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  Some years ago, while pursuing a course of study in the French language under the direction of the late Prof. Henri Larroque, who not long since met an untimely death, and whose learning and ability placed him in the foremost rank of teachers of languages, there was placed in the hands of the translator for critical study Alexandre Dumas’ Napoleon. The more he examined the work the better he was pleased with it, and the result was a complete translation of the book. It was not his intention that the work should be submitted to public reading, but, at the request of a large number of persons interested in Napoleonic literature, a complete translation of Dumas’ Napoleon appears for the first time in the English language. The work in the original is popular, has a large and continuous sale, and is considered to be an excellent specimen of modern French. It seems very strange that a work from the pen of an author of the character and reputation of Alexandre Dumas should have remained untranslated for so long a time.


  Dumas appears to have written his Napoleon, which was originally a drama, under very peculiar circumstances. Percy Fitzgerald, in his Life and Adventures of Alexandre Dumas, says that Harel, the manager of the Odeon at Paris during the Revolution of 1830, requested Dumas to prepare a drama to be called Napoleon. Dumas did not proceed with the work at that time, but in 1831 Harel entrapped him into a handsomely furnished apartment, and told him he could not leave it until the drama had been completed. The piece was to begin with Toulon, and to end with “the five years’ agony at St. Helena.” In eight days it was finished. It had nine thousand lines and twenty-five tableaux; and was produced at the Odeon by Harel, an actor named Lemaitre taking the part of Napoleon. This drama, which was expected by Dumas to work up the hostile Bonapartist feeling which existed at that time, proved an absolute failure and was withdrawn.


  According to Fitzgerald this drama was evidently rewritten in 1839. In his list of books, written by Dumas, the present Life of Napoleon is put down as having been written in 1868. The authority for this date is not given, but it is certainly a mistake, for Prof. Fasquelle, as early as 1855, published the work in French to be used as a second book in his course. It is uncertain just when this work was written, but it can be said with certainty that Dumas is its author, and that the serious charge which has so often been made against him of assumed authorship cannot be sustained in this instance.


  The object of the translator has been from the outset to make the translation as nearly literal as possible. Much of the force and beauty of the French is lost by liberal translations. While they read smoothly and often give the author’s ideas in English, the translator thinks that a literal translation, where possible, of French idioms and expressions gives the reader a better insight into the meaning, though the language may not be as smooth and elegant as the polished English of the free translation.


  This work is submitted to the public with the knowledge that its style will be the subject of criticism, but the translator trusts that those who read it may feel repaid.


  The will of Napoleon, which Dumas attached to his work, is not included in this translation, because it is not in any way connected with the body of the work, and has been many times translated.


  JOHN B. LARNER.


  Washington, D. C.

  October 1, 1894.
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  Bonaparte had been, as we have just seen, named General of the Artillery of the Army of Nice as a reward for the services rendered to the Republic before Toulon. It was there that he became intimate with the younger Robespierre, who was a Representative of the People to that army. Recalled to Paris some time before the 9th Thermidor, the latter did all he could to influence the young General to follow him, promising him the direct protection of his brother. But Bonaparte invariably refused him. The time was not yet come when he should take part.


  Then perhaps another motive was withholding him, and this time again, was it chance that was protecting genius? If it was so, chance was making itself visible, and had taken the form of a young and pretty female Representative of the People, who was sharing, at the Army of Nice, the mission of her husband. Bonaparte had for her a serious affection, which he manifested by proofs of a gallantry quite warlike. One day as he was walking with her in the environs of the gorge of Tenda the idea came to the young General to give his beautiful companion the spectacle of a little war, and he ordered an attack of the outpost. One dozen men were victims of this amusement, and Napoleon has more than once confessed to Saint-Helene that these twelve men, killed without real motive and by a mere fancy, were to him a greater cause of remorse than the death of the six hundred thousand soldiers that he had scattered in the snowy steppes of Russia.


  It was during this interval that the Representatives of the People near the Army of Italy passed the following decree:


  
    “ General Bonaparte will return to Genoa to confer, jointly with the diplomatic representatives of the French Republic, with the Government of Genoa upon the subjects referred to in his instructions.


    “ The Charge d’Affaires near the Republic of Genoa will recognize him and will have him recognized by the Genoan Government.


    “Loano, the 25th Messidor, year II. of the Republic.”

  


  The real object of this mission was to have the young General see with his own eyes the fortresses of Savone and Genoa, and to enable him to take away, upon artillery and other military subjects, all possible information; in short, to enable him to collect all facts which might reveal the intention of the Genoan Government relative to the coalition. ~


  Whilst Bonaparte was accomplishing this mission, Robespierre was marching to the scaffold, and the Terrorist Deputies were replaced by Albitte and Salicetti. Their arrival at Barcelonnette was signalized by the following decree:


  
    “ The Representatives of the People near the Army of the Alps and Italy.


    “ Considering that General Bonaparte, Commandant-in-chief of the Artillery of the Army of Italy, has totally lost their confidence by most suspicious conduct, and above all by the journey he has latterly made to Genoa, resolve as follows:


    “ The General of Brigade Bonaparte, Commandant-in-chief of the Artillery of the Army of Italy is provisionally suspended from his duties; he will be, through the care and under the responsibility of the General-in-chief of the said Army, kept in a state of arrest and arraigned before the Committee of Public Safety, under good and safe escort; seals will be affixed upon all his papers and effects, of which an inventory will be made by the Commissioners, who shall be appointed upon the premises by the Representatives of the People, Salicetti and Albitte, and all those said papers which shall be found suspicious will be sent to the Committee of Public Safety.


    “ Done at Barcelonnette, the 19th Thermidor, year II. of the French Republic, one, indivisible, and democratic.


    “ Signed. Albitte, Salicetti, Laporte.


    “ A true copy, the General-in-chief of the Army in Italy.


    “ Signed. Dumerbion.”

  


  The decree was put into execution. Bonaparte was conducted to the prison of Nice, and there remained fourteen days; after which, by a second decree, signed by the same men, his liberty was provisionally restored.


  However, Bonaparte got out of a danger only to be disgusted. The emergencies of the Thermidor had brought about a reorganization in the committees of the Convention. An old captain named Aubry, finding himself in charge of the War Committee, made a new list of the army, in which he placed himself as General of the Artillery. As for Bonaparte, in exchange for the rank he held, they gave him that of General of Infantry in La Vendee. Bonaparte, who deemed the theatre of a civil war in a corner of France to be too narrow, refused to go to his post, and was, by a decree of the Committee of Public Safety, stricken from the list of general officers on the active list.


  Bonaparte already believed himself too necessary to France not to be deeply impressed with such injustice; nevertheless, as he had not yet reached one of those heights of life from which the whole horizon which is to be gone over can be seen, he had already hopes, it is true, but not certainties. These hopes were shattered. He, who was full of genius and of the hopes of the future, thought himself condemned to a long and perhaps eternal inaction, and that in a time when everybody reached fortune very quickly.


  He rented temporarily a room in a hotel on the Rue du Mail; sold his horses and carriage for six thousand francs; collected the little money that he possessed, and resolved to retire into the country. Exalted imaginations always leap from one extreme to the other. Exiled from the camps, Bonaparte saw nothing but rural life. Not being able to be Caesar, he made himself Cin-cinnatus.


  It was then that he recalled Valence, where he had passed three years, so obscure and so happy. It was to this place that he directed his searches, accompanied by his brother Joseph, who was returning to Marseilles. In passing Montelimart the two travellers stopped. Bonaparte found the site and the climate of the city suitable, and asked if there was not in the surrounding country some cheap property for sale. They referred him to M. Grasson of the Official Council, with whom he arranged to go the next day and visit a little country-seat called Beauserret, which name, in thepatois of the country, meant Beause-jour, which was indicative of the agreeable situation. In effect Bonaparte and Joseph visited this country-seat. It was in every particular convenient for them. They feared only, on seeing its extent and good state of preservation, that the price would be too high. They ventured the question—thirty thousand francs—that price was nothing.


  Bonaparte and Joseph returned to Montelimart to consult together. Their little fortunes united allowed them to appropriate this sum for the purchase of their future hermitage. They fixed a meeting for the third day after. It was upon the very premises that they desired to conclude their agreement, so agreeable to them was Beauserret. M. Grasson accompanied them there again. They examined the property even more in detail than the first time. At length Bonaparte, astonished that they gave for so small a sum such a charming country-seat, asked if there was not some unseen cause which lowered the price.


  “Yes,” answered M. Grasson, “but without importance to you.”


  “No matter,” replied Bonaparte, “ I wish to know it.”


  “ There was a murder committed.”


  “ And by whom? ”


  “ By a son upon his father.”


  “ A parricide! ” exclaimed Bonaparte, becoming paler than usual. “ Let us leave, Joseph.”


  And seizing his brother by the arm, he rushed out of the apartments, re-ascended his cabriolet, arriving at Montelimart asked for post-horses, and set out immediately for Paris, while Joseph continued his route to Marseilles.


  He was going there to marry the daughter of a rich merchant named Clary, who afterwards became also the father-in-law of Bernadotte.


  As for Bonaparte, driven once more by destiny towards Paris, that great centre of great events, he there resumed that obscure and hidden life, which was weighing so much upon him. It was then that, not being able to stand this inaction, he addressed to the Government a note, in which he expressed the view that it would be for the interest of France to do all that it possibly could to increase the military power of Turkey at the moment when the Empress of Russia had just strengthened her alliance with Austria. On this account he offered himself to the Government to go across to Constantinople with six or seven officers of different troops, who could instruct the numerous and brave, but little seasoned militia of the Sultan.


  The Government did not condescend to answer this note and Bonaparte remained in Paris. What would have happened to the world if a clerk of the Minister had placed at the bottom of this request the word “ Granted? ” God only knows.


  However, on the 22d of August, 1795, the Constitution of the year III. had been adopted, and the legislators who had drawn it up had stipulated in it that two thirds of the members composing the National Convention should form part of the new legislative body. This was the downfall of the hopes of the opposite party, which had hoped by the total renewal of the elections to secure the introduction of a new majority representing their opinion. This opposition was especially sustained by the Sections of Paris, which declared that they would not accept the Constitution unless the provision as to the re-election of the two-thirds was annulled. The Convention maintained the Constitution in its entirety. The Sections commenced to murmur. On the 25th of September, some precursory troubles arose. Finally, during the day of October 4th (12th Vendemiaire) the danger became so pressing that the Convention thought it was time to take the matter seriously in hand. Consequently it addressed to General Alexandre Dumas, Commander-in-chief of the Army of the Alps, then absent on leave, the following letter, the very brevity of which showed the urgency:


  “ General Alexandre Dumas will return instantly to Paris, there to take charge of the forces of the Army.”


  The order of the Convention was carried to the Hotel Mirabeau, but General Dumas had left three days before for Villers-Cotterets, where he received the letter on the morning of the 13th.


  In the meantime the danger was increasing hour by hour, and they could not await the arrival of him who had been sent for. Consequently, during the night, the Representative of the People, Barras, was appointed Commander-in-chief of the Interior. He wanted a second. He cast his eyes upon Bonaparte.


  Destiny, as we have seen, had cleared away his route. That hour of the future, which has to strike, it is said, once in the life of every man, had come for him. The cannon of the 13th Vendemiaire resounded in the capital.


  The Sections, he had just destroyed, gave him the name of Mitrailleur, and the Convention, that he had just preserved, the title of General-in-chief of the Army of Italy.


  But this great day had not only an influence upon the political life of Bonaparte, but a decisive effect upon his private life also. The disarming of the Sections had just been wrought with a vigor made necessary by the circumstances, when one day a child of ten or twelve years presented himself to the staff, beseeching General Bonaparte to give orders that the sword of his father, who had been a General of the Republic, be given back to him. Bonaparte, touched by the demand and by the juvenile grace with which it was made, caused search for the sword to be made, and, having found it, he returned it to him. The child, at the sight of this sacred weapon that he believed lost, kissed in tears the handle so many times touched by the paternal hand. The General was touched by this filial love and expressed so much good will to the child, that his mother believed herself obliged to come the next day to make him a visit of thanks.


  The child was Eugene, and the mother Josephine.


  On the 21st of March, 1796, Bonaparte left for the Army of Italy, taking away with him in his carriage two thousand louis. This was all that he was able to get together by joining to his own fortune and those of his friends, the subsidies of the Directory. It is with this sum that he went to conquer Italy. It was seven times less than Alexander carried when he went to conquer India.


  On arriving at Nice he found an army without discipline, without ammunition, without victuals, and without clothes. As soon as he reached the headquarters he ordered to be distributed to each of the generals, to aid them to enter into the campaign, the sum of four louis. Afterwards he said to the soldiers, pointing Italy out to them:


  “ Comrades, in the midst of all these rocks you want everything. Cast your eyes upon the rich plains which unroll themselves at your feet. They belong to us. Let us go and take them.”


  This was very near the language used by Hannibal to his soldiers nineteen hundred years ago, and during that nineteen hundred years there had passed between these two men but one man worthy to be compared with them —that was Caesar.


  The soldiers to whom Bonaparte addressed these words were the wrecks of an army which, in the sterile rocks of the river of Genoa, had been painfully holding themselves on the defensive for two years, and which had before them two hundred thousand of the best troops of the Empire and of Piedmont. Bonaparte attacked this mass with scarcely thirty thousand men and in eleven days defeated them five times—at Montenotte, at Millesimo, at Dego, at Vico, and at Mondovi. Then he opened the gates of the cities with one hand, whilst with the other he won battles. He took by storm the fortresses of Coni, Tortone, Alexandria, and Ceva. In eleven days the Austrians were separated from the Piedmontese, Provera was taken, and the King of Sardinia was forced to sign a capitulation in his own capital. Then Bonaparte advanced upon Upper Italy. Then divining future successes by past ones, he wrote to the Directory:


  “ To-morrow I march on Beaulieu; I will oblige him to repass the Po; I will pass immediately after him; I will take possession of all Lombardy and before a month I hope to be upon the mountains of Tyrol, to find there the Army of the Rhine, and, in concert with it, to carry the war into Bavaria.”


  In fact, Beaulieu was pursued. He turned back vainly to oppose the passage of the Po. The passage was effected. He sheltered himself behind the walls of Lodi. A combat of three hours expelled him. He ranged himself in battle on the left bank of the Adda, defending with his artillery the bridge that he had not had time to destroy. The French army formed itself into a close column, threw itself upon the bridge, upset all that opposed it, scattered the Austrian army, and continued its march, passing over their bodies. Then Pavia surrendered, Pizzighitone and Cremona fell, the castle of Milan opened its gate, the King of Sardinia signed the peace, the Dukes of Parma and Modena followed his example, and Beaulieu had but time to shut himself up in Mantua.


  It was in this treaty with the Duke of Modena that Bonaparte gave the first proof of his unselfishness by refusing four millions in gold which the Commander of Este offered him in the name of his brother and which Salicetti, Commissioner of the Government near the Army, pressed him to accept.


  It was also in this campaign that he received the popular name, which reopened to him in 1815 the doors of France. This was the occasion. His youth, when he had just taken command of the army, had inspired some astonishment in the old soldiers, so they resolved to confer upon him themselves the inferior grades from which the Government had seemingly exempted him. Consequently, they met together after each battle to give him a grade, and when he turned into camp he received from the oldest veterans, who saluted him, his new title. It was thus that he was made Corporal of Lodi. From that time the nickname of “ Little Corporal” remained always with Napoleon.


  However, Bonaparte made but one halt, of an instant, and in this halt envy met him again. The Directory, which had seen in the correspondence of the soldier the revelation of the political man, feared that the conqueror might constitute himself the arbiter of Italy, and it prepared to associate Kellermann with him. Bonaparte learned of it and wrote:


  “To associate Kellermann with me is to desire to lose all. I cannot serve willingly with a man who believes himself to be the best tactician of Europe; moreover, I believe one bad general to be preferable to two good ones. War is like government—a thing of tact.”


  Afterwards he made his solemn entry into Milan, where, whilst the Directory signed at Paris the treaty of peace negotiated by Salicetti at the Court of Turin, the negotiations begun with Parma terminated, and those with Naples and Rome opened, he prepared himself for the conquest of Upper Italy.


  The key of Germany was Mantua. It was Mantua, therefore, that must be taken. One hundred and five pieces of cannon taken at the castle of Milan were directed upon the city. Serrurier carried the outworks and the seige commenced.


  Then the Cabinet at Vienna appreciated the gravity of the situation. They sent to the relief of Beaulieu twenty-five thousand men under the orders of Quasdanowitch, and thirty-five thousand under those of Wurmser. A Milanese spy was charged with despatches which announced this reinforcement, and pledged himself to penetrate into the city.


  The spy fell into a night round commanded by the Aide-de-camp Dermoncourt and was brought to General Dumas. Fruitlessly they searched him; they found nothing upon him. They were ready to give him his liberty, when by one of those revelations of destiny, General Dumas surmised that he had swallowed his despatches. The spy denied it. General Dumas ordered him to be shot. The spy confessed. He was replaced in charge of the Aide-de-camp Dermoncourt, who, by means of an emetic administered by the chief surgeon, became possessed of a bullet of beeswax the size of a marble. It contained the letter of Wurmser written upon parchment with a raven’s quill. This letter gave the minutest details of the operations of the opposing army. The letter was sent to Bonaparte. Quasdanowitch and Wurmser separated; the first marched upon Brescia and the second upon Mantua. This was the same fault that had already caused the loss of Provera and Argentau. Bonaparte left ten thousand men before the city; with twenty-five thousand men he went to meet Quasdanowitch, whom he threw back into the gorges of Tyrol, after having defeated him at Salo and Lonato; then immediately he turned back to Wurmser, who learned of the defeat of his colleague by the presence of the army that conquered him. Attacked with French impetuosity, he was beaten at Castiglione. In five days the Austrians had lost twenty thousand men and fifty pieces of cannon. This victory had given Quasdanowitch time to rally. Bonaparte went again to him; defeated him at San Marco, at Sarravalle, and at Roveredo. Then he returned, after the battles of Bas-sano, Rimolano, and Cavalo, to lay a second time the siege before Mantua, where Wurmser had entered with the remains of his army.


  There, while the works were being made, the States formed around him and consolidated at his word. He founded republics on both sides of the Po, expelled the English from Corsica, and pressed at the same time upon Genoa, Venice, and the Holy See, which he prevented from uprising. It was in the midst of these vast political combinations that he learned of the approach of a new Imperial Army led by Alvinzi; but there was a fatality upon all those men. The same fault committed by his predecessors, Alvinzi committed in his turn. He divided his army into two bodies; one, composed of thirty thousand men led by himself, was to cross the Veronese and reach Mantua; the other, composed of fifteen thousand men under the command of Davidowitch, was to spread itself out upon the Adige. Bonaparte marched to meet Alvinzi, met him at Arcole, struggled hand to hand with him three days, and did not leave off until five thousand dead of his army slept on the field of battle, and eight thousand prisoners and thirty pieces of cannon were taken. Then, all panting from Arcole, he rushed between Davidowitch, who came out of Tyrol, and Wurmser, who came out of Mantua; threw back the one into his mountains, the other into his city. He learned upon the battle-field that Alvinzi and Provera were just joining each other. He routed Alvinzi at Rivoli, and compelled Provera, by the battles of Saint George and Favorita, to surrender. Finally, rid from all his adversaries, he returned to Mantua, encircled it, pressed it, smothered it, and forced it to surrender at the moment when a fifth army, detached from the reserves of the Rhine, was advancing, led by an Archduke. No humiliation was spared Austria. The defeats of its generals told upon the throne. On the ioth of March, 1797, Prince Charles was beaten at the Pass of Tagliamento. This victory opened to us the State of Venice and the gorges of Tyrol. The French advanced at a running pace through the way that was opened to them; triumphed at Lavis, at Trasmis, at Clausen; entered Trieste; carried by storm Tarvis, Gradisca, and Villach; pursued with eagerness the Archduke, whom they abandoned, only to occupy the routes to the capital of Austria; and finally penetrated to within thirty leagues of Vienna. There Bonaparte halted to await the Parliamentarians. It had been a year since he left Nice. In that year he had destroyed six armies, had taken Alexandria, Turin, Milan, and Mantua, and had planted the tri-colored flag upon the Alps of Piedmont, upon Italy, and Tyrol. Around him began to shine the names of Massena, Augereau, Jou-bert, Marmont, and Berthier. The galaxy was forming, the satellites revolved around their star, the sky of the Empire was constellating.


  Bonaparte was not deceived. The parliamentarians arrived. Leoben was fixed as the seat of the negotiations. Bonaparte had no more need of full power from the Directory. He made the war; he will make the peace.


  “ Seeing the position of things,” he wrote, “ the negotiations even with the Emperor have become military operations.”


  Nevertheless this work was spun out. All the crafts of diplomacy surrounded and tired him. But a day came when the lion became tired of being entangled in a net. He arose in the midst of a discussion, seized a magnificent china tea-set, broke it in pieces and trod upon it; then, turning to the stupefied plenipotentiaries, he said:


  “ Thus will I pulverize you all, since you wish it.” 1


  The diplomats returned to sentiments more peaceful. They gave audience to the treaty. In the first article the Emperor was made to declare that he recognized the French Republic.


  “ Strike out that paragraph,” said Bonaparte; “ the French Republic is as the sun upon the horizon. Blind are those upon whom its brightness has not shone.”


  Thus at the age of twenty-seven years Bonaparte held in one hand the sword that divided empires and in the other the balance that weighed kings. Vainly the Directory traced his way. He marched in his own. If he did not yet command, already he did not obey. The Directory wrote him to remember that Wurmser was an emigrant. Wurmser fell into the hands of Bonaparte, who had for him all the regard due to misfortune and old age. The Directory used in reference to the Pope outrageous formulas; Bonaparte wrote to him always with respect, and called him only by the name of Most Holy Father. The Directory deported the priests and proscribed them; Bonaparte directed his army to regard them as brothers and to honor them as ministers of God. The Directory tried to exterminate every vestige of the aristocracy; Bonaparte wrote to the democracy of Genoa to blame the excesses which they had carried on against the nobles, and let them know that if they wished to preserve his esteem they must respect the statue of Doria.


  On the 15th Vendemiaire, year VI., the treaty of Campo-Formio was signed, and Austria, to which Venice was left, renounced its claims upon Belgium and its pretensions to Italy. Bonaparte left Italy for France, and on the 15th Frimaire of the same year (5th December, 1797) he arrived at Paris. Bonaparte had remained absent two years, and in those two years had taken one hundred and fifty thousand prisoners, one hundred and seventy flags, five hundred and fifty pieces of cannon, six hundred field pieces, five pontoon trains, nine vessels of sixty-four guns, twelve frigates of thirty-two, twelve corvettes, and eighteen galleys. Moreover, after having, as we have seen, brought with him from France two thousand louis, he had sent there altogether, at different times, nearly fifty millions. Contrary to all ancient and modern traditions it was the Army that fed the fatherland.


  With peace Bonaparte saw arrive the limit of his military career. Unable to remain inactive, he aspired to the place of one of the two Directors, who were just going out. Unfortunately he was but twenty-eight years old. It was a violation, so great and so sudden, of the Constitution of the year III. that they did not dare to even make the proposition. He returned then to his little house in the Rue Chantereine, struggling in advance, by the combinations of his genius, against an enemy more terrible than all those that he had combated up to that time—neglect.


  “ The memory of nothing is preserved at Paris,” said he. “ If I remain a long time idle I am lost. One fame in this great Babylon succeeds another, and they will not have seen me more than three times at the play when I will not be looked at so much.”


  While waiting for something better he had himself appointed a member of the National Academy.


  Finally on the 29th of January, 1798, he said to his Secretary:


  “ Bourrienne, I cannot remain here; there is nothing to do; they will listen to nothing. I see that if I remain I will sink in a short time. Everything wears out here. I have already no more glory. This little Europe does not furnish enough of it. It is a mole-hill. There have never been such great empires and revolutions as in the East where live six hundred millions of men. I must go to the East; all great fame comes from there.”


  Thus he must exceed all the fame of the greatest. He has already done more than Hannibal. He will do as much as Alexander and Caesar, but his name is wanting on the pyramids, where are written these two great names.


  On April 12, 1798, Bonaparte was commissioned General-in-chief of the Army of the East.


  He had already, as we have seen, only to ask in order to obtain. On arriving at Toulon he gave proof that he had but to command to be obeyed.


  An old man of eighty years had been shot just two days before the time of his arrival in that city. On the 16th of May, 1798, he wrote the following letter to the military commissions of the ninth division established by virtue of the law of the 19th Fructidor:


  
    “Bonaparte, Member of the National Institute.


    “ I have learned, citizens, with the greatest grief, that old men of the age of seventy and eighty years, and miserable women, pregnant or surrounded by children of tender age, have been shot, accused of emigration.


    “ Should then the soldiers of liberty have become executioners?


    “ Should then the pity that they have manifested in the midst of combats die in their hearts?


    “The law of the 19th Fructidor has been a measure of public safety. Its intention has been to reach the conspirators and not miserable women and decaying old men.


    “ I exhort you then, citizens, that every time that the law shall present to your tribunal old men of more than sixty years, or women, to declare that in the midst of combats you have respected the old men and the wives of your enemies. .


    “ The soldier who signs a sentence against a person incapable of bearing arms is a coward.


    “ Bonaparte.”

  


  This-letter saved the life of an unfortunate who was comprised in that category. Bonaparte embarked three days after. Thus his last farewell to France was the exercise of a royal act, the dispensing of the pardoning power. -


  Malta was purchased in advance. Bonaparte made it surrender to him while passing, and on the first of July, 1798, he touched the land of Egypt near Fort Marabout at some distance from Alexandria.


  As soon as he learned this news, Mourad-Bey, whom they were coming to seek like a lion in his den, called to him his Mamelukes, let go in the current of the Nile a flotilla of djermes, of canges and of launches, armed for war, and sent to follow his boats a body of twelve to fifteen hundred cavaliers on the banks of the river, which Desaix, who commanded our advance guard, met on the 14th at the village of Minieh-Salam. This was the first time since the Crusades that the Orient and the Occident met face to face.


  The shock was terrible. This militia, glittering with gold, swift as the wind, devouring as the flame, charged even upon our squares, the'gun-barrels of which it cut to pieces with its tempered Damascus sabres. Then, when the fire burst from these squares as from a volcano, it unrolled itself like a scarf of gold and silk, visited at full gallop all these iron angles, each face of which sent its volley; and, when they saw any breach impossible, they fled finally like a long line of birds, leaving around our battalions a belt, moving still, of mutilated men and horses, and went off some distance to form anew, only to return to attempt a new charge as useless and slaughterous as the other.


  In the middle of the day they rallied for the last time, but instead of coming again upon us they took the road to the desert and disappeared in the horizon in a whirlwind of sand.


  It was at Djizeh that Mourad learned of the repulse at Ch6breiss. The same day messengers were sent to the Said, to the Fayoum, and to the desert. Everywhere, Beys, Sheiks, Mamelukes—all were convoked against the common enemy; each one was compelled to come with his horse and arms. Three days after Mourad had around him six thousand horsemen.


  All this troop hastened by the war cry of its chief camped in disorder on the banks of the Nile in sight of Cairo and the Pyramids, between the village of Embabeh, on which it rested its right, and Djizeh, the favorite residence of Mourad, to which it stretched out its left. As for the latter, he had planted his tent around a gigantic sycamore, the shade of which covered fifty horsemen. It was in this position that, after having put his militia in a little order, he waited for the French army which was ascending the Nile.


  On the 23d, at the break of day, Desaix, who marched always in the advance guard, perceived a party of five hundred Mamelukes, which had been sent to reconnoitre and which fell back without ceasing to be in view. At four o’clock in the morning Mourad heard loud acclamations; it was the entire army cheering the Pyramids.


  At six o’clock the French and Mamelukes were in each other’s presence.


  As one pictures the battle-field, it was the same that Cambyses, the other conqueror, who had come from the other end of the world, had selected to crush the Egyptians. Two thousand four hundred years had elapsed. The Nile and the Pyramids were still there, but the Sphinx of granite, which the Persians mutilated in the face, had only its gigantic head out of the sand. The Colossus, of which Herodotus spoke, had fallen, Memphis had disappeared, Cairo had sprung up. All these reminders, distinct and present in the minds of the French chiefs, were hovering vaguely over the soldiers like those unknown birds which formerly passed over battles, and which foretold victory.


  As for the site, it was a vast plain of sand, suitable for the manoeuvres of the cavalry. A village called Bekir rose in the middle. A small stream bounded it a little in advance of Djizeh. Mourad and all his cavalry rested against the Nile, with Cairo behind them.


  Bonaparte saw, from this disposition of the land and his foes, that it was possible for him not only to conquer the Mamelukes, but even to exterminate them. He arranged his army in a semicircle, forming of each division gigantic squares, in the centre of which was placed the artillery. Desaix, accustomed to march in advance, commanded the first square placed between Embabeh and Djizeh; then came the Regnier division; the Kleber division, deprived of its chief, who had been wounded at Alexandria, and commanded by Dugua; then the Menou division, commanded by Vial; finally, forming the extreme left, protected by the Nile and nearest to Embabeh, the division of General Bon.


  All the squares were to move together to march upon Embabeh,. and to throw into the Nile the village, horses, Mamelukes and intrenchments.


  But Mourad was not the man to stay behind some hillocks of sand. Scarcely had the squares taken position when the Mamelukes rushed out of their intrenchments in uneven masses and without choice, without calculation, threw themselves upon the squares which they found nearest to them—these were the Desaix and Regnier divisions.


  Arriving at the mouth of the guns the assailants divided into two columns; the first rushed headlong upon the left angle of the Regnier division, the second upon the right angle of the Desaix division. The squares let them approach to within ten paces, then they blazed forth; horses and horsemen found themselves stopped by a wall of flames; the first two lines of Mamelukes fell as if the earth had quaked under them; the remnants of the column, carried on by its course, stopped by this rampart of iron and fire, not being able or willing to turn back, marched along in its ignorance, in front of the Regnier square, the fire of which threw it back upon the Desaix division. This latter then, finding itself taken between these two waterspouts of men and horses, which were whirling around it, presented to them the points of the bayonets of its first rank, while two others were emitting flames, and opening their angles to let pass cannon balls impatient to mix in this sanguinary fete.


  There was a moment when the two divisions found themselves completely surrounded, and when all means were put in operation to open these impassable and deadly squares. The Mamelukes charging to within ten paces, received the double fire of musketry and artillery; then turning their horses around, frightened at the sight of the bayonets, they forced them to advance backwards and, making them rear, they fell down together, whilst the horsemen, dismounted, were dragging themselves on their knees, crawling like serpents, and cutting the hamstrings of our soldiers. It was thus during the three-quarters of an hour that this dreadful conflict lasted. Our soldiers in this kind of warfare no longer saw men; they believed it to be an action with phantoms, spectres and demons. Finally, infuriated Mamelukes, cries of men, neighing of horses, flames and smoke, all vanished as if by a whirlwind: there remained between the two divisions only a bloody battlefield, covered with arms and standards, strewn with the dead and dying, complaining, and rising like the swell of the sea not yet entirely calmed.


  At this moment all the squares, with a step as regular as that of a parade, advanced, closing Embabeh in their circle of fire. Suddenly the line of the Bey blazed forth in its turn: thirty-seven pieces of artillery were shooting upon the plain their network of bronze. The flotilla leaped upon the Nile, shattered by the recoil of the bombards, and Mourad, at the head of three thousand horsemen, darted in his turn to see if he could not break these infernal squares. Then the column which had commenced the attack and which had had time to reorganize itself, recognized him, and returned also against his first and mortal enemies.


  It must have been a marvellous thing for the eye of the eagle hovering over the battle-field, to see these six thousand horsemen, the first in the world, mounted upon horses whose feet left no traces upon the sand, turning about like a pack of hounds around those immovable and inflammable squares, binding them in their folds, enveloping them in their rings, seeking to throttle them when they
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