon me if I speak too boldly, but the present danger calls for extreme measures. It does not matter that we know not the whereabouts of the usurper. The very knowledge he has escaped will be used by our enemies to benefit the Jacobin and Buonapartist cause. Though he has committed every species of crime in this country, we cannot count on the detestation of this criminal by ordinary Frenchmen. Those people are paid to cheer. They swore fidelity to the baby of Rome and deserted him two days afterwards. They swore lifelong devotion to Your Majesty and quickly forgot their oath. Whether or not he appears in France, his presence at large and his projects of upheaval will inspire his supporters.” She thought of the disbanded officers on half pay, the demi-soldes haunting the cafés of Paris, cursing the government and longing for their emperor. “Already Paris is distracted and there are tricolor cockades among the Bourbon white. How long before we hear the tramp of the Old Guard’s quick step? Must we wait for a shot to be fired? The Corsican may take France for himself, but we do not need to give it to him.” 

			Artois turned a knife. “If we do not act, our cousin may seize the glory.” They all knew that the danger posed to their crown by the Duke of Orléans, from a junior branch of the royal family, whose father had voted in favor of the death sentence for Louis XVI, was at least as great as any posed by Napoleon. 

			“Enough,” said Louis, trying to rise, the effort too much for his large gouty legs. “I will not dismiss my government. I would sooner die on the throne, defending my people.” 

			Artois dropped to his knees and groaned, “This is the beginning of the burial of our family.”

			The Duchess sank to the floor beside him. “Oh, God, it would be cruel, after twenty years of exile and sorrow, to be expatriated once more. Sire, I conjure you to prevent a calamity so wide-reaching while there is yet time. In God’s name, replace the ministry. By so doing, you will secure the union of the whole royalist party in defense of the throne.” A sob rose to her throat. “God has sent our family so much sorrow. Please do not deny us this favor.” She cried in the presence of her husband, a weakness she seldom permitted herself. 

			The King looked at his brother and his niece prostrate before him. He turned to his nephew, the one member of the family on whom he depended for sympathetic understanding. Angoulême, who added neither wisdom nor courage to the room, refused to meet his eyes. Louis’s resolve was already turning to apathy, worn away by years in a court where intrigue and envy flourished for want of nobler occupations, by weariness of being caught between right and left, and by the desire, in his final years, for peace and quiet from his family as much as from anything outside of it. “Quid te exempta juvat spinis de pluribus una?” he sighed, quoting Horace, his favorite author. “What pleasure does it give to be rid of one thorn out of many? Leave the subject done. You shall be satisfied. But these removals make no change in the system of policy, which is mine. This you will be careful to say to whoever may speak to you of these occurrences. Heaven grant that the troops, at least, behave well and defend us.” 

			Their work accomplished, Artois and the Duchess rose, tears dried. As they took leave of the King, the Duchess took her father-in-law’s elbow and murmured, “You must finish the work begun on St. Helena. So long as the usurper lives there can be no security for France.”

			“My daughter, fear not,” said Artois. “What exile has spared him will be compassed by the assassin’s blade.”

			Vienna, 15th April 1821

			From a window of Schönbrunn Palace, Emperor Francis I of Austria—nephew of Marie Antoinette—watched his ten-year-old grandson Franz ride a horse. The boy, born Napoleon François Charles Joseph Bonaparte, was the offspring of Napoleon and his second wife, Marie Louise, Francis’s daughter. Napoleon had divorced Josephine and sought a match with the unseen Habsburg archduchess, twenty-two years his junior, to bind himself to one of the oldest reigning houses of Europe and to give himself a royal heir. Francis had agreed, as a means of gaining respite from the French assaults that had compelled him to renounce not only much of his territory but also his title of Holy Roman Emperor. His foreign minister, Metternich, who connived to procure the marriage as surely as he assisted in Napoleon’s downfall, counseled that a matrimonial alliance with Austria’s archenemy would provide “an interval of quiet for the recruiting of our forces.”

			The Emperor and Metternich had journeyed to Schönbrunn from Laibach, where the representatives of the Holy Alliance, awaiting the results of Austria’s intervention in Naples, had heard the news of Napoleon’s escape from St. Helena. These representatives, supported by England and other European states, had promptly reinforced their declaration made at the Congress of Vienna in March 1815:

			The Powers declare that Napoleon Bonaparte has placed himself outside the pale of civil and social relations, and that, as an enemy and disturber of the tranquility of the world, he has rendered himself liable to public vengeance. They will employ all their means and unite all their efforts to the end that the general peace, the object of the wishes of Europe and the constant aim of their labors, may not be again disturbed, and that it may be guaranteed from any attempt which might threaten to involve the nations composing it in the disorders and calamities incidental to revolutions. They are ready to afford to the King of France, and to the French nation, or to any other government that might be attacked, as soon as a demand might be made to that effect, every assistance requisite for the purpose of restoring public tranquility, and to make common cause against all those who might attempt to compromise it.

			Now Metternich mused, “Few men have known Napoleon better than I, because I have not confined myself to bare symptoms, but have endeavored to discover their foundation. Napoleon is a very small man of imposing character. He is ignorant, as a sub-lieutenant generally is. A remarkable instinct supplies the place of knowledge. Having lost all, he will venture everything again. Without question, he will want his son.”

			“Ah, please God,” said Francis, “we do not recognize any son of Napoleon, only of Marie Louise.” In his short life the boy had gone from being the King of Rome to the Prince of Parma to the Duke of Reichstadt, as his status had declined from that of heir apparent to the French throne to that of the highest private citizen of Austria. “You must so arrange matters that if anyone is sent by Napoleon, he will not reach here.”

			“The Prefect of Police advocates the most stringent measures to make the Duke of Reichstadt’s abduction practically an impossibility. He should be transferred at once from Schönbrunn to the Hofburg, the guard doubled, and trustworthy agents sent immediately to stations on the frontier to hinder the entrance or egress of any person of suspicion. The Prefect has also asked for a description of the Duke, so that it may be sent to all the police and frontier authorities. It will be impressed upon them that no one must be permitted to leave Austria accompanied by a child whose appearance in any way tallies with this description.”

			Francis gave his assent, his eyes fixed fondly on the curly-haired blond in a soldier’s uniform who, ignoring his governor’s beckoning to come in, was laughingly flaunting the illusion of galloping escape from the velvet fetters of the Viennese court.

			Metternich followed the Emperor’s gaze. “The Duke may hear rumors of Napoleon’s escape. He plays his attendants off against each other to extract information. He has already surmised that his father is in exile, though he does not know where.” 

			The boy had not seen his father since January 1814, when he was not quite three years old. He had been Napoleon’s delight, the recipient of every attention and luxury down to a silver-gilt chamber pot. He had been in his father’s arms as Napoleon greeted foreign dignitaries, on his father’s knees while Napoleon worked out maneuvers for his campaigns, and holding his father’s hand while Napoleon—preparing to leave to confront the Austrian and allied armies that were advancing on French soil—confided his wife and son to the courage of the Parisian National Guard. Two months later, when Marie Louise and the boy were compelled to leave Paris, Franz had to be torn screaming from the Tuileries. He had lived in Austria ever since, while his mother reigned over the Italian Duchy of Parma with her lover Count Neipperg and their two children. Of his time in France he had no real memory, or rather his memory was mixed with what he had imagined, what he had guessed, and what he had been told by his former nanny—the mother of Napoleon’s faithful valet Marchand—and his other French caregivers before they had been dismissed as part of his grandfather’s project to turn him into a German. Still, he was acutely conscious of having been born a French king. 

			Francis knew well the boy’s curiosity about Napoleon. “Ah, my God, his father should serve him as an example, so that he may escape the same unhappy consequences. I am telling you, truth must be the basis of the Duke’s education. I see that very clearly. It is the surest way of calming his imagination.”

			“I most respectfully agree,” said Metternich. “It would indeed be impossible to conceal from the Duke his father’s fate. On the contrary, one day he must learn it in its entirety. The point is that he should not learn these things before he comes to mature judgment, surrounded by the benevolent care that assures him his existence. Filled with gratitude for this attention, which he must recognize as truly paternal, he should learn them in such a way that he will be consoled for the apparent losses he had suffered, because his life will seem to him pleasant and desirable.” 

			“Yes, yes,” nodded Francis, running his fingers along the rosewood-­paneled shutter, “it is a question of timing.” The boy was rounding the sculptured hedge with the skill of a natural horseman, eluding his governor’s clutches and that of the stable master as well.

			Metternich had yet another thought to float regarding the child who was a symbol as much as a person. “I am informed from Paris that the Bonapartists, who neglect no opportunity of keeping up the agitation of mind in France, are trying to gain credence for the view that the English government, which for some time allowed Bonaparte to enjoy excessive liberty in his place of detention, was not opposed to his escape and might even have connived at it. Given the circumstances, the young Duke may be a good means by which to awe certain parties in France.”

			The devoted patriarch turned to his minister. “Of course, with things going on this way, I am well aware I could injure France through my grandson, but such an idea is far removed from my thoughts. The name of Bonaparte must be erased from the roll of sovereigns forever. I have brought Franz up as a stranger to France. I will ensure he belongs neither to France, nor to history.”

			Rome, 16th April 1821

			In the tomb-like silence of the Rinuccini Palace, Pauline and Louis Bonaparte mounted the stairs to their mother’s salon. 

			“This will only vindicate their delusions,” grumbled Louis. 

			“They are mad. They think he has been carried off by angels, but it’s of no matter anymore,” chirped Pauline. “Napoleon will soon put them right.”

			They found Letizia sitting at her embroidery frame, balls of wool nestled among the portraits of her children on the side table, small part of the familial busts, portraits and statues that enshrined the room. Now age seventy, she retained traces of the beauty for which she had been renowned when she married Carlo Buonaparte at the age of fourteen. Even before Carlo died of stomach cancer in 1785, it had been Letizia’s job to raise and provide for the eight of their thirteen children who survived infancy, something she did with fortitude in conditions approaching penury. If maternal excellence is reflected in the titles of one’s offspring, which in Letizia’s case included one emperor, three kings, one queen, a grand-duchess and a princess, she had achieved the pinnacle. But the titles depended on the fortune of her second oldest son, and when he fell all were stripped of their rank save Pauline, who remained a princess courtesy of her estranged Italian husband, a prince of the Borghese line. Letizia herself, Her Imperial Highness, Madame Mère, was now simply the Widow Bonaparte, living in Rome with the Pope’s blessing, her existence comfortably padded by the wealth she had hoarded during years of abundance, years she had always regarded as transient.

			Pauline swept open the thick curtains that kept the room in darkness. “Mama, Napoleon has escaped St. Helena.”

			“Nabulione,” murmured Letizia, making the sign of the cross on her chest. “But of course, have we not said so?” She called to the clergyman dozing in an armchair next to the fireplace. “Brother!”

			Cardinal Joseph Fesch’s ample belly jiggled as he started from his nap. “Yes, sister?”

			“Are you asleep?”

			“No, sister.” Fesch gave his head a shake to rouse himself.

			“It is as we have been told. Nabulione is no longer on that forgotten island.”

			“Praise God. The English have moved him; we know that. He has been transported to a country where his health is good.”

			“The English have not moved him. He has escaped from them,” said Louis. “The English have no idea where he is. Neither do we.” He was annoyed at his mother’s and her younger half-brother’s irrationality, and shivered at the chill in the room, function of his mother’s innate economy. “It’s freezing in here. Why don’t you put the fire on? This is not good for my cold or for my stiff hands.” 

			Pauline clasped her mother’s hands. “This time the news is real. It is not from that Austrian schemer who has been feeding you nonsense.” She and her siblings had spent the past two years trying to extricate their mother and their uncle from the spell of a clairvoyant who had convinced them that angels had lifted Napoleon from St. Helena to safety. “We need not waste any more time trying to remove the scales from your eyes. Napoleon has escaped. The papers are full of it. The English are aghast, the Bourbons are trembling, everyone is in a perfect uproar. My ball tonight will be full of people wanting to find out what’s happening.” She was giddy with the thought.

			“It is a miracle,” said Fesch. “Everything about his life is miraculous and we must be grateful for this further proof of our belief.”

			Louis snorted. “There is no miracle about it. You have been too much in your Corsican wine. His escape was a well-concealed plot, probably aided by some English sympathizers.”

			Fesch, who was entirely without rancor and more interested in enhancing his collection of Italian, Dutch and Flemish masterpieces than in exercising spiritual guidance, conceded. “We may hope that before long Napoleon shall himself be able to enlighten us as to the manner of his deliverance.”

			“There are already rumors of his landing. Even now he is probably making his way to us. Soon we will be able to move freely and have our pensions.” Pauline, of all the family, had least allowed exile to interfere with her routine of lovers, entertainment and spending. 

			Louis attempted to deflate his sister. “We don’t know where Napoleon is. With the entire alliance ready to shoot him on sight, he may die in any attempt to reach us.”

			Letizia rose with stiff elegance and walked to the bust of Napoleon. He was her marvel, the cleverest of her children, a genuine phenomenon. “Heaven will not let him die in a retirement unworthy of him. As long as Nabulione has breath in his body he will come to us, or he will send for us. Our sufferings may soon be interrupted. He will never forget his family.”

			Louis, who had Napoleon to thank both for his unhappy marriage to Josephine’s daughter, Hortense, and for his dismal stint as King of Holland, muttered, “We may be better off forgotten.”

			Letizia rebuked him. “Nabulione will find us. If you have any consideration for a mother who has always been ready to make sacrifices for her children, you will support him and do whatever he asks of you. If you do not, you will send me to my grave with regret.” Gently she caressed the marble head. “The family is everything. Nabulione will come.”

		


		
			Chapter 3: Arrival

			The Balize, Louisiana, 27th April 1821

			The captain of the Séraphine caught the Gulf wind and deftly entered the silky channel of the Mississippi, passing a brig that had turned too soon and run aground midst the pelicans on the mud. Normally he avoided the river’s southeast pass and the customs inspector at the Balize, but this time he had a clean manifest and he knew a quick inspection here would save him time in New Orleans. As he dropped anchor to wait for wind and tide over the bar, rough shouting men urged their skiffs toward him, vying to be first to hail the schooner and thus gain the right to pilot it through the river’s shifting currents, snags and sandbars. “I will take her myself,” said the captain. Any protest on the pilots’ lips was stilled when they saw his face. Few knew the bays and tendriling bayous of the Mississippi delta so well as Jean Laffite.

			The customs inspector also knew Laffite and his antipathy to revenue laws. Expecting to find smuggled slaves or goods, he paid little heed to two crew members, listed as Muiron and Broquet, with hands too fine for sailors’ work. But the ship’s commission, from Buenos Aires, was genuine, and the hold was empty save barrels of ship’s biscuit and other remnants of the crew’s provisions. Initialing the manifest, the inspector let the Séraphine pass.

			The shorter of the two men in disguise had been peering through a spyglass ever since the thin black line of shore first crossed the dark blue Gulf. “So this is Louisiana,” he said. It had briefly been his. France had settled Louisiana under Louis XIV. After defeat in the Seven Years’ War in 1763, Louis XV handed the colony to Spain to prevent it from falling into English hands. As First Consul of France, Napoleon compelled his Spanish ally to return Louisiana to the French, a cession that was formalized in 1801. Two years later, after a failed intervention in Saint-Domingue cured him of the taste for empire in the Western Hemisphere, and needing funds for a planned invasion of England, he sold the territory to the United States for fifteen million dollars, doubling the size of the young nation.

			Now, resting on a chair and watching the mean huts and rickety lookout towers of the Balize recede behind the bulrushes, he asked, “Where are the fortifications?”

			“Fort Plaquemine lies ten leagues upriver,” said Laffite, “and Fort St. Philip beyond. It is placed at the angle of a short bend, commanding a long reach of the Mississippi. The walls are of brick and the batteries en barbette.”

			“How many guns?” asked Napoleon, ever the artillery officer.

			“During the siege of the last war, it mounted thirty-five pieces of cannon, enough to hold off the British.” Laffite, a man of fluid loyalties, had served on the American side, gaining commendations he made full use of, though none could say for certain they had seen him in the field.

			“An accidental success,” reflected Napoleon on the outcome of the War of 1812, of which the Battle of New Orleans was the last main engagement. “If they are clever, the American government will take advantage of their victory to organize a larger military establishment. They should build bigger forts at strategic locations such as this. If they do, within thirty years the United States will become England’s most powerful adversary and make her tremble.”

			“Even at sea?”

			“Nelson was the greatest sea officer who ever lived, but I think on the whole the Americans are better seamen than the British. That is because they are less numerous. If the Americans had a large navy, they would find it impossible to have as many able seamen in each ship as they have at present.” 

			The swampy channel became more clearly a river, bounded on each side by reeds and, higher up, by shrubs and willows. The yellow water folded around logs and puckered behind the flat-bottomed pirogues carrying goods upriver. 

			“Where is the navy at the mouth of this, America’s great river?” Napoleon wondered. Outside the Balize they had passed the felucca the Bull Dog with its two 12-pounder carronades. Otherwise Laffite had managed to avoid the Gulf squadron.

			“Scattered, weak and poorly supplied,” said Laffite, though enough of a nuisance that he had moved his base of operations from the area.

			“It is easy, then, for you to ply your trade. With a proper navy, the Americans might easily prevent a single pirate ship from stirring out.”

			The genial Laffite responded without indignation. “My trade is that of a privateer, not a pirate. I have regarded with as much alarm as any the actions of criminals who have committed depredations on the coast. I myself, when I was governor of Galveston, hung George Brown for his atrocities against the Americans, which is ample proof of my intolerance for pirates.” He neglected to mention that the execution had taken place only because Brown had not confined himself to Spanish takings. Leaving him unpunished would have brought Laffite and the filibustering “Republic of Texas,” under which he was issuing commissions, even more within the crosshairs of American justice. “In fact, my commissions have come from many governments, including Your Majesty’s. Just as, in the Bay of Biscay, French ships were seizing the merchandise of American ships and sending them for sale in Bayonne, I was taking British, American and Spanish commerce from the Gulf for sale in New Orleans on France’s behalf. Surely Your Majesty did not decline your share of my prizes to help finance the war, or object to the spoliation of the British economy?” 

			Napoleon laughed and pinched the ear of this son of Bordeaux. “I have been told you showed considerable courtesy to the Spaniards in your custody and even gave them vessels in which to return home. I am pleased to tell you that under my orders American crews were never treated as prisoners.” 

			He winced and drew a sharp breath. Marchand brought licorice water and blankets. Napoleon waved him away. “Let me alone. This fever creeps up on me like a snake.” He twisted in frustration, trying to find a way of being that did not hurt. “I don’t know what is the matter. The pain is as if someone were driving a knife into my stomach and turning it around.” 

			Laffite joined Marchand in urging Napoleon to retreat to his cabin. 

			“You tell me to rest because you need me alive to gain your reward. Pirate or privateer, I know a prize cargo when I see one.” He hunched forward. “How far to New Orleans?” 

			“Thirty-five leagues. If the weather holds, we will land within the week.” Laffite did not add that the trip could take more than a month, depending on the calms and the head winds. They all knew the urgency. Napoleon, never the best of sea travelers, had been confined to bed for most of the roiling journey. At meals he took some broth or biscuit, having nothing to drink except half a glass of wine mixed with the same amount of water. Still the pain and vomiting continued. They hoped for improvement on the calmer waters of the Mississippi, but as they continued upriver the stomach convulsions became more frequent, the night sweats more intense, and the effort to move more onerous. Napoleon ventured on deck to examine the forts, then returned to bed, asking Marchand to pile him with blankets to stop the chills, which plagued him despite the rising Louisiana heat.

			After Fort Plaquemine, the swamps abounding in ducks, geese and alligators gave way to plantations, at first small and poorly cultivated, then larger and better worked. Rice was grown along the lower river, sugar further up. The houses were generally of one story, with porticoes. Orange trees lined the walkways and palmettos grew wild on the higher banks. Marchand asked about the smaller structures near the main dwellings. “Negro cabins,” said Laffite. Marchand saw an overseer directing a repair of the levee with a whip in his hand.

			The first indication of the city was a squabble of tongues, like a million frogs. Then the wharf came into view, with its forest of masts. 

			“The tricolor!” Marchand spotted the Napoleonic flag on a skiff. 

			Laffite maneuvered along the line of ships, brigs, schooners and sloops to anchor next to the ragged bank. His crew lowered a plank to the levee. Napoleon strained to get his coat on, vomited twice, then sank back down on the bed. 

			“We will carry Your Majesty,” said Marchand.

			“No. The Emperor does not reach America on his back.” Napoleon put on his cocked hat and, pressing heavily on Marchand and Laffite, made his way across the plank to set foot on the wide bank of earth that extended along the front of the city. 

			The market was a riot of color and activity arranged in two rows along the levee. Shapely Creoles, round Yankees, spindly Spaniards, frizzled Negroes, half-naked Indians, and scarf-wrapped mulattos and quadroons all vied to be heard. Some of the sellers had tables. Most laid their wares on palmetto leaves or canvas on the ground: a confusion of fish, birds, meat, fruit, vegetables, bread, eggs, nuts, sugar cane, trinkets, tinware and dry goods. 

			“It is true what I have heard,” said Napoleon. “The Americans are mere merchants and put all of their glory into making money.”

			Twenty-four-year-old Louis Lauret, former captain in the Third Regiment of the Guards of Honor, looked upon the face emblazoned in his memory from the victory at Hanau in 1813 and dropped his sack of nails. “Your Majesty!” He threw himself at Napoleon’s toes. “You are here. What joy. Vive l’Empereur!”

			Heads turned and gaped. Lauret shouted again, “Vive Napoléon,” and the cry was picked up, first by those who had served in the French Empire, then by Creoles filled with ancestral pride, then by others, even the Indians, who knew the great man’s name. The clamor grew as the crowd bustled toward Napoleon, the curious pressing for a glimpse, the faithful straining to touch, trampling over Lauret and threatening to push the little party back to the river.

			Laffite beckoned his crew to hold the throng back long enough for Marchand to hustle the Emperor into a carriage. Napoleon shrunk into the bench. They had only a few blocks to travel, to the corner of St. Louis and Chartres Streets, with the ever-swelling entourage still shouting and now also singing, depending on primary affiliation to Revolution or Empire, “La Marseillaise” or “Veillons au Salut de l’Empire.” Arriving at a handsome Creole townhouse, Laffite and Marchand rushed Napoleon through the door and bolted it behind them. Napoleon collapsed onto a chair. 

			Alerted by one of Laffite’s crew, the Savoyard Nicolas Girod had barely finished buttoning his dress coat. Prostrating his portly self as ably as his seventy-four years permitted, he lifted his curly white forehead and commenced, with muffled gravitas, his welcome speech. “Your Majesty, it is my inestimable honor—” 

			“Get Formento!” barked Laffite, cutting Girod short. He commandeered a servant to help lug Napoleon to a bed in the reverently-prepared second-floor apartments. As Marchand loosened Napoleon’s clothing and called for water, Laffite bent his tall dark frame over the sallow shrunken conqueror and made his own speech, careful to keep Marchand within earshot so the valet could later recount if necessary. “Your Majesty, I am pleased to have been at the head of an operation a thousand times more honorable than any other ever projected. It is my inestimable privilege to have undertaken this great boon for all who admire and serve you, and indeed for all humanity. Your Majesty is in safe and good hands here. I wish you a prosperous, free and happy life in America.”

			Napoleon weakly tugged Laffite’s ear while Marchand thanked the captain on their behalf. Already the room was filling with spectators—servants and friends of Girod who had managed to elude the barricade. Laffite squeezed past them and down the stairs, but not before completing his business with Girod. As he slipped out, bank draft securely in pocket, he passed the disheveled Lauret, who was radiantly warbling along with the crowd.

			Tyrans, tremblez, vous allez expier vos forfaits!

			Plutôt la mort que l’esclavage

			C’est la devise des Français!

			Tremble tyrants, you will atone for your crimes!

			Death rather than slavery

			Is the motto of the French!

		


		
			Chapter 4: Hoc opus, hic labor est

			New Orleans, 5th May 1821

			Dr. Félix Formento had attended to plenty of Frenchmen as they died on the battlefields of Napoleon’s empire, which is where he began his medical career upon graduating from the University of Turin in 1813. Like Lauret, he had arrived in the United States after Napoleon’s abdication and had joined the Society for the Cultivation of the Vine and the Olive, a struggling venture of French emigrés at the confluence of the Tombigbee and Black Warrior Rivers in Alabama, where neither vine nor olive thrived, certainly not when cultivated by officers and aristocrats unaccustomed to an agricultural existence on the American frontier. With Lauret and others, Formento sold his one-hundred-and-sixty-acre allotment and, in 1818, helped forge the Champ d’Asile, an armed encampment of Bonapartist refugees beside the Trinity River in Texas. When this foundered due to food shortages and attacks by Indians, disease and, ultimately, the Spanish who claimed the territory, Formento opened a medical practice in New Orleans. Two years later he purchased a pharmacy in the Vieux Carré, which is where Girod’s Negro found him.

			By the time he had shouldered his way through the crowd and entered the house choked with people, Formento had an idea of who his patient might be. Still, he was unprepared for the Emperor’s delicacy—the waxen complexion accentuated by several days’ beard, the cheeks hanging in pouches, the dim, deep-set eyes, the thin brown hair, fine as a child’s, the small

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

OEBPS/image/34933.png





OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Italic.otf


OEBPS/image/Frontispiece_200.6x115_fmt.png
Ll

Y W\ ey





OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/image/Napoleon-in-America-cover.jpg
Yoo

1n

AMERICA






OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-Bold.otf


OEBPS/font/ACaslonPro-BoldItalic.otf


