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THE ADVENTURES OF GERARD

BY
A. CONAN DOYLE

"Il etait brave mais avec cette graine de foilie dans sa
bravoure que | es Francais ainent."
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PREFACE

| hope that some readers may possibly be interested in these
little tales of the Napoleonic soldiers to the extent of
following themup to the springs fromwhich they flow. The age
was rich in mlitary material, sone of it the nbst human and the
nost picturesque that | have ever read. Setting aside historica
wor ks or the biographies of the |leaders there is a nmass of

evi dence written by the actual fighting nmen thensel ves, which
describes their feelings and their experiences, stated always
fromthe point of view of the particular branch of the service to
whi ch they bel onged. The Cavalry were particularly happy in
their witers of nmenmoirs. Thus De Rocca in his "Mempires sur |a
guerre des Francais en Espagne" has given the narrative of a
Hussar, while De Naylies in his "Menpbires sur |la guerre

d' Espagne" gives the sanme canpaigns fromthe point of view of the
Dragoon. Then we have the "Souvenirs MIlitaires du Col onel de
Gonneville," which treats a series of wars, including that of
Spai n, as seen fromunder the steel-brimmed hair-crested hel net

of a Cuirassier. Pre-enmnent anong all these works, and anong
all mlitary menoirs, are the fanmous remn niscences of Marbot,

whi ch can be obtained in an English form Marbot was a Chasseur
so again we obtain the Cavalry point of view. Anpbng other books
whi ch hel p one to an understandi ng of the Napol eonic soldier |
woul d specially recormmend "Les Cahiers du Capitaine Coignet,"
which treat the wars fromthe point of view of the private of the
Guards, and "Les Mempires du Sergeant Bourgoyne," who was a

non- comm ssi oned officer in the sane corps. The Journal of
Sergeant Fricasse and the Recollections of de Fezenac and of de
Segur conplete the materials fromwhich I have worked in ny
endeavour to give a true historical and nmilitary atnosphere to an
i magi nary figure

ARTHUR CONAN DOYLE.

Mar ch, 1903.
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. How Brigadier Gerard Lost Hi s Ear

It was the old Brigadier who was talking in the cafe.

| have seen a great many cities, ny friends. | would not dare to
tell you how many | have entered as a conqueror with eight
hundred of my little fighting devils clanking and jingling behind
me. The cavalry were in front of the Grande Arnee, and the
Hussars of Conflans were in front of the cavalry, and | was in
front of the Hussars. But of all the cities which we visited

Venice is the nost ill-built and ridiculous. | cannot inagine
how t he people who laid it out thought that the cavalry could
manoeuvre. |t would puzzle Mirat or Lassalle to bring a squadron

into that square of theirs. For this reason we |eft Kellermann's
heavy brigade and al so ny own Hussars at Padua on the mainl and.
But Suchet with the infantry held the town, and he had chosen ne
as his aide- de-canp for that winter, because he was pl eased
about the affair of the Italian fencing-master at Mlan. The
fellow was a good swordsman, and it was fortunate for the credit
of French arms that it was | who was opposed to him Besides, he
deserved a |l esson, for if one does not like a prim donna's
singing one can always be silent, but it is intolerable that a
public affront should be put upon a pretty worman. So the
synpathy was all with ne, and after the affair had bl own over and
the man's wi dow had been pensi oned Suchet chose nme as his own
gal l oper, and | followed himto Venice, where | had the strange
adventure which | am about to tell you.

You have not been to Venice? No, for it is seldomthat the
French travel. W were great travellers in those days. From
Moscow to Cairo we had travell ed everywhere, but we went in

| arger parties than were convenient to those whom we visited, and
we carried our passports in our linmbers. It will be a bad day
for Europe when the French start travelling again, for they are
slow to | eave their honmes, but when they have done so no one can
say how far they will go if they have a guide like our little man
to point out the way. But the great days are gone and the great
men are dead, and here am |, the last of them drinking w ne of
Suresnes and telling old tales in a cafe.

But it is of Venice that I would speak. The folk there live |ike
wat er-rats upon a mud-bank, but the houses are very fine, and the
churches, especially that of St. Mark, are as great as any | have
seen. But above all they are proud of their statues and their

pi ctures, which are the nost fampus in Europe. There are many
sol diers who think that because one's trade is to make war one
shoul d never have a thought above fighting and plunder. There
was ol d Bouvet, for exanple--the one who was killed by the

Prussi ans on the day that | won the Enperor's nedal; if you took
hi maway from the canp and the canteen, and spoke to him of books
or of art, he would sit and stare at you. But the highest
soldier is a man |like nyself who can understand the things of the
mnd and the soul. It is true that | was very young when

joined the arny, and that the quarter- master was ny only



teacher, but if you go about the world with your eyes open you
cannot help learning a great deal

Thus | was able to admre the pictures in Venice, and to know the
names of the great nen, Mchael Titiens, and Angelus, and the

ot hers, who had painted them No one can say that Napol eon did
not admre them also, for the very first thing which he did when
he captured the town was to send the best of themto Paris. W
all took what we could get, and | had two pictures for my share.

One of them called "Nynphs Surprised,” | kept for nyself, and
the other, "Saint Barbara," | sent as a present for mnmy nother.

It nmust be confessed, however, that some of our nen behaved very
badly in this matter of the statues and the pictures. The people
at Venice were very nuch attached to them and as to the four
bronze horses which stood over the gate of their great church
they I oved themas dearly as if they had been their children. |
have al ways been a judge of a horse, and | had a good | ook at

t hese ones, but | could not see that there was nmuch to be said
for them They were too coarse-linmbed for |ight cavalry charges
and they had not the weight for the gun-teans.

However, they were the only four horses, alive or dead, in the
whole town, so it was not to be expected that the people would
know any better. They wept bitterly when they were sent away,
and ten French soldiers were found floating in the canals that
night. As a punishment for these nurders a great nmany nore of
their pictures were sent away, and the soldiers took to breaking
the statues and firing their nuskets at the stained-glass

wi ndows.

This made the people furious, and there was very bad feeling in
the town. Many officers and nen di sappeared during that w nter,
and even their bodies were never found.

For myself | had plenty to do, and | never found the tine heavy

on ny hands. In every country it has been ny customto try to
learn the | anguage. For this reason | always |ook round for sone
| ady who will be kind enough to teach it to nme, and then we

practise it together. This is the nobst interesting way of
picking it up, and before | was thirty | could speak nearly every
tongue in Europe; but it nust be confessed that what you learn is
not of nmuch use for the ordinary purposes of life. M business,
for exanple, has usually been with soldiers and peasants, and
what advantage is it to be able to say to themthat | [ove only
them and that | will come back when the wars are over?

Never have | had so sweet a teacher as in Venice. Lucia was her
first nanme, and her second--but a gentleman forgets second nanes.
| can say this with all discretion, that she was of one of the
senatorial famlies of Venice and that her grandfather had been
Doge of the town.

She was of an exqui site beauty--and when |, Etienne Gerard, use
such a word as "exquisite,"” my friends, it has a neaning. | have
judgment, | have nenories, | have the neans of conparison. O



all the wonen who have loved me there are not twenty to whom
could apply such a termas that. But | say again that Lucia was
exqui site.

Of the dark type | do not recall her equal unless it were Dol ores
of Toledo. There was a little brunette whom | |oved at Santarem
when | was sol di eri ng under Massena in Portugal --her name has
escaped nme. She was of a perfect beauty, but she had not the
figure nor the grace of Lucia. There was Agnes also. | could
not put one before the other, but | do none an injustice when |
say that Lucia was the equal of the best.

It was over this matter of pictures that | had first nmet her, for
her father owned a palace on the farther side of the Rialto

Bri dge upon the Grand Canal, and it was so packed with

wal | - pai ntings that Suchet sent a party of sappers to cut sonme of
t hem out and send themto Paris.

| had gone down with them and after | had seen Lucia in tears it
appeared to nme that the plaster would crack if it were taken from
t he support of the wall. | said so, and the sappers were
withdrawn. After that | was the friend of the famly, and many a
flask of Chianti have | cracked with the father and many a sweet

| esson have | had fromthe daughter. Sone of our French officers
married in Venice that winter, and | m ght have done the sane,

for | loved her with all my heart; but Etienne Gerard has his
sword, his horse, his reginment, his nother, his Enperor, and his
career. A debonair Hussar has roomin his life for |ove, but
none for a wife. So | thought then, my friends, but | did not
see the lonely days when | should long to clasp those vani shed
hands, and turn ny head away when | saw old conrades with their
tall children standing round their chairs. This Iove which I had
t hought was a joke and a plaything--it is only now that
understand that it is the noul der of one's life, the nost sol em
and sacred of all things-- Thank you, ny friend, thank you! It
is a good wine, and a second bottle cannot hurt.

And now I will tell you how ny |ove for Lucia was the cause of
one of the nost terrible of all the wonderful adventures which
have ever befallen ne, and how it was that | canme to |lose the top
of ny right ear. You have often asked ne why it was ni ssing.
To-night for the first time I will tell you.

Suchet's head-quarters at that tinme was the old pal ace of the
Doge Dandol o, which stands on the | agoon not far fromthe place
of San Marco. It was near the end of the winter, and | had
returned one night fromthe Theatre Goldini, when I found a note
from Lucia and a gondola waiting. She prayed nme to cone to her
at once as she was in trouble. To a Frenchman and a sol dier
there was but one answer to such a note. In an instant | was in
the boat and the gondolier was pushing out into the dark |agoon

| renmenber that as | took ny seat in the boat | was struck by the
man's great size. He was not tall, but he was one of the
broadest nen that | have ever seen in ny life. But the
gondoliers of Venice are a strong breed, and powerful nmen are
common enough among them  The fell ow took his place behind ne



and began to row.

A good soldier in an eneny's country should everywhere and at al
tinmes be on the alert. It has been one of the rules of ny life,
and if | have lived to wear grey hairs it is because | have
observed it. And yet upon that night | was as careless as a
foolish young recruit who fears | est he should be thought to be
afraid. M pistols | had |eft behind in ny hurry. M sword was
at ny belt, but it is not always the npst conveni ent of weapons.

I lay back in nmy seat in the gondola, lulled by the gentle sw sh
of the water and the steady creaking of the oar. OQur way |ay

t hrough a network of narrow canals w th high houses towering on
either side and a thin slit of star-spangled sky above us. Here
and there, on the bridges which spanned the canal, there was the
dimglinmer of an oil |anp, and sonetinmes there cane a gl eam from
some ni che where a candl e burned before the image of a saint.

But save for this it was all black, and one could only see the
wat er by the white fringe which curled round the |Iong black nose
of our boat. It was a place and a time for dreaming. | thought
of my own past life, of all the great deeds in which | had been
concerned, of the horses that |I had handl ed, and of the wonen
that | had | oved. Then | thought also of ny dear nother, and
fanci ed her joy when she heard the folk in the village talking
about the fame of her son. O the Enperor also | thought, and of
France, the dear fatherland, the sunny France, nother of

beauti ful daughters and of gallant sons. M heart glowed within
me as | thought of how we had brought her col ours so many hundred
| eagues beyond her borders. To her greatness | would dedicate ny
life. | placed nmy hand upon nmy heart as | swore it, and at that
instant the gondolier fell upon me from behind.

When | say that he fell upon ne | do not mean nerely that he
attacked ne, but that he really did tunble upon ne with all his
wei ght. The fell ow stands behind you and above you as he rows,
so that you can neither see himnor can you in any way guard
agai nst such an assault.

One nonment | had sat with nmy mind filled with subline

resol utions, the next | was flattened out upon the bottom of the

boat, the breath dashed out of ny body, and this nonster pinning

me down. | felt the fierce pants of his hot breath upon the back
of ny neck. 1In an instant he had torn away ny sword, had slipped
a sack over nmy head, and had tied a rope firmy round the outside
of it.

There | was at the bottom of the gondola as hel pless as a trussed
fow. | could not shout, | could not nove; | was a nmere bundl e.

An instant later | heard once nore the swi shing of the water and

the creaking of the oar

This fellow had done his work and had resumed his journey as
qui etly and unconcernedly as if he were accustoned to clap a sack
over a colonel of Hussars every day of the week

| cannot tell you the huniliation and also the fury which filled
my mnd as | lay there Iike a hel pl ess sheep being carried to the
butcher's. |, Etienne Gerard, the chanpion of the six brigades



of light cavalry and the first swordsman of the Grand Arny, to be

overpowered by a single unarned man in such a fashion! Yet | |ay
quiet, for there is a tinme to resist and there is a tine to save
one's strength. | had felt the fellow s grip upon ny arns, and
knew that | would be a child in his hands. | waited quietly,

therefore, with a heart which burned with rage, until ny
opportunity should cone.

How long | lay there at the bottom of the boat | can not tell

but it seemed to ne to be a long tinme, and always there were the
hiss of the waters and the steady creaking of the oar. Severa
times we turned corners, for | heard the long, sad cry which

t hese gondoliers give when they wish to warn their fellows that
they are comng. At last, after a considerable journey, | felt
the side of the boat scrape up agai nst a | andi ng-place. The
fell ow knocked three times with his oar upon wood, and in answer
to his summons | heard the rasping of bars and the turning of
keys. A great door creaked back upon its hinges.

"Have you got hinP" asked a voice, in Italian
My nonster gave a | augh and ki cked the sack in which I |ay.

"Here he is," said he

"They are waiting." He added sonething which | could not
under st and.

"Take him then," said my captor. He raised ne in his arns,
ascended sone steps, and | was thrown down upon a hard floor. A
nmonment | ater the bars creaked and the key whi ned once nore. |
was a prisoner inside a house.

From the voices and the steps there seenmed now to be severa
people round ne. | understand ltalian a great deal better than
speak it, and | could nmake out very well what they were saying.
"You have not killed him Matteo?"

"VWhat matter if | have?"

"My faith, you will have to answer for it to the tribunal."
"They will kill him wll they not?"

"Yes, but it is not for you or me to take it out of their hands."

"Tut! 1 have not killed him Dead nmen do not bite, and his
cursed teeth net in ny thunb as | pulled the sack over his head."

"He lies very quiet."
"Tunble himout and you will find that he is lively enough."

The cord whi ch bound ne was undone and the sack drawn from over
my head. Wth ny eyes closed | |lay notionless upon the floor



"By the saints, Matteo, | tell you that you have broken his
neck. "

"Not I. He has only fainted. The better for himif he never
cane out of it again."

| felt a hand within ny tunic.

“"Matteo is right," said a voice. "Hi s heart beats |ike a hamrer.
Let himlie and he will soon find his senses.”

| waited for a mnute or so and then | ventured to take a
stealthy peep from between ny |lashes. At first | could see
nothing, for I had been so long in darkness and it was but a dim
light in which | found nyself. Soon, however, | nmade out that a
hi gh and vaulted ceiling covered with painted gods and goddesses
was arching over ny head. This was no nean den of cut-throats
into which | had been carried, but it nmust be the hall of sone
Veneti an pal ace. Then, wi thout novenent, very slowy and
stealthily I had a peep at the nen who surrounded ne. There was
t he gondolier, a swart, hard-faced, nurderous ruffian, and beside
himwere three other nen, one of thema little, twisted fell ow
with an air of authority and several keys in his hand, the other
two tall young servants in a smart livery. As | listened to
their talk | saw that the small nman was the steward of the house,
and that the others were under his orders.

There were four of them then, but the little steward m ght be
left out of the reckoning. Had |I a weapon | should have sniled

at such odds as those. But, hand to hand, | was no match for the
one even without three others to aid him Cunning, then, not
force, must be ny aid. | wi shed to |l ook round for some node of

escape, and in doing so | gave an al nbst inperceptible novenent
of ny head. Slight as it was it did not escape ny guardi ans.

"Cone, wake up, wake up!" cried the steward.

"Get on your feet, little Frenchman," growl ed the gondolier
"Get up, | say," and for the second time he spurned nme with his
f oot .

Never in the world was a command obeyed so pronptly as that one.
In an instant | had bounded to ny feet and rushed as hard as |
could to the back of the hall. They were after me as | have seen
the English hounds follow a fox, but there was a | ong passage
down which | tore.

It turned to the Ieft and again to the left, and then | found
mysel f back in the hall once nore. They were alnpbst within touch
of me and there was no tine for thought. | turned toward the
staircase, but two men were coming down it. | dodged back and
tried the door through which | had been brought, but it was
fastened with great bars and | could not | oosen them The
gondolier was on me with his knife, but I met himwith a kick on
t he body which stretched himon his back. His dagger flewwith a
clatter across the marble floor. | had no tinme to seize it, for
there were half a dozen of them now clutching at me. As | rushed



through themthe little steward thrust his | eg before ne and

fell with a crash, but | was up in an instant, and breaking from
their grasp | burst through the very mddle of them and nade for
a door at the other end of the hall. | reached it well in front
of them and | gave a shout of triunph as the handle turned
freely in ny hand, for | could see that it led to the outside and
that all was clear for nmy escape. But | had forgotten this
strange city in which | was. Every house is an island. As |
flung open the door, ready to bound out into the street, the
[ight of the hall shone upon the deep, still, black water which
lay flush with the topnost step

I shrank back, and in an instant ny pursuers were on ne.

But | am not taken so easily. Again | kicked and fought ny way

t hrough them though one of themtore a handful of hair fromny
head in his effort to hold me. The little steward struck me with
a key and | was battered and bruised, but once nore | cleared a
way in front of nme.

Up the grand staircase | rushed, burst open the pair of huge
fol ding doors which faced ne, and |learned at last that nmy efforts
were in vain.

The roominto which | had broken was brilliantly lighted. Wth
its gold cornices, its massive pillars, and its painted walls and
ceilings it was evidently the grand hall of sonme fanpus Venetian
pal ace. There are many hundred such in this strange city, any
one of which has roons which woul d grace the Louvre or

Versailles. In the centre of this great hall there was a raised
dais, and upon it in a half circle there sat twelve nen all clad
in black gowns, like those of a Franciscan nonk, and each with a

mask over the upper part of his face.

A group of arnmed nen--rough-1ooking rascal s--were standi ng round
the door, and amid them facing the dais was a young fellow in the
uni formof the light infantry. As he turned his head
recognised him It was Captain Auret, of the 7th, a young Basque
with whom | had drunk many a glass during the wi nter.

He was deadly white, poor wetch, but he held hinself manfully
am d the assassins who surrounded him Never shall | forget the
sudden flash of hope which shone in his dark eyes when he saw a
conrade burst into the room or the | ook of despair which

foll owed as he understood that | had cone not to change his fate
but to share it.

You can think how amazed t hese people were when | hurled nyself
into their presence. M pursuers had crowded in behind nme and
choked the doorway, so that all further flight was out of the
guestion. It is at such instants that ny nature asserts itself.
Wth dignity | advanced toward the tribunal. M jacket was torn,
nmy hair was dishevelled, my head was bl eedi ng, but there was that
in my eyes and in ny carriage which nade themrealise that no
conmon man was before them Not a hand was raised to arrest ne
until 1 halted in front of a form dable old nan, whose | ong grey
beard and masterful manner told ne that both by years and by



character he was the man in authority.

"Sir," said I, "you will, perhaps, tell nme why | have been
forcibly arrested and brought to this place. | am an honourabl e
soldier, as is this other gentleman here, and | demand that you
will instantly set us both at liberty."

There was an appalling silence to nmy appeal. It was not pleasant

to have twel ve masked faces turned upon you and to see twelve
pairs of vindictive Italian eyes fixed with fierce intentness
upon your face. But | stood as a debonair soldier should, and
could not but reflect how nmuch credit | was bringing upon the

Hussars of Conflans by the dignity of nmy bearing. | do not think
that anyone could have carried hinself better under such
difficult circunstances. | looked with a fearless face from one

assassin to another, and | waited for sonme reply.
It was the grey-beard who at | ast broke the silence.
"Who is this man?" he asked.

"Hs name is Gerard," said the little steward at the door

"Col onel Gerard," said|l. "I will not deceive you. | amEtienne
Gerard, THE Col onel Gerard, five times nentioned in despatches
and recommended for the sword of honour. | am aide-de-canp to

General Suchet, and | demand ny instant rel ease, together with
that of ny conrade in arnms."”

The sane terrible silence fell upon the assenbly, and the sane
twel ve pairs of mercil ess eyes were bent upon my face. Again it
was the grey-beard who spoke.

"He is out of his order. There are two names upon our |ist
before him™"

"He escaped from our hands and burst into the room"
"Let himawait his turn. Take himdown to the wooden cell."
"If he resist us, your Excellency?"

"Bury your knives in his body. The tribunal will uphold you.
Renmove himuntil we have dealt with the others.”

They advanced upon nme, and for an instant | thought of

resi stance. It would have been a heroic death, but who was there
to see it or to chronicle it? | mght be only postponing ny
fate, and yet | had been in so many bad pl aces and cone out

unhurt that | had | earned always to hope and to trust ny star.

al l owed these rascals to seize me, and | was led fromthe room
the gondolier walking at my side with a long naked knife in his
hand. | could see in his brutal eyes the satisfaction which it
woul d give himif he could find some excuse for plunging it into

ny body.

They are wonderful places, these great Venetian houses, pal aces,



and fortresses, and prisons all in one. | was led along a
passage and down a bare stone stair until we canme to a short
corridor fromwhich three doors opened. Through one of these
was thrust and the spring | ock closed behind ne. The only Iight
cane dimy through a small grating which opened on the passage.

Peering and feeling, | carefully exam ned the chanmber in which
had been placed. | understood fromwhat | had heard that |
shoul d soon have to leave it again in order to appear before this
tribunal, but still it is not ny nature to throw away any

possi bl e chances.

The stone floor of the cell was so danp and the walls for sone
feet high were so slinmy and foul that it was evident they were
beneath the | evel of the water. A single slanting hole high up
near the ceiling was the only aperture for light or air. Through
it | saw one bright star shining dowm upon nme, and the sight
filled me with confort and with hope. | have never been a man of
religion, though |I have always had a respect for those who were,
but | renenber that night that the star shining down the shaft
seemed to be an all-seeing eye which was upon ne, and | felt as a
young and frightened recruit mght feel in battle when he saw t he
cal m gaze of his colonel turned upon him

Three of the sides of ny prison were fornmed of stone, but the
fourth was of wood, and | could see that it had only recently
been erected. Evidently a partition had been thrown up to divide
a single large cell into two smaller ones. There was no hope for
me in the old walls, in the tiny window, or in the nmassive door

It was only in this one direction of the wooden screen that there
was any possibility of exploring. M reason told me that if |
shoul d pierce it--which did not seemvery difficult--it would
only be to find nyself in another cell as strong as that in which
I then was. Yet | had always rather be doing sonething than
doi ng nothing, so | bent all ny attention and all my energies

upon the wooden wall. Two planks were badly joined, and so | oose
that 1| was certain | could easily detach them | searched about
for sone tool, and I found one in the leg of a small bed which
stood in the corner. | forced the end of this into the chink of

the planks, and | was about to twi st them outward when the sound
of rapid footsteps caused ne to pause and to |isten

I wish | could forget what | heard. Many a hundred nen have |
seen die in battle, and | have slain nore nyself than | care to
think of, but all that was fair fight and the duty of a soldier
It was a very different matter to listen to a nurder in this den
of assassins. They were pushing soneone al ong the passage,
someone who resisted and who clung to ny door as he passed. They

must have taken himinto the third cell, the one which was
farthest fromne. "Help! Help!" cried a voice, and then |I heard
a blow and a scream "Help! Help!" cried the voice again, and
then "Gerard! Colonel Cerard!"™ It was nmy poor captain of

i nfantry whom t hey were sl aughtering.

"Murderers! Murderers!” | yelled, and | kicked at my door, but
again | heard himshout and then everything was silent. A minute
|ater there was a heavy splash, and |I knew that no human eye



woul d ever see Auret again. He had gone as a hundred others had
gone whose nanmes were mssing fromthe roll-calls of their
regi ments during that winter in Venice.

The steps returned al ong the passage, and | thought that they
were coming for me. Instead of that they opened the door of the
cell next to mne and they took soneone out of it. | heard the
steps die away up the stair.

At once | renewed nmy work upon the planks, and within a very few
m nutes | had | oosened themin such a way that | could renove and
repl ace them at pleasure. Passing through the aperture | found
myself in the farther cell, which, as | expected, was the other
hal f of the one in which | had been confined. | was not any
nearer to escape than | had been before, for there was no ot her
wooden wal |l which | could penetrate and the spring |lock of the
door had been closed. There were no traces to show who was ny
conpanion in msfortune. Closing the two | oose planks behind ne
| returned to ny own cell and waited there with all the courage
which I could command for the summns which woul d probably be ny
death knel I .

It was a long time in coming, but at last | heard the sound of
feet once nore in the passage, and | nerved nyself to listen to
some ot her odi ous deed and to hear the cries of the poor victim
Not hi ng of the kind occurred, however, and the prisoner was
placed in the cell without violence. | had no time to peep

t hrough nmy hol e of comunication, for next noment nmy own door was
flung open and my rascally gondolier, with the other assassins,
cane into the cell

"Come, Frenchman," said he. He held his blood- stained knife in
his great, hairy hand, and | read in his fierce eyes that he only
| ooked for sone excuse in order to plunge it into my heart.

Resi stance was useless. | followed without a word. | was |led up
the stone stair and back into that gorgeous chanber in which

had | eft the secret tribunal. | was ushered in, but to ny
surprise it was not on nme that their attention was fixed. One of
their own nunber, a tall, dark young man, was standi ng before
them and was pleading with themin | ow, earnest tones. His voice
qui vered with anxiety and his hands darted in and out or writhed
together in an agony of entreaty. "You cannot do it! You cannot
do it!" he cried.

“I inplore the tribunal to reconsider this decision."

"Stand aside, brother,"” said the old man who presided.
"The case is decided and another is up for judgnent."
"For Heaven's sake be nerciful!" cried the young nman.

"We have al ready been nerciful," the other answered.

"Death woul d have been a small penalty for such an offence. Be
silent and let judgnment take its course."”



| saw the young man throw hinself in an agony of grief into his
chair. | had no time, however, to speculate as to what it was
whi ch was troubling him for his eleven coll eagues had al ready
fixed their stern eyes upon ne.

The monment of fate had arrived.
"You are Colonel Gerard?" said the terrible old nan.
"1 am "

"Ai de-de-canp to the robber who calls hinmself General Suchet, who
in turn represents that arch-robber Buonaparte?”

It was on ny lips to tell himthat he was a liar, but there is a
time to argue and a tinme to be silent.

"1 am an honourabl e soldier,'
and done ny duty."

said I. "I have obeyed ny orders

The bl ood flushed into the old man's face and his eyes bl azed
t hrough hi s mask.

"You are thieves and murderers, every man of you," he cried.
"What are you doi ng here? You are Frenchnen.

Why are you not in France? Did we invite you to Venice? By what
right are you here? Where are our pictures? Were are the
horses of St. Mark? Who are you that you should pilfer those
treasures which our fathers through so nmany centuries have
collected? W were a great city when France was a desert. Your
drunken, brawling, ignorant soldiers have undone the work of
saints and heroes. Wat have you to say to it?"

He was, indeed, a fornidable old man, for his white beard
bristled with fury and he barked out the little sentences like a
savage hound. For ny part | could have told himthat his

pi ctures would be safe in Paris, that his horses were really not
worth making a fuss about, and that he could see heroes--I say
not hi ng of saints--w thout going back to his ancestors or even
novi ng out of his chair. Al this | could have pointed out, but
one mght as well argue with a Manel uke about religion. |
shrugged my shoul ders and sai d not hi ng.

"The prisoner has no defence," said one of ny masked j udges.

"Has any one any observation to nake before judgment is passed?"
The old man gl ared round himat the others.

"There is one matter, your Excellency," said another

"It can scarce be referred to without reopening a brother's
wounds, but | would remind you that there is a very particul ar
reason why an exenplary puni shnment should be inflicted in the
case of this officer."

"I had not forgotten it," the old man answered.



"Brother, if the tribunal has injured you in one direction, it
will give you anple satisfaction in another.”

The young man who had been pl eading when | entered the room
staggered to his feet.

"I cannot endure it," he cried. "Your Excellency nust forgive
me. The tribunal can act without ne. | amill.

| ammad." He flung his hands out with a furious gesture and
rushed fromthe room

"Let himgo! Let himgo!" said the president. "It is, indeed,

more than can be asked of flesh and bl ood that he should remain
under this roof. But he is a true Venetian, and when the first
agony is over he will understand that it could not be otherw se."

I had been forgotten during this episode, and though | amnot a
man who i s accustonmed to being overl ooked | should have been al
t he happi er had they continued to neglect nme. But now the old

president glared at nme again like a tiger who cones back to his
victim

"You shall pay for it all, and it is but justice that you

shoul d," he said. "You, an upstart adventurer and foreigner
have dared to raise your eyes in love to the grand daughter of a
Doge of Venice who was already betrothed to the heir of the
Loredans. He who enjoys such privileges nust pay a price for
them ™

"It cannot be higher than they are worth," said I

"You will tell us that when you have made a part paynent," said
he. "Perhaps your spirit may not be so proud by that tine.
Matteo, you will lead this prisoner to the wooden cell. To-night

is Monday. Let him have no food or water, and let himbe |ed
before the tribunal again on Wednesday night. W shall then
deci de upon the death which he is to die.”

It was not a pleasant prospect, and yet it was a reprieve. One
is thankful for snmall nmercies when a hairy savage with a

bl ood- stai ned knife is standing at one's el bow. He dragged ne
fromthe roomand | was thrust down the stairs and back into ny
cell. The door was |locked and | was left to ny reflections.

My first thought was to establish connection with my neighbour in
msfortune. | waited until the steps had died away, and then I
cautiously drew aside the two boards and peeped through. The
light was very dim so dimthat | could only just discern a
figure huddled in the corner, and | could hear the | ow whisper of
a voice which prayed as one prays who is in deadly fear. The
boards nust have nade a creaking. There was a sharp exclamation
of surprise.

"Courage, friend, courage!"™ |I cried. "Al is not |ost.



Keep a stout heart, for Etienne Gerard is by your side."
"Etienne!™ It was a woman's voi ce whi ch spoke--a voice which was
al ways nmusic to nmy ears. | sprang through the gap and I flung ny
arns round her.

"Lucia! Lucial" | cried.

It was "Etienne!" and "Lucia!" for sonme m nutes, for one does not
make speeches at nonents like that. It was she who came to her
senses first.

"Oh, Etienne, they will kill you. How cane you into their
hands?"

“I'n answer to your letter."

"I wote no letter."

"The cunni ng denons! But you?"

"l canme also in answer to your letter.”
“Lucia, | wote no letter."

"They have trapped us both with the same bait."

"I care nothing about nyself, Lucia. Besides, there is no
pressing danger with ne. They have sinply returned me to ny
cell."

"Ch, Etienne, Etienne, they will kill you. Lorenzo is there."
"The old greybeard?"

"No, no, a young dark man. He loved ne, and |I thought | |oved
himuntil--until | learned what love is, Etienne. He will never

forgive you. He has a heart of stone."

"Let them do what they |like. They cannot rob ne of the past,
Lucia. But you--what about you?"

"It will be nothing, Etienne. Only a pang for an instant and
then all over. They nean it as a badge of infany, dear, but |
will carry it like a crown of honour since it was through you

that | gained it."

Her words froze ny blood with horror. All ny adventures were

i nsignificant conpared to this terrible shadow whi ch was creeping
over ny soul.

"Lucia! Lucial"™ | cried. "For pity's sake tell ne what these
but chers are about to do. Tell ne, Lucia!l

Tell me!"

"I will not tell you, Etienne, for it would hurt you far nore



than it would ne. Well, well, I will tell you lest you should
fear it was sonething worse. The president has ordered that mny
ear be cut off, that I may be marked for ever as having |oved a
Frenchman. "

Her ear! The dear little ear which | had kissed so often. | put
nmy hand to each little velvet shell to make certain that this
sacril ege had not yet been commtted.

Only over ny dead body should they reach them | swore it to her
bet ween my cl enched teeth.

"You nmust not care, Etienne. And yet | love that you should care
all the sane."

"They shall not hurt you--the fiends!"

"I have hopes, Etienne. Lorenzo is there. He was silent while
was judged, but he may have pleaded for nme after I was gone."

"He did. | heard him"
"Then he nmay have softened their hearts."

| knew that it was not so, but how could | bring nmyself to tel
her? | might as well have done so, for with the quick instinct
of woman ny silence was speech to her.

"They would not listen to him You need not fear to tell ne,
dear, for you will find that | amworthy to be | oved by such a
soldier. \Were is Lorenzo now?"

"He left the hall."
"Then he may have | eft the house as well."
"I believe that he did."

"He has abandoned nme to nmy fate. Etienne, Etienne, they are
com ng!"

Afar off | heard those fateful steps and the jingle of distant
keys. What were they coming for now, since there were no other
prisoners to drag to judgment? It could only be to carry out the
sent ence upon ny darling.

| stood between her and the door, with the strength of a lion in
ny linbs. | would tear the house down before they should touch
her.

"Go back! Go back!" she cried. "They will murder you, Etienne
My life, at least, is safe. For the |Iove you bear nme, Etienne,
go back. It is nothing. | wll make no sound. You will not
hear that it is done."

She westled with ne, this delicate creature, and by main force



she dragged nme to the opening between the cells. But a sudden
t hought had crossed my m nd.

"We may yet be saved,"” | whispered. "Do what | tell you at once
and without argunment. Go into ny cell.

Qui ck!™"

| pushed her through the gap and hel ped her to replace the

pl anks. | had retained her cloak in nmy hands, and with this
wrapped round me | crept into the darkest corner of her cell
There | |lay when the door was opened and several men cane in.

had reckoned that they would bring no lantern, for they had none
with them before.

To their eyes | was only a dark blur in the corner

"Bring a light," said one of them

"No, no; curse it!" cried a rough voice, which I knew to be that
of the ruffian, Matteo. "It is not a job that | like, and the
more | saw it the less | should like it. | amsorry, signora,
but the order of the tribunal has to be obeyed."

My inpul se was to spring to ny feet and to rush through them all
and out by the open door. But how would that help Lucia?
Suppose that | got clear away, she would be in their hands unti

I could cone back with help, for single-handed | could not hope
to clear a way for her. Al this flashed through nmy mnd in an
instant, and | saw that the only course for ne was to lie still,
take what cane, and wait nmy chance. The fellow s coarse hand
felt about anobng ny curls--those curls in which only a wonan's
fingers had ever wandered. The next instant he gripped ny ear
and a pain shot through ne as if | had been touched with a hot
iron. | bit ny lip to stifle a cry, and | felt the blood run
war m down ny neck and back

"There, thank Heaven, that's over," said the fellow, giving ne a
friendly pat on the head. "You're a brave girl, signora, I'l

say that for you, and I only wi sh you'd have better taste than to
| ove a Frenchman. You can bl ane him and not me for what | have
done. "

What could | do save to lie still and grind ny teeth at ny own
hel pl essness? At the same tinme ny pain and ny rage were al ways
soothed by the reflection that | had suffered for the woman whom
I loved. It is the customof nmen to say to | adies that they
would willingly endure any pain for their sake, but it was ny
privilege to show that | had said no nore than | neant. |

t hought al so how nobly | would seemto have acted if ever the
story cane to be told, and how proud the regi nent of Conflans

m ght well be of their colonel. These thoughts hel ped ne to
suffer in silence while the blood still trickled over ny neck and
dri pped upon the stone floor. It was that sound which nearly |ed

to my destruction.



"She's bleeding fast," said one of the valets. "You had best
fetch a surgeon or you will find her dead in the norning."

"She lies very still and she has never opened her nouth," said
another. "The shock has killed her."

"Nonsense; a young woman does not die so easily." It was Matteo
who spoke. "Besides, | did but snip off enough to | eave the

tribunal's mark upon her. Rouse up, signora, rouse up!"

He shook ne by the shoulder, and ny heart stood still for fear he
shoul d feel the epaul et under the mantle.

"How is it with you now?" he asked.
| made no answer.

"Curse it, | wish | had to do with a man instead of a worman, and
the fairest woman in Venice," said the gondolier. "Here,
Ni chol as, | end ne your handkerchief and bring a light."

It was all over. The worst had happened. Nothing could save ne.
| still crouched in the corner, but | was tense in every nuscle,
like a wild cat about to spring.

If | had to die | was determ ned that my end should be worthy of
my life.

One of them had gone for a |lanp and Matteo was stoopi ng over ne
wi th a handkerchief. |In another instant my secret would be

di scovered. But he suddenly drew hinmself straight and stood
notionless. At the same instant there cane a confused nurnmnuring
sound through the little wi ndow far above ny head. It was the
rattl e of oars and the buzz of many voices. Then there was a
crash upon the door upstairs, and a terrible voice roared:

"Open! Open in the name of the Enperor!”

The Enperor! It was like the nention of sone saint which, by its
very sound, can frighten the denons.

Away they ran with cries of terror--Matteo, the valets, the
steward, all of the nurderous gang. Another shout and then the
crash of a hatchet and the splintering of planks. There were the
rattle of arms and the cries of French soldiers in the hall

Next instant feet came flying down the stair and a man burst
frantically into ny cell

"Lucial" he cried, "Lucial™ He stood in the dimlight, panting
and unable to find his words. Then he broke out again. "Have I
not shown you how | |ove you, Lucia? Wat nore could | do to
prove it? | have betrayed my country, | have broken ny vow, |

have ruined ny friends, and | have given ny life in order to save
you. "

It was young Lorenzo Loredan, the |over whom | had superseded.
My heart was heavy for himat the tine, but after all it is every
man for himself in love, and if one fails in the gane it is sone



consolation to | ose to one who can be a graceful and considerate
W nner .

I was about to point this out to him but at the first word
uttered he gave a shout of astoni shnment, and, rushing out, he
sei zed the |l anp which hung in the corridor and flashed it in ny
face.

"It is you, you villain!" he cried. "You French coxconmb. You
shall pay ne for the wong which you have done ne."

But the next instant he saw the pallor of ny face and the bl ood
whi ch was still pouring fromnmy head.

"What is this?" he asked. "How cone you to have |ost your ear?"

I shook off ny weakness, and pressing ny handkerchief to my wound
I rose fromny couch, the debonair col onel of Hussars.

"My injury, sir, is nothing. Wth your perm ssion we will not
allude to a matter so trifling and so personal ."

But Lucia had burst through fromher cell and was pouring out the
whol e story while she clasped Lorenzo's arm

"This noble gentl eman--he has taken ny place, Lorenzo! He has
borne it for ne. He has suffered that | m ght be saved."

| could synpathise with the struggle which I could see in the
Italian's face. At last he held out his hand to ne.

"Col onel Gerard," he said, "you are worthy of a great |ove.
forgive you, for if you have wonged ne you have nmade a noble
atonenent. But | wonder to see you alive. | left the tribuna
before you were judged, but | understood that no nmercy woul d be
shown to any Frenchman since the destruction of the ornanents of
Veni ce. "

"He did not destroy them" cried Lucia. "He has helped to
preserve those in our palace.”

"One of them at any rate," said |, as | stooped and ki ssed her
hand.

This was the way, ny friends, in which | lost nmy ear. Lorenzo

was found stabbed to the heart in the Piazza of St. Mark within
two days of the night of nmy adventure. O the tribunal and its
ruffians, Matteo and three others were shot, the rest bani shed
fromthe town.

Lucia, ny lovely Lucia, retired into a convent at Miurano after
the French had left the city, and there she still may be, sone
gentle | ady abbess who has perhaps |long forgotten the days when
our hearts throbbed together, and when the whole great world
seened so small a thing beside the |ove which burned in our
veins. O perhaps it may not be so. Perhaps she has not
forgotten.



There may still be times when the peace of the cloister is broken
by the nmenory of the old soldier who | oved her in those distant
days. Youth is past and passion is gone, but the soul of the
gentl eman can never change, and still Etienne Gerard would bow
his grey head before her and would very gladly |ose his other ear
if he mght do her a service.

I1. How the Brigadier Captured Saragossa

Have | ever told you, ny friends, the circunstances connected
with my joining the Hussars of Conflans at the tine of the siege
of Saragossa and the very renarkabl e exploit which | performed in
connection with the taking of that city? No? Then you have

i ndeed sonething still to learn. | wll tell it to you exactly
as it occurred. Save for two or three nmen and a score or two of
wonen, you are the first who have ever heard the story.

You nmust know, then, that it was in the Second Hussars--called

t he Hussars of Chanberan--that | had served as a |lieutenant and
as a junior captain. At the time | speak of I was only
twenty-five years of age, as reckless and desperate a man as any
in that great arny.

It chanced that the war had conme to a halt in Germany, while it
was still raging in Spain, so the Enperor, wi shing to reinforce

t he Spanish arny, transferred ne as senior captain to the Hussars
of Conflans, which were at that time in the Fifth Arnmy Corps
under Marshal Lannes.

It was a long journey fromBerlin to the Pyrenees.

My new regi nent forned part of the force which, under Marsha
Lannes, was then besieging the Spanish town of Saragossa. |
turned my horse's head in that direction, therefore, and behold
me a week or so later at the French headquarters, whence | was
directed to the canp of the Hussars of Confl ans.

You have read, no doubt, of this fanpus siege of Saragossa, and
will only say that no general could have had a harder task than
that with which Marshal Lannes was confronted. The i mense city
was crowded with a horde of Spaniards--soldiers, peasants,
priests --all filled with the nost furious hatred of the French
and the nost savage determnation to perish before they would
surrender. There were eighty thousand nen in the town and only
thirty thousand to besiege them Yet we had a powerfu

artillery, and our engineers were of the best. There was never
such a siege, for it is usual that when the fortifications are
taken the city falls, but here it was not until the
fortifications were taken that the real fighting began. Every
house was a fort and every street a battle-field, so that slowy,
day by day, we had to work our way inwards, blow ng up the houses
with their garrisons until nore than half the city had

di sappeared. Yet the other half was as deternined as ever and in
a better position for defence, since it consisted of enornous



convents and nmonasteries with walls Iike the Bastille, which
could not be so easily brushed out of our way. This was the
state of things at the tinme that | joined the arny.

I will confess to you that cavalry are not of nuch use in a

si ege, although there was a tinme when | would not have pernitted
anyone to have made such an observation. The Hussars of Confl ans
were encanped to the south of the town, and it was their duty to
throw out patrols and to make sure that no Spanish force was
advancing fromthat quarter. The colonel of the regi nent was not
a good soldier, and the reginent was at that tine very far from
being in the high condition which it afterwards attai ned. Even
in that one evening | saw several things which shocked ne, for
had a high standard, and it went to ny heart to see an ill-

arranged canp, an ill-grooned horse, or a slovenly trooper. That
ni ght | supped with twenty-six of ny new brother-officers, and
fear that in nmy zeal | showed themonly too plainly that | found

things very different to what | was accustoned in the arny of
Ger many.

There was silence in the ness after my remarks, and | felt that |
had been indiscreet when | saw the gl ances that were cast at ne.
The col onel especially was furious, and a great mjor naned
Qivier, who was the fire-eater of the regi nent, sat opposite to
me curling his huge black nmoustaches, and staring at ne as if he
woul d eat me. However, | did not resent his attitude, for | felt
that | had i ndeed been indiscreet, and that it would give a bad

i mpression if upon this my first evening | quarrelled with ny
superior officer.

So far | admit that | was wong, but now | cone to the sequel
Supper over, the colonel and sonme other officers left the room
for it was in a farmhouse that the nmess was held. There

remai ned a dozen or so, and a goat-skin of Spanish wi ne having
been brought in we all nmade nerry. Presently this Major Qivier
asked nme sonme questions concerning the arny of Germany and as to
the part which | had nyself played in the canpaign. Flushed with
the wine, I was drawn on fromstory to story. It was not
unnatural, my friends.

You will synpathise with ne. Up there | had been the nodel for
every officer of my years in the arnmy. | was the first

swor dsman, the nost dashing rider, the hero of a hundred
adventures. Here |I found nyself not only unknown, but even
disliked. Ws it not natural that |I should wish to tell these
brave conrades what sort of man it was that had cone anong thenf
Was it not natural that | should wish to say, "Rejoice, ny
friends, rejoice! It is no ordinary man who has joi ned you
to-night, but it is I, THE Gerard, the hero of Ratisbon, the
victor of Jena, the man who broke the square at Austerlitz"? |
could not say all this. But | could at least tell them sone

i ncidents which would enable themto say it for thenselves. |

did so. They listened unnmoved. | told themnore. At |ast,
after nmy tale of how | had guided the army across the Danube, one
uni versal shout of |aughter broke fromthemall. | sprang to ny

feet, flushed with shane and anger. They had drawn nme on. They
wer e maki ng game of me. They were convinced that they had to do



with a braggart and a liar. Was this my reception in the Hussars
of Confl ans?

| dashed the tears of nortification frommy eyes, and they
| aughed the nore at the sight.

"Do you know, Captain Pelletan, whether Marshal Lannes is stil
with the arny?" asked the nmjor.

"I believe that he is, sir," said the other
"Really, | should have thought that his presence was hardly
necessary now that Captain Gerard has arrived."

Again there was a roar of laughter. | can see the ring of faces,
t he nocki ng eyes, the open nouths-- Oivier with his great black
bristles, Pelletan thin and sneering, even the young
sub-1lieutenants convul sed with nerrinment. Heavens, the indignity
of it! But my rage had dried ny tears. | was nyself again

cold, quiet, self-contained, ice without and fire within.

"May | ask, sir,"
i s paraded?”

said | to the mgjor, "at what hour the regi nment

"I trust, Captain Gerard, that you do not nean to alter our
hours," said he, and again there was a burst of |aughter, which
died away as | | ooked slowmy round the circle.

"What hour is the assenbly?" | asked, sharply, of Captain
Pel | et an.

Sone nocki ng answer was on his tongue, but ny glance kept it

there. "The assenbly is at six," he answered.

"I thank you," said I. | then counted the conpany and found t hat
| had to do with fourteen officers, two of whom appeared to be
boys fresh fromSt. Cyr. | could not condescend to take any

notice of their indiscretion
There remai ned the major, four captains, and seven |ieutenants.

"Gentlenen," | continued, |ooking fromone to the other of them
"I should feel myself unworthy of this famous reginment if | did
not ask you for satisfaction for the rudeness with which you have
greeted nme, and | should hold you to be unworthy of it if on any
pretext you refused to grant it."

"You will have no difficulty upon that score,"” said the najor.
"l am prepared to waive nmy rank and to give you every
satisfaction in the nane of the Hussars of Conflans."

"I thank you," | answered. "I feel, however, that | have sone
cl ai m upon these other gentlenmen who | aughed at my expense."

"Whom woul d you fight, then?" asked Captain Pelletan

"All of you," | answered.



They | ooked in surprise fromone to the other. Then they drew
off to the other end of the room and | heard the buzz of their
whi spers. They were |aughing. Evidently they still thought that
they had to do with some enpty braggart. Then they returned.

"Your request is unusual," said Major Oivier, "but it will be
granted. How do you propose to conduct such a duel? The terns
lie with you."

"Sabres,” said l. "And | will take you in order of seniority,
begi nning with you, Major Aivier, at five o' clock. | wll thus
be able to devote five mnutes to each before the assenbly is
blown. | nust, however, beg you to have the courtesy to nane the
pl ace of neeting, since | amstill ignorant of the locality."

They were inpressed by nmy cold and practical manner
Already the smle had died away fromtheir |ips.

Oivier's face was no | onger nocking, but it was dark and stern
"There is a small open space behind the horse lines," said he.
"We have held a few affairs of honour there and it has done very
well. W shall be there, Captain Gerard, at the hour you nane."

I was in the act of bowing to thank them for their acceptance
when the door of the ness-room was flung open and the col one
hurried into the room with an agitated face.

"Gentlenen," said he, "I have been asked to call for a volunteer
from anong you for a service which involves the greatest possible
danger. | will not disguise fromyou that the matter is serious

in the | ast degree, and that Marshal Lannes has chosen a cavalry
of fi cer because he can be better spared than an officer of
infantry or of engineers. Married nmen are not eligible. O the
ot hers, who will vol unteer?”

| need not say that all the unmarried officers stepped to the
front. The colonel |ooked round in sone enbarrassnent.

| could see his dilemma. It was the best man who shoul d go, and
yet it was the best man whom he coul d | east spare.

"Sir," said |, "my | be pernmitted to make a suggestion?"”

He | ooked at ne with a hard eye. He had not forgotten ny
observations at supper. "Speak!" said he.

"I would point out, sir," said |, "that this nmissionis mne both
by right and by conveni ence."

"Why so, Captain Gerard?"
"By right because I amthe senior captain. By convenience

because | shall not be missed in the reginments since the nmen have
not yet |earned to know ne."



The col onel's features rel axed.

"There is certainly truth in what you say, Captain Cerard," said
he. "I think that you are indeed best fitted to go upon this
mssion. If you will come with nme | will give you your
instructions."

I wished nmy new conrades good-night as | left the room and
repeated that | should hold nyself at their disposal at five

o' cl ock next norning. They bowed in silence, and | thought that
I could see fromthe expression of their faces that they had

al ready begun to take a nore just view of ny character

| had expected that the colonel would at once informnme what it
was that | had been chosen to do, but instead of that he wal ked
on in silence, | follow ng behind him

We passed through the canp and nade our way across the trenches
and over the ruined heaps of stones which marked the old wall of
the town. Wthin, there was a | abyrinth of passages forned anpong
the debris of the houses which had been destroyed by the m nes of
the engi neers. Acres and acres were covered with splintered

wal I's and piles of brick which had once been a popul ous suburb
Lanes had been driven through it and |l anterns placed at the
corners with inscriptions to direct the wayfarer. The col one
hurried onward until at last, after a |ong wal k, we found our way
barred by a high grey wall which stretched right across our path.

Here behind a barricade |lay our advance guard. The colonel |ed
me into a roofl ess house, and there | found two general officers,
a map stretched over a drumin front of them they kneeling
beside it and exanmining it carefully by the Iight of a |antern.
The one with the cl ean-shaven face and the tw sted neck was

Mar shal Lannes, the other was CGeneral Razout, the head of the
engi neers.

"Captain Gerard has volunteered to go," said the col onel

Mar shal Lannes rose from his knees and shook ne by the hand.

"You are a brave man, sir," said he. "I have a present to nmke
to you," he added, handing ne a very tiny glass tube. "It has
been specially prepared by Dr. Fardet. At the suprenme nonent you
have but to put it to your lips and you will be dead in an
instant. "

This was a cheerful beginning. | will confess to you, ny
friends, that a cold chill passed up my back and my hair rose
upon ny head.

"Excuse me, sir," said |, as | saluted, "I amaware that | have

volunteered for a service of great danger, but the exact details
have not yet been given to ne."

"Col onel Perrin," said Lannes, severely, "it is unfair to allow
this brave officer to volunteer before he has |earned what the



perils are to which he will be exposed."
But already I was nyself once nore

"Sir," said |, "permt nme to remark that the greater the danger
the greater the glory, and that | could only repent of
volunteering if | found that there were no risks to be run."

It was a nobl e speech, and ny appearance gave force to nmy words.
For the nonent | was a heroic figure.

As | saw Lannes's eyes fixed in adm ration upon ny face it
thrilled me to think how splendid was the debut which | was
making in the arny of Spain. |[If | died that night nmy name woul d
not be forgotten. M new conrades and ny old, divided in al

el se, would still have a point of union in their |ove and
admration of Etienne Cerard.

"Ceneral Razout, explain the situation!" said Lannes, briefly.
The engi neer officer rose, his conpasses in his hand.

He led ne to the door and pointed to the high grey wall which
towered up anongst the debris of the shattered houses.

"That is the eneny's present |line of defence," said he. "It is
the wall of the great Convent of the Madonna. |If we can carry it
the city nust fall, but they have run counterm nes all round it,

and the walls are so enormously thick that it would be an i nmense
| abour to breach it with artillery. W happen to know, however,
that the eneny have a consi derable store of powder in one of the

| oner chanbers. |If that could be expl oded the way woul d be cl ear
for us."
"How can it be reached?" | asked.

"I will explain. W have a French agent within the town naned
Hubert. This brave man has been in constant commrunication with
us, and he had prom sed to expl ode the magazine. It was to be
done in the early norning, and for two days running we have had a
storm ng party of a thousand Grenadiers waiting for the breach to
be formed. But there has been no explosion, and for these two
days we have had no comrunication from Hubert.

The question is, what has beconme of hinP"
"You wish me to go and see?"

"Precisely. 1Is he ill, or wounded, or dead? Shall we still wait
for him or shall we attenpt the attack el sewhere?

We cannot determne this until we have heard fromhim This is a
map of the town, Captain Gerard

You perceive that within this ring of convents and nonasteries
are a number of streets which branch off froma central square
If you come so far as this square you will find the cathedral at



one corner. In that corner is the street of Tol edo. Hubert
lives in a small house between a cobbler's and a wi ne-shop, on

the right-hand side as you go fromthe cathedral. Do you foll ow
me?"
"Clearly."

"You are to reach that house, to see him and to find out if his
plan is still feasible or if we nust abandon it."

He produced what appeared to be a roll of dirty brown flannel

"This is the dress of a Franciscan friar,"” said he. "You wll
find it the nost useful disguise.”

| shrank away fromit.

"It turns me into a spy," | cried. "Surely | can go in ny

uni f or n?"

"I mpossi bl e! How could you hope to pass through the streets of
the city? Renmenber, also, that the Spaniards take no prisoners,
and that your fate will be the sanme in whatever dress you are

t aken. "

It was true, and | had been | ong enough in Spain to know that
that fate was |likely to be sonething nore serious than nere
death. Al the way fromthe frontier | had heard grimtal es of
torture and nutilation. | enveloped nyself in the Franciscan
gown.

"Now | am ready."
"Are you arned?"
"My sabre."

"They will hear it clank. Take this knife, and |eave your sword.
Tell Hubert that at four o'clock, before dawn, the stormng party
will again be ready. There is a sergeant outside who will show
you how to get into the city. Good-night, and good | uck!"

Before | had left the room the two generals had their cocked
hats touchi ng each other over the nap. At the door an
under-of fi cer of engineers was waiting for ne.

| tied the girdle of ny gown, and taking off ny busby, | drew the
com over ny head. M spurs | renoved. Then in silence
foll owed my guide.

It was necessary to nove with caution, for the walls above were
lined by the Spanish sentries, who fired down continually at our
advance posts. Slinking along under the very shadow of the great
convent, we picked our way slowy and carefully anong the piles
of ruins until we cane to a |arge chestnut tree. Here the
sergeant stopped.

"It is an easy tree to clinb,"” said he. "A scaling |adder would



not be sinpler. Go up it, and you will find that the top branch
will enable you to step upon the roof of that house. After that
it is your guardian angel who nust be your guide, for | can help
you no nore."

G rding up the heavy brown gown, | ascended the tree as directed.
A half moon was shining brightly, and the |line of roof stood out
dark and hard agai nst the purple, starry sky. The tree was in

t he shadow of the house.

Slowly | crept frombranch to branch until | was near the top. |
had but to clinmb along a stout linmb in order to reach the wall

But suddenly ny ears caught the patter of feet, and I cowered
against the trunk and tried to blend nyself with its shadow. A
man was coming toward me on the roof. | saw his dark figure
creeping along, his body crouching, his head advanced, the barre
of his gun protruding. Hi s whole bearing was full of caution and
suspi cion. Once or twi ce he paused, and then cane on again unti
he had reached the edge of the parapet within a few yards of ne.
Then he knelt down, |evelled his nusket, and fired.

I was so astonished at this sudden crash at my very el bow that
nearly fell out of the tree. For an instant | could not be sure
that he had not hit ne. But when | heard a deep groan from

bel ow, and the Spaniard | eaned over the parapet and | aughed

al oud, |1 understood what had occurred. It was ny poor, faithfu
sergeant, who had waited to see the last of nme. The Spaniard had
seen hi m standi ng under the tree and had shot him You will
think that it was good shooting in the dark, but these people
used trabucos, or blunderbusses, which were filled up with al
sorts of stones and scraps of netal, so that they would hit you
as certainly as | have hit a pheasant on a branch. The Spaniard
st ood peering down through the darkness, while an occasi ona
groan from bel ow showed that the sergeant was still living. The
sentry | ooked round and everything was still and safe.

Per haps he thought that he would like to finish of this accursed
Frenchman, or perhaps he had a desire to see what was in his
pockets; but whatever his notive, he laid down his gun, |eaned
forward, and swung hinself into the tree. The sanme instant |
buried ny knife in his body, and he fell with a | oud crashing

t hrough the branches and canme with a thud to the ground. | heard
a short struggle below and an oath or two in French

The wounded sergeant had not waited long for his vengeance.

For some mnutes | did not dare to nove, for it seened certain
t hat someone woul d be attracted by the noise.

However, all was silent save for the chines striking mdnight in
the city. | crept along the branch and lifted nyself on to the
roof. The Spaniard's gun was lying there, but it was of no
service to nme, since he had the powder-horn at his belt. At the
same time, if it were found, it would warn the eneny that
sonet hi ng had happened, so | thought it best to drop it over the
wal | .



Then | | ooked round for the nmeans of getting of the roof and down
into the city.

It was very evident that the sinplest way by which I could get
down was that by which the sentinel had got up, and what this was
soon becane evident. A voice along the roof called "Mnuel o!
Manuel o! " several times, and, crouching in the shadow, | saw in
the noonli ght a bearded head, which protruded froma trap- door

Recei ving no answer to his summons, the man clinbed through
followed by three other fellows, all arnmed to the teeth. You
will see here how inportant it is not to neglect small
precautions, for had | left the man's gun where | found it, a
search must have followed and | should certainly have been

di scovered. As it was, the patrol saw no sign of their sentry,
and thought, no doubt, that he had noved along the Iine of the
roofs.

They hurried on, therefore, in that direction, and I, the instant
that their backs were turned, rushed to the open trap-door and
descended the flight of steps which led fromit. The house
appeared to be an enpty one, for | passed through the heart of it
and out, by an open door, into the street beyond.

It was a narrow and deserted | ane, but it opened into a broader
road, which was dotted with fires, round which a great nunber of
sol di ers and peasants were sl eeping.

The snell within the city was so horrible that one wondered how
people could live in it, for during the nonths that the siege had
| asted there had been no attenpt to cleanse the streets or to
bury the dead. Many people were noving up and down fromfire to
fire, and anong them | observed several nonks. Seeing that they
came and went unquestioned, | took heart and hurried on ny way in
the direction of the great square. Once a nan rose from beside
one of the fires and stopped ne by seizing ny sleeve. He pointed
to a woman who |ay notionless on the road, and | took himto nmean
t hat she was dying, and that he desired ne to adm nister the | ast

of fices of the Church. | sought refuge, however, in the very
little Latin that was left to ne. "Ora pro nobis,"” said |, from
the depths of ny cowm. "Te Deum | audanus.

Ora pro nobis." | raised ny hand as | spoke and pointed forward.

The fell ow rel eased ny sl eeve and shrank back in silence, while
I, with a solemm gesture, hurried upon my way.

As | had inmagined, this broad boulevard I ed out into the centra
square, which was full of troops and blazing with fires. |

wal ked swiftly onward, disregarding one or two peopl e who
addressed remarks to me. | passed the cathedral and followed the
street which had been described to ne. Being upon the side of
the city which was farthest fromour attack, there were no troops
encanped in it, and it lay in darkness, save for an occasi ona
glinmrer in a window. It was not difficult to find the house to
which | had been directed, between the w ne- shop and the
cobbler's. There was no light within and the door was shut.
Cautiously | pressed the latch, and | felt that it had yiel ded.



Who was within | could not tell, and yet | nust take the risk. |
pushed the door open and entered.

It was pitch-dark within--the nore so as | had cl osed the door
behind ne. | felt round and canme upon the edge of a table. Then
| stood still and wondered what | should do next, and how | could
gain sone news of this Hubert, in whose house | found nyself.

Any ni stake would cost ne not only my life but the failure of ny
m ssion. Perhaps he did not |live alone. Perhaps he was only a

| odger in a Spanish famly, and my visit mght bring ruin to him
as well as to nyself. Seldomin ny Iife have | been nore

perpl exed. And then, suddenly, sonething turned ny blood cold in

my veins. It was a voice, a whispering voice, in ny very ear
“"Mon Dieu!" cried the voice, in a tone of agony. "Oh, non Dieu!
nmon Dieu!" Then there was a dry sob in the darkness, and all was
still once nore.

It thrilled me with horror, that terrible voice, but it thrilled
me also with hope, for it was the voice of a Frenchman

"Who is there?" | asked.
There was a groaning, but no reply.

"I's that you, Mbnsieur Hubert?"
"Yes, yes," sighed the voice, so lowthat | could hardly hear it.
"Water, water, for Heaven's sake, water!"”

| advanced in the direction of the sound, but only to conme in
contact with the wall. Again | heard a groan, but this tinme
there could be no doubt that it was above ny head. | put up ny
hands, but they felt only enpty air

"Where are you?" | cried.
"Here! Here!" whispered the strange, trenul ous voice.

| stretched my hand along the wall and I came upon a man's naked
foot. It was as high as ny face, and yet, so far as | could
feel, it had nothing to support it. | staggered back in
amazenent. Then | took a tinder- box fromny pocket and struck a
light. At the first flash a man seened to be floating in the air
in front of me, and | dropped the box in ny amazenent. Again
with tremulous fingers | struck the flint against the steel, and
this time | Iit not only the tinder but the wax taper. | held it
up, and if ny amazenent was | essened ny horror was increased by
that which it reveal ed.

The man had been nailed to the wall as a weasel is nailed to the
door of a barn. Huge spikes had been driven through his hands
and his feet. The poor wetch was in his |ast agony, his head
sunk upon his shoul der and his bl ackened tongue protruding from
his lips. He was dying as nmuch fromthirst as from his wounds,
and these i nhuman wetches had placed a beaker of w ne upon the
table in front of himto add a fresh pang to his tortures.



| raised it to his lips. He had still strength enough to
swal l ow, and the light canme back a little to his di meyes.

"Are you a Frenchman?" he whi spered.

"Yes. They have sent ne to | earn what had befallen you."

"They discovered me. They have killed nme for it.

But before | die let nme tell you what | know. A little nore of
that wi ne, please! Quick! Quick! I amvery near the end. MW
strength is going. Listen to ne!

The powder is stored in the Mdther Superior's room

The wall is pierced, and the end of the trainis in Sister

Angel a's cell, next the chapel. Al was ready two days ago. But
they discovered a letter and they tortured ne."

"CGood heavens! have you been hanging here for two days?"

"It seens |ike two years. Conrade, | have served France, have |
not? Then do one little service for ne.

Stab ne to the heart, dear friend! | inplore you, | entreat you,
to put an end to ny sufferings."”

The man was indeed in a hopeless plight, and the kindest action
woul d have been that for which he begged.

And yet | could not in cold blood drive ny knife into his body,
al though I knew how | should have prayed for such a nercy had

been in his place. But a sudden thought crossed nmy mnd. In ny
pocket | held that which would give an instant and a painl ess
death. It was nmy own safeguard against torture, and yet this
poor soul was in very pressing need of it, and he had deserved
wel | of France. | took out mnmy phial and enptied it into the cup
of wine. | was in the act of handing it to himwhen | heard a

sudden cl ash of arnms outside the door

In an instant | put out my |ight and slipped behind the

wi ndow- curtai ns. Next nonent the door was flung open and two
Spani ards strode into the room fierce, swarthy nmen in the dress
of citizens, but with nuskets slung over their shoulders. |

| ooked through the chink in the curtains in an agony of fear |est
they had come upon ny traces, but it was evident that their visit
was sinply in order to feast their eyes upon my unfortunate
conpatriot.

One of themheld the lantern which he carried up in front of the
dyi ng man, and both of them burst into a shout of nocking

| aughter. Then the eyes of the man with the lantern fell upon
the flagon of wine upon the table. He picked it up, held it,
with a devilish grin, to the Iips of Hubert, and then, as the
poor wetch involuntarily inclined his head forward to reach it,
he snatched it back and took a long gulp hinmself. At the sane
instant he uttered a loud cry, clutched wildly at his own throat,



and fell stone-dead upon the floor. Hi's conrade stared at himin
horror and amazenent. Then, overcome by his own superstitious
fears, he gave a yell of terror and rushed madly fromthe room

| heard his feet clattering wildly on the cobbl e-stones until the
sound di ed away in the distance.

The |l antern had been left burning upon the table, and by its
light I saw, as | canme out from behind nmy curtain, that the
unfortunate Hubert's head had fallen forward upon his chest and
that he also was dead. That notion to reach the wine with his
lips had been his last. A clock ticked loudly in the house, but
ot herwi se all was absolutely still. On the wall hung the twi sted
formof the Frenchman, on the floor lay the notionless body of
the Spaniard, all dimy Iit by the horn lantern. For the first
time inny life a frantic spasmof terror canme over ne. | had
seen ten thousand nen in every concei vabl e degree of nutilation
stretched upon the ground, but the sight had never affected ne
like those two silent figures who were ny conpani ons in that
shadowy room | rushed into the street as the Spaniard had done,
eager only to | eave that house of gloom behind ne, and | had run
as far as the cathedral before ny wits canme back to mne.

There | stopped, panting, in the shadow, and, ny hand pressed to
nmy side, | tried to collect ny scattered senses and to plan out
what | should do. As | stood there, breathless, the great brass
bells roared twi ce above ny head. It was two o' clock. Four was
the hour when the stormng-party would be in its place. | had
still two hours in which to act.

The cathedral was brilliantly Ilit within, and a nunber of people
were passing in and out; so | entered, thinking that I was |ess
likely to be accosted there, and that | m ght have quiet to form
nmy plans. It was certainly a singular sight, for the place had
been turned into an hospital, a refuge, and a store-house. One
aisle was crammed with provisions, another was littered with sick
and wounded, while in the centre a great nunber of hel pless
peopl e had taken up their abode, and had even lit their cooking
fires upon the nosaic floors. There were many at prayer, so
knelt in the shadow of a pillar, and | prayed with all ny heart
that | mght have the good luck to get out of this scrape alive,
and that | mght do such a deed that night as would make nmy nane
as fanobus in Spain as it had already becone in Germany. | waited
until the clock struck three, and then |I left the cathedral and
made nmy way toward the Convent of the Madonna, where the assault
was to be delivered. You will understand, you who know nme so
well, that | was not the man to return tanmely to the French canp
with the report that our agent was dead and that other nmeans nust
be found of entering the city. Either | should find some nmeans
to finish his unconpleted task or there would be a vacancy for a
senior captain in the Hussars of Confl ans.

| passed unquestioned down the broad boul evard, which | have
al ready described, until | came to the great stone convent which
formed the outwork of the defence.

It was built in a square with a garden in the centre. 1In this
garden sone hundreds of nen were assenbled, all armed and ready,



for it was known, of course, within the town that this was the
poi nt agai nst which the French attack was likely to be nmade. Up
to this time our fighting all over Europe had al ways been done
bet ween one arny and another. It was only here in Spain that we
| earned how terrible a thing it is to fight against a people.

On the one hand there is no glory, for what glory could be gai ned
by defeating this rabble of elderly shopkeepers, ignorant
peasants, fanatical priests, excited wonen, and all the other
creatures who made up the garrison? On the other hand there were
extrene disconfort and danger, for these people would give you no
rest, would observe no rules of war, and were desperately earnest
in their desire by hook or by crook to do you an injury. | began
to realise how odious was our task as | | ooked upon the notley
but ferocious groups who were gathered round the watch-fires in
the garden of the Convent of the Madonna. It was not for us
soldiers to think about politics, but fromthe beginning there

al ways seened to be a curse upon this war in Spain.

However, at the nmonent | had no tinme to brood over such matters
as these. There was, as | have said, no difficulty in getting as
far as the convent garden, but to pass inside the convent

unquesti oned was not so easy.

The first thing which | did was to wal k round the garden, and

was soon able to pick out one |arge stained-glass w ndow which
nmust belong to the chapel. | had understood from Hubert that the
Mot her Superior's room in which the powder was stored, was near
to this, and that the train had been laid through a hole in the
wal | from some nei ghbouring cell. | must, at all costs, get into
the convent. There was a guard at the door, and how could I get
in without explanations? But a sudden inspiration showed ne how
the thing m ght be done. 1In the garden was a well, and besi de
the well were a nunber of enpty buckets. | filled two of these,
and approached the door. The errand of a man who carries a
bucket of water in each hand does not need to be explained. The

guard opened to let ne through. | found nyself in a |ong,
stone-flagged corridor, lit with lanterns, with the cells of the
nuns | eading out fromone side of it. Now at last | was on the
hi gh road to success. | wal ked on without hesitation, for | knew

by nmy observations in the garden which way to go for the chapel

A nunber of Spanish soldiers were |ounging and snoking in the
corridor, several of whom addressed ne as | passed. | fancy it
was for ny blessing that they asked, and my "Ora pro nobis"
seened to entirely satisfy them Soon | had got as far as the
chapel, and it was easy enough to see that the cell next door was
used as a magazine, for the floor was all black with powder in
front of it. The door was shut, and two fierce-1ooking fell ows
stood on guard outside it, one of themwith a key stuck in his
belt. Had we been alone, it would not have been |long before it
woul d have been in ny hand, but with his conrade there it was

i npossible for ne to hope to take it by force. The cell next
door to the magazine on the far side fromthe chapel nust be the
one which belonged to Sister Angela. It was half open. | took
my courage in both hands and, |eaving ny buckets in the corridor
| wal ked unchal | enged into the room



I was prepared to find half a dozen fierce Spanish desperadoes

wi thin, but what actually nmet ny eyes was even nore enbarrassing.
The room had apparently been set aside for the use of sone of the
nuns, who for sone reason had refused to quit their home. Three
of themwere within, one an elderly, stern-faced dane, who was
evidently the Mdther Superior, the others, young | adi es of
charm ng appearance. They were seated together at the far side
of the room but they all rose at ny entrance, and | saw with
some amazenment, by their manner and expressions, that my comning
was both wel come and expected. 1In a nonent ny presence of nind
had returned, and | saw exactly how the matter |ay.

Naturally, since an attack was about to be nade upon the convent,
these sisters had been expecting to be directed to sone place of
safety. Probably they were under vow not to quit the walls, and
they had been told to remain in this cell until they received
further orders.

In any case | adapted my conduct to this supposition, since it
was clear that | nust get themout of the room and this would
give ne a ready excuse to do so. | first cast a glance at the
door and observed that the key was within. | then nade a gesture
to the nuns to follow ne. The Mther Superior asked nme sone
question, but | shook ny head inpatiently and beckoned to her

agai n.

She hesitated, but | stanped ny foot and called themforth in so
i nperious a manner that they came at once.

They woul d be safer in the chapel, and thither | led them

pl acing them at the end which was farthest fromthe magazine. As
the three nuns took their places before the altar nmy heart
bounded with joy and pride within ne, for | felt that the |ast
obstacle had been lifted fromny path.

And yet how often have | not found that that is the very nmonent
of danger? | took a last glance at the Mdther Superior, and to
my dismay | saw that her piercing dark eyes were fixed, with an
expression in which surprise was deepening into suspicion, upon
ny right hand. There were two points which nmght well have
attracted her attention. One was that it was red with the bl ood
of the sentinel whom | had stabbed in the tree. That al one m ght
count for little, as the knife was as famliar as the breviary to
t he nonks of Saragossa.

But on ny forefinger | wore a heavy gold ring --the gift of a
certain Gernman baroness whose nanme | nmay not nention. |t shone
brightly in the light of the altar lanp. Now, a ring upon a
friar's hand is an inpossibility, since they are vowed to

absol ute poverty.

| turned quickly and made for the door of the chapel, but the

m schi ef was done. As | glanced back | saw that the Mther
Superior was already hurrying after me. | ran through the chape
door and along the corridor, but she called out sonme shril
warning to the two guards in front. Fortunately | had the



presence of mind to call out also, and to point down the passage
as if we were both pursuing the sane object. Next instant | had
dashed past them sprang into the cell, slamred the heavy door
and fastened it upon the inside.

Wth a bolt above and bel ow and a huge lock in the centre it was
a piece of tinber that would take sonme forcing.

Even now if they had had the wit to put a barrel of powder

agai nst the door | should have been ruined. It was their only
chance, for | had cone to the final stage of ny adventure. Here
at last, after such a string of dangers as few nen have ever
lived to talk of, I was at one end of the powder train, with the
Saragossa magazi ne at the other. They were howing |ike wolves
out in the passage, and nuskets were crashing agai nst the door

| paid no heed to their clanour, but | |ooked eagerly around for
that train of which Hubert had spoken. O course, it nust be at
the side of the roomnext to the magazine. | crawed along it on

my hands and knees, |ooking into every crevice, but no sign could
| see. Two bullets flew through the door and fl attened

t hemsel ves against the wall. The thudding and smashi ng grew ever
louder. | saw a grey pile in a corner, flewto it with a cry of
joy, and found that it was only dust. Then | got back to the
side of the door where no bullets could ever reach ne--they were
streaming freely into the room-and | tried to forget this
fiendish howing in ny ear and to think out where this train
could be. It nmust have been carefully laid by Hubert |est these
nuns should see it. | tried to inmagine how | should myself have
arranged it had | been in his place.

My eye was attracted by a statue of St. Joseph which stood in the
corner. There was a weath of |eaves along the edge of the
pedestal, with a | anp burning am dst them | rushed across to it
and tore the | eaves aside.

Yes, yes, there was a thin black |ine, which disappeared through
a small hole in the wall. | tilted over the lanp and threw
mysel f on the ground. Next instant cane a roar |ike thunder, the
wal | s wavered and tottered around ne, the ceiling clattered down
from above, and over the yell of the terrified Spani ards was
heard the terrific shout of the storm ng colum of G enadiers.

As in a dream-a happy dream-| heard it, and then | heard no

nor e.

When | canme to ny senses two French sol diers were propping ne up,
and ny head was singing |ike a kettle.

| staggered to ny feet and | ooked around nme. The plaster had
fallen, the furniture was scattered, and there were rents in the
bricks, but no signs of a breach. |In fact, the walls of the
convent had been so solid that the expl osion of the magazi ne had
been insufficient to throw them down. On the other hand, it had
caused such a panic anmong the defenders that our storners had
been able to carry the wi ndows and throw open the doors al nost

wi t hout assistance. As | ran out into the corridor I found it
full of troops, and | net Marshal Lannes hinself, who was
entering with his staff. He stopped and |istened eagerly to ny



story.

"Spl endid, Captain Gerard, splendid!'" he cried.

"These facts will certainly be reported to the Enperor."

"I would suggest to your Excellency," said |, "that | have only
finished the work that was planned and carried out by Mnsieur
Hubert, who gave his life for the cause."

"His services will not be forgotten," said the Mrshal

"Meanwhi |l e, Captain Gerard, it is half-past four, and you must be
starving after such a night of exertion.

My staff and | will breakfast inside the city. | assure you that
you wi Il be an honoured guest."
"I will follow your Excellency," said|. "There is a snal

engagenment which detains ne."
He opened his eyes.
"At this hour?"

"Yes, sir," | answered. "M fellowofficers, whom| never saw
until last night, will not be content unless they catch another
glinpse of me the first thing this nmorning.”

"Au revoir, then," said Marshal Lannes, as he passed upon his
way.

| hurried through the shattered door of the convent.

When | reached the roofless house in which we had held the
consultation the night before, | threw of my gown and | put on
the busby and sabre which | had | eft there.

Then, a Hussar once nore, | hurried onward to the grove which was
our rendezvous. M brain was still reeling fromthe concussion
of the powder, and | was exhausted by the nmany enotions which had
shaken me during that terrible night. It is |like a dream al

that walk in the first dimgrey light of dawn, with the

smoul dering canp-fires around me and the buzz of the waking arny.
Bugl es and druns in every direction were nustering the infantry,
for the explosion and the shouting had told their own tale.
strode onward until, as | entered the little clunp of cork oaks
behind the horse lines, | saw ny twelve conrades waiting in a
group, their sabres at their sides. They |ooked at nme curiously
as | approached. Perhaps with ny powder- bl ackened face and ny
bl ood- st ai ned hands | seenmed a different Gerard to the young
captai n whom they had nade gane of the night before.

"Good norning, gentlemen," said . "I regret exceedingly if |
have kept you waiting, but | have not been master of nmy own
time."



They sai d nothing, but they still scanned me with curious eyes.

I can see them now, standing in a line before ne, tall nmen and
short nmen, stout nmen and thin men: OJdivier, with his warlike
moust ache; the thin, eager face of Pelletan; young Qudin, flushed
by his first duel; Mrtier, with the sword-cut across his

wri nkl ed brow.

| laid aside nmy busby and drew ny sword.
"I have one favour to ask you, gentlenen," said I

"Marshal Lannes has invited ne to breakfast and | cannot keep him
waiting."

"What do you suggest?" asked Major Qdivier

"That you release ne fromny pronise to give you five mnutes
each, and that you will permt nme to attack you all together." |
st ood upon mnmy guard as | spoke.

But their answer was truly beautiful and truly French. Wth one
i mpul se the twelve swords flew fromtheir scabbards and were
raised in salute. There they stood, the twelve of them

notionl ess, their heels together, each with his sword upright
before his face.

| staggered back fromthem | |ooked fromone to the other. For
an instant | could not believe nmy own eyes. They were paying ne
homage, these, the men who had jeered ne! Then | understood it
all. 1 saw the effect that | had nade upon them and their desire
to make reparation. Wien a man is weak he can steel hinself

agai nst danger, but not agai nst enotion.

"Conrades," | cried, "conrades--!" but | could say no nore.

Somet hi ng seened to take nme by the throat and choke nme. And then
in an instant Oivier's arns were round ne, Pelletan had seized
me by the right hand, Mrtier by the left, some were patting ne
on the shoul der, some were clapping ne on the back, on every side
smling faces were |looking into mne; and so it was that | knew
that I had won ny footing in the Hussars of Conflans.

[,
How t he Brigadi er Slew the Fox[*]

[*] This story, already published in The G een Flag, is included
here so that all of the Brigadier Gerard stories may appear
t oget her.

In all the great hosts of France there was only one officer
toward whom t he English of Wellington's Arny retained a deep
st eady, and unchangeabl e hatred.



There were plunderers anmong the French, and men of viol ence,

ganbl ers, duellists, and roues. All these could be forgiven, for
others of their kidney were to be found anong the ranks of the
English. But one officer of Massena's force had conmtted a
crime which was unspeakabl e, unheard of, abomi nable; only to be
alluded to with curses late in the evening, when a second bottle
had | cosened the tongues of nen. The news of it was carried back
to Engl and, and country gentlemen who knew little of the details
of the war grew crinmson with passion when they heard of it, and
yeormen of the shires raised freckled fists to Heaven and swore.
And yet who should be the doer of this dreadful deed but our
friend the Brigadier, Etienne Gerard, of the Hussars of Conflans,
gay-riding, plume-tossing, debonair, the darling of the |adies
and of the six brigades of |ight cavalry.

But the strange part of it is that this gallant gentleman did
this hateful thing, and nmade hinself the npbst unpopular nan in

t he Peninsula, w thout ever knowi ng that he had done a crine for
which there is hardly a name amid all the resources of our

| anguage. He died of old age, and never once in that

i nperturbabl e self- confidence which adorned or disfigured his
character knew that so many thousand Englishnmen woul d gl adly have
hanged himwi th their own hands. On the contrary, he nunbered
this adventure anong those other exploits which he has given to
the world, and nmany a time he chuckl ed and hugged hinself as he
narrated it to the eager circle who gathered round himin that
hunbl e cafe where, between his dinner and his dom noes, he would
tell, amd tears and |l aughter, of that inconceivable Napol eonic
past when France, |ike an angel of wath, rose up, splendid and
terrible, before a cowering continent. Let us listen to him as
he tells the story in his own way and from his own point of view

You nmust know, ny friends, said he, that it was toward the end of
the year eighteen hundred and ten that | and Massena and the

ot hers pushed Wellington backward until we had hoped to drive him
and his army into the Tagus. But when we were still twenty-five
mles fromLisbon we found that we were betrayed, for what had
this Englishman done but build an enornous |ine of works and
forts at a place called Torres Vedras, so that even we were
unabl e to get through them They | ay across the whol e Peninsul a,
and our army was so far from hone that we did not dare to risk a
reverse, and we had already | earned at Busaco that it was no
child s play to fight agai nst these people. Wat could we do,
then, but sit down in front of these |lines and bl ockade themto
the best of our power? There we renmined for six nonths, amd
such anxieties that Massena said afterward that he had not one
hai r whi ch was not white upon his body.

For ny own part, | did not worry nmuch about our situation, but I
| ooked after our horses, who were in nmuch need of rest and green
fodder. For the rest, we drank the w ne of the country and
passed the tine as best we mght. There was a |ady at
Santarem-but ny lips are sealed. It is the part of a gallant
man to say nothing, though he may indicate that he could say a
great deal

One day Massena sent for nme, and | found himin his tent with a



great plan pinned upon the table. He |ooked at nme in silence
with that single piercing eye of his, and | felt by his
expression that the matter was serious. He was nervous and il

at ease, but nmy bearing seened to reassure him It is good to be
in contact with brave nen.

"Col onel Etienne Gerard," said he, "I have always heard that you
are a very gallant and enterprising officer."

It was not for nme to confirmsuch a report, and yet it would be
folly to deny it, so | clinked ny spurs together and sal uted.

"You are also an excellent rider."
| admitted it.
"And the best swordsman in the six brigades of |ight cavalry."

Massena was fanmous for the accuracy of his information
"Now, " said he, "if you will look at this plan you will have no
difficulty in understanding what it is that I wi sh you to do.
These are the lines of Torres Vedras. You wll perceive that
they cover a vast space, and you will realise that the English
can only hold a position here and there. Once through the Iines
you have twenty-five mles of open country which |lie between them
and Lisbon. It is very inportant to ne to | earn how Wellington's
troops are distributed throughout that space, and it is ny w sh
that you should go and ascertain.”

Hi s words turned ne col d.

"Sir," said |, "it is inpossible that a colonel of light cavalry
shoul d condescend to act as a spy."

He | aughed and cl apped nme on the shoul der

"You would not be a Hussar if you were not a hot- head," said he.
"I'f you will listen you will understand that | have not asked you
to act as a spy. What do you think of that horse?”

He had conducted ne to the opening of his tent, and there was a
chasseur who | ed up and down a npbst admirable creature. He was a
dapple grey, not very tall, alittle over fifteen hands perhaps,
but with the short head and splendid arch of the neck which cones
with the Arab blood. His shoulders and haunches were so
nmuscul ar, and yet his legs so fine, that it thrilled me with joy
just to gaze upon him A fine horse or a beautiful woman--I
cannot | ook at them unnoved, even now when seventy wi nters have
chilled nmy blood. You can think howit was in the year '10.

"This," said Massena, "is Voltigeur, the swiftest horse in our
army. What | desire is that you should start tonight, ride round
the lines upon the flank, make your way across the eneny's rear
and return upon the other flank, bringing me news of his

di sposition. You will wear a uniform and will, therefore, if
captured, be safe fromthe death of a spy. It is probable that



you will get through the |ines unchallenged, for the posts are
very scattered. Once through, in daylight you can outride
anyt hi ng which you meet, and if you keep off the roads you may
escape entirely unnoticed. If you have not reported yourself by
to-morrow night, | will understand that you are taken, and | wll
of fer them Col onel Petrie in exchange."

Ah, how ny heart swelled with pride and joy as | sprang into the
saddl e and gal | oped this grand horse up and down to show t he
Marshal the mastery which | had of him He was nagnificent--we
were both magnificent, for Massena cl apped his hands and cried
out in his delight.

It was not |, but he, who said that a gallant beast deserves a
gallant rider. Then, when for the third tine, with nmy panache
flying and ny dol man stream ng behind nme, | thundered past him |
saw upon his hard old face that he had no | onger any doubt that
he had chosen the man for his purpose. | drew ny sabre, raised
the hilt to ny lips in salute, and galloped on to nmy own
quarters.

Al ready the news had spread that | had been chosen for a m ssion,
and ny little rascals cane swarm ng out of their tents to cheer
me. Ah! it brings the tears to ny old eyes when | think how
proud they were of their Col onel

And | was proud of them also. They deserved a dashi ng | eader

The night promi sed to be a storny one, which was very nuch to ny
liking. It was ny desire to keep ny departure nost secret, for
it was evident that if the English heard that | had been detached
fromthe arnmy they would naturally conclude that sonething

i mportant was about to happen. M horse was taken, therefore,
beyond the picket line, as if for watering, and | followed and
mounted himthere. | had a map, a conpass, and a paper of

i nstructions fromthe Marshal, and with these in the bosom of ny
tunic and ny sabre at nmy side | set out upon ny adventure.

A thin rain was falling and there was no nmoon, so you nmay i magi ne

that it was not very cheerful. But ny heart was |light at the
t hought of the honour which had been done nme and the glory which
awaited nme. This exploit should be one nore in that brilliant

series which was to change ny sabre into a baton. Ah, how we
dreaned, we foolish fellows, young, and drunk with success!

Could I have foreseen that night as | rode, the chosen nan of

si xty thousand, that | should spend ny life planting cabbages on
a hundred francs a month! ©Oh, ny youth, ny hopes, ny conrades!
But the wheel turns and never stops. Forgive ne, ny friends, for
an old man has his weakness.

My route, then, lay across the face of the high ground of Torres
Vedras, then over a stream et, past a farmhouse which had been
burned down and was now only a | andmark, then through a forest of
young cork oaks, and so to the nonastery of San Antoni o, which
mar ked the left of the English position. Here |I turned south and
rode quietly over the downs, for it was at this point that
Massena thought that it would be nmobst easy for nme to find my way



unobserved through the position. | went very slowy, for it was
so dark that | could not see ny hand in front of me. In such
cases | leave ny bridle |loose and |let ny horse pick its own way.
Vol tigeur went confidently forward, and | was very content to sit
upon his back and to peer about ne, avoiding every light.

For three hours we advanced in this cautious way, until it seened
to me that | nust have left all danger behind nme. | then pushed

on nore briskly, for | wished to be in the rear of the whole arny
by daybreak. There are many vineyards in these parts which in

Wi nter becone open plains, and a horseman finds few difficulties

in his way.

But Massena had underrated the cunning of these English, for it
appears that there was not one line of defence but three, and it
was the third, which was the nost form dable, through which I was
at that instant passing. As | rode, elated at ny own success, a
lantern flashed suddenly before ne, and | saw the glint of
pol i shed gun-barrels and the gleamof a red coat.

"Who goes there?" cried a voice--such a voice! | swerved to the
right and rode |like a madman, but a dozen squirts of fire came
out of the darkness, and the bullets whizzed all round ny ears.
That was no new sound to nme, ny friends, though | will not talk
like a foolish conscript and say that | have ever liked it. But
at least it had never kept nme fromthinking clearly, and so
knew that there was nothing for it but to gallop hard and try ny
luck el sewhere. | rode round the English picket, and then, as |
heard nothing nore of them | concluded rightly that | had at

| ast cone through their defences.

For five mles | rode south, striking a tinder fromtime to tine
to | ook at nmy pocket conpass. And then in an instant-- | fee
the pang once nore as ny nmenory brings back the nonent--ny horse,
wi t hout a sob or staggers fell stone-dead beneath ne!

I had never known it, but one of the bullets fromthat inferna

pi cket had passed through his body. The gallant creature had
never w nced nor weakened, but had gone while life was in him
One instant | was secure on the swiftest, nost graceful horse in
Massena's army. The next he lay upon his side, worth only the
price of his hide, and | stood there that nobst hel pl ess, nost
ungai nly of creatures, a disnmounted Hussar. What could | do with
my boots, my spurs, ny trailing sabre? | was far inside the
eneny's lines. How could | hope to get back agai n?

I am not ashanmed to say that |, Etienne CGerard, sat upon ny dead
horse and sank ny face in ny hands in nmy despair

Already the first streaks were whitening the east.

In half an hour it would be light. That | should have won ny way
past every obstacle and then at this last instant be left at the
mercy of ny enemies, ny mssion ruined, and nyself a
prisoner--was it not enough to break a soldier's heart?

But courage, ny friends! W have these nonents of weakness, the



bravest of us; but | have a spirit like a slip of steel, for the
nore you bend it the higher it springs.

One spasm of despair, and then a brain of ice and a heart of
fire. Al was not yet lost. | who had cone through so many
hazards would cone through this one also. | rose fromny horse
and consi dered what had best be done.

And first of all it was certain that | could not get back. Long
before I could pass the lines it would be broad daylight. | nust
hi de nyself for the day, and then devote the next night to ny
escape. | took the saddle, holsters, and bridle from poor

Vol tigeur, and | conceal ed them anong sonme bushes, so that no one
finding himcould know that he was a French horse. Then, |eaving
himlying there, | wandered on in search of some place where

m ght be safe for the day. |In every direction | could see canp
fires upon the sides of the hills, and already figures had begun
to move around them | nust hide quickly, or I was |ost.

But where was | to hide? It was a vineyard in which | found

nysel f, the poles of the vines still standing, but the plants
gone. There was no cover there. Besides, | should want sone
food and water before another night had conme. | hurried wildly

onward t hrough the wani ng darkness, trusting that chance woul d be
ny friend.

And | was not disappointed. Chance is a woman, ny friends, and
she has her eye always upon a gallant Hussar

Well, then, as | stumbled through the vineyard, sonething | ooned
in front of me, and | canme upon a great square house wi th another
I ong, | ow building upon one side of it. Three roads net there,
and it was easy to see that this was the posada, or w ne-shop

There was no light in the wi ndows, and everything was dark and
silent, but, of course, | knew that such confortable quarters
were certainly occupi ed, and probably by sonmeone of inportance.

| have | earned, however, that the nearer the danger nmay really be
the safer place, and so | was by no nmeans inclined to trust

mysel f away fromthis shelter. The | ow building was evidently
the stable, and into this | crept, for the door was unl at ched.

The place was full of bullocks and sheep, gathered there, no
doubt, to be out of the clutches of nmarauders.

A ladder led to a loft, and up this | clinmbed and conceal ed
nmysel f very snugly anong sonme bal es of hay upon the top. This
loft had a small open wi ndow, and | was able to | ook down upon
the front of the inn and al so upon the road. There | crouched
and waited to see what woul d happen.

It was soon evident that | had not been nistaken when | had

t hought that this night be the quarters of some person of

i mportance. Shortly after daybreak an English |ight dragoon
arrived with a despatch, and fromthen onward the place was in a
turmoil, officers continually riding up and away. Always the
same name was upon their lips: "Sir Stapleton--Sir Stapleton.”



It was hard for me to lie there with a dry moustache and watch
the great flagons which were brought out by the landlord to these
English officers. But it anmused ne to | ook at their

fresh-col oured, clean-shaven, carel ess faces, and to wonder what
they would think if they knew that so celebrated a person was
lying so near to them And then, as | lay and watched, | saw a
sight which filled me with surprise.

It is incredible the insolence of these English! Wat do you
suppose Mlord Wellington had done when he found that Massena had
bl ockaded hi m and that he could not nove his arny? | mght give
you many guesses. You mght say that he had raged, that he had
despai red, that he had brought his troops together and spoken to
t hem about glory and the fatherland before | eading themto one

| ast battle. No, Mlord did none of these things. But he sent a
fleet ship to England to bring hima nunber of fox-dogs; and he
with his officers settled hinself down to chase the fox. It is
true what | tell you. Behind the Ilines of Torres Vedras these
mad Engli shmen made the fox chase three days in the week

We had heard of it in the canp, and now | was nyself to see that
it was true.

For, along the road which | have described, there canme these very
dogs, thirty or forty of them white and brown, each with its
tail at the sane angle, |like the bayonets of the Od Guard. M
faith, but it was a pretty sight! And behind and ami dst them
there rode three men with peaked caps and red coats, whom
understood to be the hunters. After them cane many horsenen with
uni fornms of various kinds, stringing along the roads in twos and
threes, tal king together and | aughi ng.

They did not seemto be going above a trot, and it appeared to ne
that it nust indeed be a slow fox which they hoped to catch
However, it was their affair, not mne, and soon they had al
passed ny w ndow and were out of sight. | waited and | watched,
ready for any chance which m ght offer

Presently an officer, in a blue uniformnot unlike that of our
flying artillery, cane cantering down the road--an elderly, stout
man he was, with grey side-whiskers. He stopped and began to
talk with an orderly officer of dragoons, who waited outside the

inn, and it was then that | |earned the advantage of the English
whi ch had been taught nme. | could hear and understand all that
was said.

"Where is the neet?" said the officer, and | thought that he was
hungering for his bifstek. But the other answered himthat it
was near Altara, so | saw that it was a place of which he spoke.
"You are late, Sir George," said the orderly.

"Yes, | had a court-martial. Has Sir Stapleton Cotton gone?"

At this noment a w ndow opened, and a handsonme young man in a
very splendid uniform | ooked out of it.



"Hal l oa, Murray!" said he. "These cursed papers keep ne, but |
will be at your heels.”

"Very good, Cotton. | amlate already, so | wll ride on."

"You might order my groomto bring round nmy horse,"” said the
young General at the window to the orderly below, while the other
went on down the road.

The orderly rode away to sonme outlying stable, and then in a few
m nutes there came a smart English groomwi th a cockade in his
hat, leading by the bridle a horse-- and, oh, ny friends, you
have never known the perfection to which a horse can attain unti
you have seen a first- class English hunter. He was superb
tall, broad, strong, and yet as graceful and agile as a deer

Coal black he was in colour, and his neck, and his shoul der, and
his quarters, and his fetlocks--how can | describe himall to
you? The sun shone upon him as on polished ebony, and he raised
his hoofs in a little playful dance so lightly and prettily,
while he tossed his mane and whinnied with inpatience. Never
have | seen such a m xture of strength and beauty and grace.

had often wondered how the English Hussars had managed to ride
over the chasseurs of the Guards in the affair at Astorga, but |
wondered no | onger when | saw the English horses.

There was a ring for fastening bridles at the door of the inn,
and the groomtied the horse there while he entered the house.

In an instant | had seen the chance which Fate had brought to me.
Were | in that saddle | should be better off than when | started.
Even Vol tigeur could not conpare with this magnificent creature.
To think is to act with ne. In one instant | was down the | adder
and at the door of the stable. The next | was out and the bridle
was in nmy hand. | bounded into the saddle.

Sonmebody, the master or the nman, shouted wildly behind ne. What
cared | for his shouts! | touched the horse with my spurs and he
bounded forward with such a spring that only a rider like mnmyself
could have sat him | gave himhis head and let himgo--it did
not matter to nme where, so long as we left this inn far behind
us. He thundered away across the vineyards, and in a very few
mnutes | had placed niles between nmyself and ny pursuers. They

could no longer tell in that wild country in which direction
had gone. | knew that | was safe, and so, riding to the top of a
small hill, |I drew nmy pencil and note-book from nmy pocket and

proceeded to nmake plans of those canmps which | could see and to
draw the outline of the country.

He was a dear creature upon whom | sat, but it was not easy to
draw upon his back, for every now and then his two ears woul d
cock, and he would start and quiver with inpatience. At first |
could not understand this trick of his, but soon | observed that
he only did it when a peculiar noise--"yoy, yoy, yoy"--canme from
somewhere anong the oak woods beneath us. And then suddenly this
strange cry changed into a nost terrible screamng, with the
frantic blowi ng of a horn. Instantly he went mad--this horse.
Hi s eyes blazed. His mane bristled. He bounded fromthe earth



and bounded again, twisting and turning in a frenzy. M penci
fl ew one way and ny note-book another. And then, as | | ooked
down into the valley, an extraordinary sight net ny eyes.

The hunt was streanming down it. The fox | could not see, but the
dogs were in full cry, their noses down, their tails up, so close
together that they m ght have been one great yellow and white
novi ng carpet. And behind themrode the horsenmen--ny faith, what
a sight! Consider every type which a great army could show.

Sone in hunting dress, but the nmost in unifornms: blue dragoons,
red dragoons, red-trousered hussars, green riflenen,

artillerynmen, gol d-slashed |ancers, and nmost of all red, red,

red, for the infantry officers ride as hard as the cavalry.

Such a crowd, sonme well nounted, sonme ill, but all flying al ong
as best they might, the subaltern as good as the general
jostling and pushing, spurring and driving, with every thought
thrown to the winds save that they should have the blood of this
absurd fox! Truly, they are an extraordi nary people, the
Engl i sh!

But | had little tine to watch the hunt or to marvel at these

i slanders, for of all these mad creatures the very horse upon
which | sat was the nmaddest. You understand that he was hinself
a hunter, and that the crying of these dogs was to hi mwhat the
call of a cavalry trunpet in the street yonder would be to ne.

It thrilled him It drove himw ld. Again and again he bounded
into the air, and then, seizing the bit between his teeth, he

pl unged down the slope and gall oped after the dogs.

I swore, and tugged, and pulled, but | was powerl ess.

This English General rode his horse with a snaffle only, and the

beast had a mouth of iron. It was useless to pull himback. One
m ght as well try to keep a grenadier froma wi ne-bottle. | gave
it up in despair, and, settling down in the saddle, | prepared

for the worst which could befall

VWhat a creature he was! Never have | felt such a horse between
my knees. His great haunches gathered under himw th every
stride, and he shot forward ever faster and faster, stretched
like a greyhound, while the wind beat in ny face and whistled
past ny ears. | was wearing our undress jacket, a uniformsinple
and dark in itself--though sonme figures give distinction to any
uniform-and | had taken the precaution to renove the |ong
panache from ny busby. The result was that, amidst the mxture
of costumes in the hunt, there was no reason why nine should
attract attention, or why these nen, whose thoughts were all with
the chase, should give any heed to ne. The idea that a French
officer mght be riding with themwas too absurd to enter their
mnds. | laughed as | rode, for, indeed, amd all the danger
there was sonething of comic in the situation.

I have said that the hunters were very unequally mounted, and so
at the end of a few niles, instead of being one body of men, like
a charging reginment, they were scattered over a considerable
space, the better riders well up to the dogs and the others



trailing away behind.

Now, | was as good a rider as any, and ny horse was the best of
themall, and so you can inmagine that it was not |ong before he
carried nme to the front. And when | saw the dogs stream ng over
the open, and the red-coated huntsman behind them and only seven
or eight horsenmen between us, then it was that the strangest
thing of all happened, for I, too, went mad--1, Etienne Gerard!

In a noment it canme upon ne, this spirit of sport, this desire to
excel, this hatred of the fox. Accursed animal, should he then
defy us? Vile robber, his hour was comne!

Ah, it is a great feeling, this feeling of sport, ny friends,
this desire to tranple the fox under the hoofs of your horse. |

have made the fox chase with the English. | have also, as | may
tell you sonme day, fought the box-fight with the Bustler, of
Bristol. And | say to you that this sport is a wonderfu

thing--full of interest as well as nadness.

The farther we went the faster galloped ny horse, and soon there
were but three nen as near the dogs as | was.

Al'l thought of fear of discovery had vani shed. M brain

t hrobbed, ny blood ran hot--only one thing upon earth seened
worth living for, and that was to overtake this infernal fox. |
passed one of the horsenen--a Hussar |like nyself. There were
only two in front of me now. the one in a black coat, the other
the blue artilleryman whom | had seen at the inn. H's grey

whi skers streamed in the wind, but he rode magnificently. For a
mle or nore we kept in this order, and then, as we galloped up a
steep slope, ny lighter weight brought ne to the front.

| passed them both, and when | reached the crown | was riding
level with the little, hard-faced English huntsman.

In front of us were the dogs, and then, a hundred paces beyond
them was a brown wisp of a thing, the fox itself, stretched to

the utternost. The sight of himfired ny blood. "Aha, we have
you then, assassin!" | cried, and shouted ny encouragenent to the
huntsman. | waved ny hand to show himthat there was one upon

whom he could rely.

And now there were only the dogs between nme and ny prey. These
dogs, whose duty it is to point out the ganme, were now rather a
hi ndrance than a help to us, for it was hard to know how to pass

them The huntsman felt the difficulty as nuch as I, for he rode
behi nd them and could nmake no progress toward the fox. He was a
swift rider, but wanting in enterprise. For ny part, | felt that

it would be unworthy of the Hussars of Conflans if | could not
overcone such a difficulty as this.

Was Etienne Gerard to be stopped by a herd of fox-dogs?
It was absurd. | gave a shout and spurred my horse.

"Hol d hard, sir! Hol d hard!" cried the huntsman.



He was uneasy for me, this good old man, but | reassured himby a
wave and a smle. The dogs opened in front of me. One or two
may have been hurt, but what would you have? The egg must be
broken for the onelette. | could hear the huntsnman shouting his
congratul ati ons behind ne. One nore effort, and the dogs were
all behind ne. Only the fox was in front.

Ah, the joy and pride of that monment! To know that | had beaten
the English at their own sport. Here were three hundred, al
thirsting for the life of this aninmal, and yet it was | who was

about to take it. | thought of ny conrades of the |ight cavalry
bri gade, of my nother, of the Enperor, of France. | had brought
honour to each and all. Every instant brought ne nearer to the
fox. The nonent for action had arrived, so | unsheathed ny
sabre. | waved it in the air, and the brave English all shouted
behi nd me.

Only then did | understand how difficult is this fox chase, for
one may cut again and again at the creature and never strike him
once. He is small, and turns quickly froma blow. At every cut
I heard those shouts of encouragenent from behind nme, and they
spurred ne to yet another effort. And then at |ast the suprene
monment of my triunph arrived. |In the very act of turning

caught himfair with such another back-handed cut as that with
which | killed the ai de-de-canp of the Enperor of Russia. He
flewinto two pieces, his head one way and his tail another. |
| ooked back and waved the bl ood- stained sabre in the air. For
the nonent | was exalted --superb

Ah! how | should have | oved to have waited to have received the
congratul ati ons of these generous enem es

There were fifty of themin sight, and not one who was not waving
hi s hand and shouting. They are not really such a phlegmatic
race, the English. A gallant deed in war or in sport wll always
warm their hearts. As to the old huntsman, he was the nearest to
me, and | could see with my own eyes how overcone he was by what
he had seen. He was |ike a man paral ysed, his nouth open, his
hand, with outspread fingers, raised in the air. For a nonent ny
inclination was to return and to enbrace him

But already the call of duty was sounding in ny ears, and these
English, in spite of all the fraternity which exists anong
sportsnen, would certainly have nmade ne prisoner. There was no
hope for nmy mssion now, and | had done all that | could do.
could see the lines of Massena's canp no very great distance off,
for, by a lucky chance, the chase had taken us in that direction

I turned fromthe dead fox, saluted with my sabre, and gall oped
away.

But they would not | eave nme so easily, these gallant huntsnen.
was the fox now, and the chase swept bravely over the plain. It
was only at the noment when | started for the canp that they
could have known that | was a Frenchman, and now t he whol e swarm
of themwere at ny heels. W were within gunshot of our pickets



before they would halt, and then they stood in knots and would
not go away, but shouted and waved their hands at me. No, | wll
not think that it was in ennmity. Rather would | fancy that a
glow of admiration filled their breasts, and that their one
desire was to enbrace the stranger who had carried hinself so

gal lantly and well.

V. How the Brigadier Saved the Arny

| have told you, nmy friends, how we held the English shut up for
six months, from Cctober, 1810, to March, 1811, within their
lines of Torres Vedras. It was during this tinme that | hunted
the fox in their conpany, and showed themthat am dst all their
sportsnen there was not one who could outride a Hussar of
Conflans. Wen | galloped back into the French lines with the
bl ood of the creature still noist upon ny blade the outposts who
had seen what | had done raised a frenzied cry in my honour
whi | st these English hunters still yelled behind ne, so that |
had the appl ause of both armies. It made the tears rise to ny
eyes to feel that | had won the adm ration of so many brave nen.
These English are generous foes. That very evening there cane a
packet under a white flag addressed "To the Hussar officer who
cut down the fox." Wthin, | found the fox itself in two pieces,
as | had left it. There was a note al so, short but hearty, as
the English fashion is, to say that as | had slaughtered the fox
it only remained for ne to eat it. They could not know that it
was not our French customto eat foxes, and it showed their
desire that he who had won the honours of the chase should al so
partake of the gane. It is not for a Frenchman to be outdone in
politeness, and so | returned it to these brave hunters, and
begged themto accept it as a side-dish for their next dejeuner
de | a chasse

It is thus that chival rous opponents make war.

I had brought back with me fromny ride a clear plan of the
English lines, and this | |aid before Massena that very evening.

I had hoped that it would lead himto attack, but all the

mar shal s were at each other's throats, snapping and growing |ike
so many hungry hounds. Ney hated Massena, and Massena hated
Junot, and Soult hated themall. For this reason, nothing was
done. In the nmeantine food grew nore and nore scarce, and our
beauti ful cavalry was ruined for want of fodder. Wth the end of
the winter we had swept the whol e country bare, and nothing

remai ned for us to eat, although we sent our forage parties far
and wide. It was clear even to the bravest of us that the tine
had come to retreat. | was nyself forced to admt it.

But retreat was not so easy. Not only were the troops weak and
exhausted from want of supplies, but the enenmy had been much
encouraged by our long inaction. O WlIlington we had no great
fear. We had found himto be brave and cautious, but with little
enterprise. Besides, in that barren country his pursuit could
not be rapid.



But on our flanks and in our rear there had gathered great
nunbers of Portuguese militia, of armed peasants, and of
guerillas. These people had kept a safe distance all the w nter
but now that our horses were foundered they were as thick as
flies all round our outposts, and no man's |ife was worth a sou
when once he fell into their hands. | could nane a dozen

of ficers of my own acquai ntance who were cut off during that

time, and the |uckiest was he who received a ball from behind a
rock through his head or his heart. There were sonme whose deaths
were so terrible that no report of themwas ever allowed to reach
their relatives. So frequent were these tragedies, and so nuch
did they inpress the inmagination of the nmen, that it becane very
difficult to induce themto | eave the canp.

There was one especial scoundrel, a guerilla chief named Manuel o,
"The Smiler," whose exploits filled our men with horror. He was
a large, fat man of jovial aspect, and he lurked with a fierce
gang anong the nmountai ns which lay upon our left flank. A volune
m ght be witten of this fellow s cruelties and brutalities, but
he was certainly a man of power, for he organised his brigands in
a manner which made it al nost inpossible for us to get through
his country. This he did by inposing a severe discipline upon
them and enforcing it by cruel penalties, a policy by which he
made them form dabl e, but which had sone unexpected results, as |
will show you in ny story. Had he not flogged his own
lieutenant--but you will hear of that when the tinme cones.

There were many difficulties in connection with a retreat, but it
was very evident that there was no ot her possible course, and so
Massena began to qui ckly pass his baggage and his sick from
Torres Novas, which was his headquarters, to Coinbra, the first
strong post on his line of communications. He could not do this
unper cei ved, however, and at once the guerillas cane swarm ng

cl oser and cl oser upon our flanks. One of our divisions, that of
Clausel, with a brigade of Mountbrun's cavalry, was far to the
south of the Tagus, and it becane very necessary to |let them know
that we were about to retreat, for OQtherw se they would be |eft
unsupported in the very heart of the eneny's country. | renenber
wonderi ng how Massena woul d acconplish this, for sinple couriers
could not get through, and snmall parties would be certainly
destroyed. |In some way an order to fall back nmust be conveyed to
these nen, or France would be the weaker by fourteen thousand
men. Little did | think that it was |, Col onel Gerard, who was
to have the honour of a deed which m ght have fornmed the crowning
glory of any other man's |ife, and which stands high anong those
expl oits which have nade ny own so fanous.

At that time | was serving on Massena's staff, and he had two

ot her ai des-de-canp, who were also very brave and intelligent
officers. The name of one was Cortex and of the other Duplessis.
They were senior to ne in age, but junior in every other respect.
Cortex was a small, dark man, very quick and eager. He was a
fine soldier, but he was ruined by his conceit. To take him at
his own valuation, he was the first man in the arny.

Dupl essis was a Gascon, like myself, and he was a very fine



fellow, as all Gascon gentlemen are. W took it in turn, day
about, to do duty, and it was Cortex who was in attendance upon
the norning of which |I speak. | saw him at breakfast, but
afterward neither he nor his horse was to be seen. All day
Massena was in his usual gloom and he spent nmuch of his tine
staring with his telescope at the English lines and at the

shi pping in the Tagus.

He said nothing of the m ssion upon which he had sent our
conrade, and it was not for us to ask him any questions.

That ni ght, about twelve o'clock, | was standing outside the

Mar shal ' s headquarters when he cane out and stood notionless for
hal f an hour, his arns fol ded upon his breast, staring through

t he darkness toward the east.

So rigid and intent was he that you m ght have believed the
nmuffl ed figure and the cocked hat to have been the statue of the
man. What he was | ooking for | could not imagine; but at |ast he
gave a bitter curse, and, turning on his heel, he went back into
t he house, bangi ng the door behind him

Next day the second ai de-de-canp, Duplessis, had an interview
with Massena in the norning, after which neither he nor his horse
was seen again. That night, as | sat in the ante-room the

Mar shal passed ne, and | observed himthrough the w ndow standi ng
and staring to the east exactly as he had done before. For fully
hal f an hour he rermmined there, a black shadow in the gl oom

Then he strode in, the door banged, and | heard his spurs and his
scabbard jingling and cl anking through the passage. At the best
he was a savage ol d man, but when he was crossed | had al nbst as
soon face the Enperor hinmself. | heard himthat night cursing
and stanpi ng above my head, but he did not send for ne, and

knew himtoo well to go unsought.

Next norning it was nmy turn, for I was the only aide- de-canp
left. | was his favourite aide-de-canp. His heart went out
always to a smart soldier. | declare that |I think there were
tears in his black eyes when he sent for ne that norning.

"Gerard," said he. "Come here!"

Wth a friendly gesture he took me by the sleeve and he led me to
t he open wi ndow which faced the east. Beneath us was the
infantry canp, and beyond that the lines of the cavalry with the
I ong rows of picketed horses.

We coul d see the French outposts, and then a stretch of open
country, intersected by vineyards. A range of hills lay beyond,
with one well-marked peak towering above them Round the base of
these hills was a broad belt of forest. A single road ran white

and clear, dipping and rising until it passed through a gap in
the hills.
"This," said Massena, pointing to the nountain, "is the Sierra de

Merodal . Do you perceive anything upon the top?"



| answered that | did not.
"Now?" he asked, and he handed ne his field-glass.
Wth its aid | perceived a small nmound or cairn upon the crest.

"What you see," said the Marshal, "is a pile of |ogs which was

pl aced there as a beacon. W laid it when the country was in our
hands, and now, although we no | onger hold it, the beacon renmins
undi sturbed. Gerard, that beacon nust be lit to-night. France
needs it, the Enperor needs it, the arny needs it. Two of your
conr ades have gone to light it, but neither has made his way to
the summit. To-day it is your turn, and | pray that you nmmy have
better |uck."

It is not for a soldier to ask the reason for his orders, and so
| was about to hurry fromthe room but the Marshal |aid his hand
upon ny shoul der and hel d ne.

"You shall know all, and so | earn how high is the cause for which
you risk your life," said he. "Fifty mles to the south of us,
on the other side of the Tagus, is the arny of General Cl ausel
His canp is situated near a peak naned the Sierra d Ossa. On the
summit of this peak is a beacon, and by this beacon he has a
picket. It is agreed between us that when at nidni ght he shal
see our signal-fire he shall light his owm as an answer, and
shall then at once fall back upon the main army. |[If he does not
start at once | nust go without him For two days | have
endeavoured to send himhis nessage. It nust reach himto-day,

or his arnmy will be |left behind and destroyed."

Ah, ny friends, how ny heart swelled when |I heard how hi gh was
the task which Fortune had assigned to ne!

If my life were spared, here was one nore splendid new |l eaf for
ny laurel crown. |If, on the other hand, | died, then it would be
a death worthy of such a career. | said nothing, but | cannot
doubt that all the noble thoughts that were in me shone in ny
face, for Massena took ny hand and wung it.

"There is the hill and there the beacon," said he.

"There is only this guerilla and his nmen between you and it. |
cannot detach a large party for the enterprise and a small one
woul d be seen and destroyed. Therefore to you alone | commit it.
Carry it out in your own way, but at twelve o'clock this night
et me see the fire upon the hill."

"If it is not there," said |, "then | pray you, Mrshal Massena,
to see that ny effects are sold and the noney sent to ny nother."
So | raised nmy hand to my busby and turned upon my heel, ny heart
glowi ng at the thought of the great exploit which |lay before ne.

| sat in my own chanber for some little tine considering how I
had best take the matter in hand. The fact that neither Cortex
nor Dupl essis, who were very zeal ous and active officers, had



succeeded in reaching the summt of the Sierra de Merodal, showed
that the country was very closely watched by the guerillas.
reckoned out the distance upon a map. There were ten mles of
open country to be crossed before reaching the hills. Then cane
a belt of forest on the |ower slopes of the nmountain, which may
have been three or four mles wide. And then there was the
actual peak itself, of no very great height, but wthout any
cover to conceal me. Those were the three stages of ny journey.

It seened to ne that once | had reached the shelter of the wood
all would be easy, for | could Iie concealed within its shadows
and clinb upward under the cover of night.

Fromeight till twelve would give ne four hours of darkness in
which to make the ascent. It was only the first stage, then
which | had seriously to consider

Over that flat country there lay the inviting white road, and
remenbered that nmy conrades had both taken their horses. That
was clearly their ruin, for nothing could be easier than for the
bri gands to keep watch upon the road, and to |lay an anbush for
all who passed along it. It would not be difficult for ne to
ride across country, and I was well horsed at that time, for

had not only Violette and Rataplan, who were two of the finest
nmounts in the arnmy, but | had the splendid black English hunter
which | had taken from Sir Cotton. However, after nuch thought,
| determined to go upon foot, since | should then be in a better
state to take advantage of any chance which mght offer. As to
my dress, | covered nmy Hussar uniformwth a | ong cl oak, and

put a grey forage cap upon my head. You may ask nme why | did not
dress as a peasant, but | answer that a man of honour has no

desire to die the death of a spy. It is one thing to be
nmurdered, and it is another to be justly executed by the | aws of
war. | would not run the risk of such an end.

In the late afternoon | stole out of the canp and passed through
the line of our pickets. Beneath my cloak |I had a field-glass
and a pocket pistol, as well as ny sword. In my pocket were
tinder, flint, and steel

For two or three nmles | kept under cover of the vineyards, and
made such good progress that nmy heart was high within nme, and
thought to nyself that it only needed a man of some brains to
take the matter in hand to bring it easily to success. O
course, Cortex and Dupl essis galloping down the high-road woul d
be easily seen, but the intelligent Gerard |urking anong the
vines was quite another person. | dare say | had got as far as
five mles before | met any check. At that point there is a
smal | wi ne-house, round which | perceived sone carts and a nunber
of people, the first that | had seen. Now that | was wel

outside the lines | knew that every person was ny eneny, so |
crouched | ower while | stole along to a point fromwhich | could
get a better view of what was going on. | then perceived that

t hese peopl e were peasants, who were | oadi ng two waggons with
enpty wine- casks. | failed to see how they could either help or
hi nder nme, so | continued upon my way.



But soon | understood that nmy task was not so sinple as had
appeared. As the ground rose the vineyards ceased, and | cane
upon a stretch of open country studded with Iow hills. Crouching
inaditch |l examined themwith a glass, and | very soon

percei ved that there was a watcher upon every one of them and
that these people had a |line of pickets and outposts thrown
forward exactly |ike our own. | had heard of the discipline

whi ch was practised by this scoundrel whomthey called "The
Smiler," and this, no doubt, was an exanple of it.

Between the hills there was a cordon of sentries, and though I
wor ked some di stance round to the flank I still found mnyself
faced by the eneny. It was a puzzle what to do.

There was so little cover that a rat could hardly cross without
bei ng seen. O course, it would be easy enough to slip through
at night, as | had done with the English at Torres Vedras, but |
was still far fromthe nmountain and | could not in that case
reach it in time to light the mdnight beacon. | lay in ny ditch
and | made a thousand pl ans, each nore dangerous than the |ast.
And then suddenly | had that flash of I|ight which comes to the
brave man who refuses to despair

You renenber | have nentioned that two waggons were | oadi ng up
with enpty casks at the inn. The heads of the oxen were turned
to the east, and it was evident that those waggons were going in
the direction which | desired. Could | only conceal myself upon
one of them what better and easier way could I find of passing
through the lines of the guerillas? So sinple and so good was
the plan that | could not restrain a cry of delight as it crossed
my mind, and | hurried away instantly in the direction of the
inn. There, from behind some bushes, | had a good | ook at what
was goi ng on upon the road.

There were three peasants with red nontero caps | oading the
barrel s, and they had conpl eted one waggon and the |ower tier of
the other. A nunber of enpty barrels still lay outside the

Wi ne- house waiting to be put on.

Fortune was nmy friend--1 have always said that she is a woman and
cannot resist a dashing young Hussar. As | watched, the three
fellows went into the inn, for the day was hot and they were
thirsty after their labour. Quick as a flash | darted out from
nmy hi di ng-place, clinmbed on to the waggon, and crept into one of
the enmpty casks.

It had a bottom but no top, and it lay upon its side with the
open end inward. There | crouched like a dog in its kennel, ny
knees drawn up to my chin, for the barrels were not very |large
and | ama well-growmm man. As | lay there, out came the three
peasants again, and presently | heard a crash upon the top of ne
which told that | had another barrel above nme. They piled them
upon the cart until | could not inmagine how |l was ever to get out
again. However, it is tinme to think of crossing the Vistula when
you are over the Rhine, and | had no doubt that if chance and ny
own wits had carried me so far they would carry nme farther



Soon, when the waggon was full, they set forth upon their way,
and | within my barrel chuckled at every step, for it was
carrying me whither | wished to go. W travelled slowmy, and the
peasants wal ked besi de t he waggons.

This | knew, because | heard their voices close to me. They
seened to ne to be very nmerry fellows, for they |aughed heartily
as they went. What the joke was | could not understand. Though
| speak their language fairly well | could not hear anything
comc in the scraps of their conversation which nmet ny ear

I reckoned that at the rate of wal king of a team of oxen we
covered about two mles an hour. Therefore, when | was sure that
two and a half hours had passed-- such hours, ny friends,

cranped, suffocated, and nearly poisoned with the fumes of the

| ees--when they had passed, | was sure that the dangerous open
country was behind us, and that we were upon the edge of the
forest and the mountain. So now | had to turn ny m nd upon how
was to get out of my barrel. | had thought of several ways, and
was bal anci ng one agai nst the other when the question was deci ded
for me in a very sinple but unexpected manner.

The waggon stopped suddenly with a jerk, and | heard a nunber of

gruff voices in excited talk. "Were, where?" cried one. "On
our cart," said another. "Who is he?" said a third. "A French
officer; | saw his cap and his boots." They all roared with

| aughter. "I was |ooking out of the w ndow of the posada and
saw himspring into the cask like a toreador with a Seville bul
at his heels."™ "Wich cask, then?" "It was this one," said the

fellow, and sure enough his fist struck the wood beside ny head.
What a situation, my friends, for a man of my standing!
| blush now, after forty years, when | think of it.

To be trussed |ike a fow and to listen helplessly to the rude

| aughter of these boors--to know, too, that ny nmission had come
to an ignom nious and even ridiculous end --1 would have bl essed
the man who woul d have sent a bullet through the cask and freed
me fromnmy msery.

I heard the crashing of the barrels as they hurled themoff the
waggon, and then a couple of bearded faces and the nuzzles of two
guns | ooked in at ne. They seized ne by the sleeves of ny coat,
and they dragged nme out into the daylight. A strange figure

nmust have | ooked as | stood blinking and gaping in the blinding
sunli ght.

My body was bent like a cripple's, for I could not straighten ny
stiff joints, and half ny coat was as red as an English soldier's
fromthe lees in which | had |ain.

They | aughed and | aughed, these dogs, and as | tried to express
by nmy bearing and gestures the contenpt in which I held them
their |aughter grew all the |ouder. But even in these hard
circunstances | bore myself like the man | am and as | cast ny
eye slowly round | did not find that any of the |aughers were



very ready to face it

That one gl ance round was enough to tell ne exactly how I was
situated. | had been betrayed by these peasants into the hands
of an outpost of guerillas. There were eight of them
savage-| ooki ng, hairy creatures, with cotton handkerchi efs under
their sonbreros, and many- buttoned jackets with col oured sashes
round the wai st.

Each had a gun and one or two pistols stuck in his girdle.

The | eader, a great, bearded ruffian, held his gun against ny ear
whil e the others searched ny pockets, taking fromme nmy overcoat,
ny pistol, ny glass, ny sword, and, worst of all, nmy flint and
steel and tinder. Conme what mght, | was ruined, for | had no

| onger the neans of lighting the beacon even if | should reach
it.

Ei ght of them ny friends, with three peasants, and | unarmed!
Was Etienne Gerard in despair? Did he lose his wits? Ah, you
know me too well; but they did not know ne yet, these dogs of
bri gands. Never have | nmade so suprene and astounding an effort
as at this very instant when all seenmed |lost. Yet you m ght
guess many tinmes before you would hit upon the device by which
escaped them Listen and | will tell you.

They had dragged nme fromthe waggon when they searched ne, and

stood, still twisted and warped, in the mdst of them But the
stiffness was wearing off, and already ny mnd was very actively
| ooki ng out for some nethod of breaking away. It was a narrow

pass in which the brigands had their outpost. It was bounded on

the one hand by a steep nountain side. On the other the ground
fell away in a very long slope, which ended in a bushy valley
many hundreds of feet below. These fellows, you understand, were
har dy nmount ai neers, who could travel either up hill or down very
much qui cker than |I. They wore abarcas, or shoes of skin, tied
on like sandals, which gave them a foothold everywhere. A |ess
resolute man woul d have despaired. But in an instant | saw and
used the strange chance which Fortune had placed in ny way. On
the very edge of the slope was one of the wine-barrels. | noved
slowmy toward it, and then with a tiger spring | dived into it
feet forenmpst, and with a roll of my body | tipped it over the
side of the hill

Shall | ever forget that dreadful journey--how | bounded and
crashed and whi zzed down that terrible slope? | had dug in ny
knees and el bows, bunching my body into a conpact bundle so as to
steady it; but my head projected fromthe end, and it was a
marvel that | did not dash out ny brains. There were |ong,
snoot h sl opes, and then came steeper scarps where the barre
ceased to roll, and sprang into the air like a goat, coning down
with a rattle and crash which jarred every bone in ny body. How
the wind whistled in nmy ears, and ny head turned and turned unti

I was sick and gi ddy and nearly sensel ess! Then, with a sw sh
and a great rasping and crackling of branches, | reached the
bushes which | had seen so far below me. Through them | broke ny
way, down a sl ope beyond, and deep into another patch of



under wod, where, striking a sapling, ny barrel flew to pieces.
From ami d a heap of staves and hoops | crawl ed out, ny body
aching in every inch of it, but ny heart singing loudly with joy
and nmy spirit high within me, for I knew how great was the feat
which | had acconplished, and | already seened to see the beacon
bl azing on the hill.

A horrible nausea had seized ne fromthe tossing which | had
undergone, and | felt as | did upon the ocean when first |

experi enced those nmovenents of which the English have taken so
perfidi ous an advantage. | had to sit for a few nmonents with ny
head upon ny hands beside the ruins of ny barrel. But there was
no time for rest.

Al ready | heard shouts above ne which told that ny pursuers were

descending the hill. | dashed into the thickest part of the
underwood, and | ran and ran until | was utterly exhausted. Then
I lay panting and listened with all nmy ears, but no sound canme to
them | had shaken off my enenies

VWhen | had recovered ny breath |I travelled swiftly on, and waded
knee-deep through several brooks, for it cane into my head that
they might follow ne with dogs.

On gaining a clear place and | ooking round ne, | found to ny
delight that in spite of my adventures | had not been nmuch out of
my way. Above ne towered the peak of Merodal, with its bare and
bol d sumrit shooting out of the groves of dwarf oaks which
shrouded its fl anks.

These groves were the continuation of the cover under which
found nyself, and it seened to ne that | had nothing to fear now
until | reached the other side of the forest. At the same time |
knew that every man's hand was agai nst nme, that | was unarned,
and that there were nmany people about me. | saw no one, but
several times | heard shrill whistles, and once the sound of a
gun in the distance.

It was hard work pushing one's way through the bushes, and so
was glad when | cane to the larger trees and found a path which

| ed between them O course, | was too wise to walk upon it, but
| kept near it and followed its course. | had gone sone
di stance, and had, as | inmgined, nearly reached the lint of the

wood, when a strange, nmpani ng sound fell upon ny ears. At first
I thought it was the cry of sonme animal, but then there cane
words, of which | only caught the French exclanmation, "Mn Dieul"
Wth great caution | advanced in the direction fromwhich the
sound proceeded, and this is what | saw.

On a couch of dried | eaves there was stretched a man dressed in
the sane grey uniformwhich | wore nyself.

He was evidently horribly wounded, for he held a cloth to his
breast which was crinmson with his blood. A pool had formed al
round his couch, and he lay in a haze of flies, whose buzzing and
droning woul d certainly have called nmy attention if his groans
had not come to ny ear.



| lay for a nonment, fearing sonme trap, and then, my pity and

I oyalty rising above all other feelings, | ran forward and knelt
by his side. He turned a haggard face upon nme, and it was
Dupl essi s, the man who had gone before ne. 1t needed but one

gl ance at his sunken cheeks and gl azing eyes to tell ne that he
was dyi ng.

"Cerard!" said he; "Gerard!"

| could but [ ook nmy sympathy, but he, though the Iife was ebbing
swiftly out of him still kept his duty before him like the
gal I ant gentl eman he was.

"The beacon, Gerard! You will light it?"

"Have you flint and steel ?"

"It is here!"

"Then I will light it to-night."

"I die happy to hear you say so. They shot nme, Gerard.

But you will tell the Marshal that | did nmy best.”

"And Cortex?"
"He was |l ess fortunate. He fell into their hands and died
horribly. If you see that you cannot get away, Gerard, put a

bullet into your own heart. Don't die as Cortex did."

I could see that his breath was failing, and | bent |low to catch
hi s words.

“Can you tell me anything which can help ne in ny task?" | asked.

"Yes, yes; de Ponbal. He will help you. Trust de Ponmbal.” Wth
the words his head fell back and he was dead.

"Trust de Ponmbal. It is good advice." To ny amazenent a nman was
standi ng at the very side of ne.

So absorbed had | been in ny conrade's words and intent on his
advice that he had crept up without ny observing him Now I
sprang to ny feet and faced him He was a tall, dark fellow,

bl ack- hai red, bl ack-eyed, bl ack-bearded, with a |long, sad face.
In his hand he had a wi ne-bottle and over his shoul der was sl ung
one of the trabucos or blunderbusses which these fell ows bear.
He made no effort to unsling it, and | understood that this was
the man to whom ny dead friend had comended ne.

"Alas, he is gone!" said he, bending over Dupl essis.
"He fled into the wood after he was shot, but | was fortunate

enough to find where he had fallen and to make his |ast hours
nore easy. This couch was my making, and | had brought this w ne



to slake his thirst."

"Sir," said |, "in the name of France | thank you. | ambut a
col onel of light cavalry, but | am Etienne Gerard, and the nanme
stands for sonething in the French arny. My | ask----"

"Yes, sir, | am Al oysius de Ponbal, younger brother of the fanmpus
nobl eman of that nane. At present | amthe first lieutenant in
the band of the guerilla chief who is usually known as Manuel o,
"The Smiler.' "

My word, | clapped ny hand to the place where ny pistol should
have been, but the man only smiled at the gesture.

"I amhis first lieutenant, but | amalso his deadly eneny," said
he. He slipped off his jacket and pulled up his shirt as he
spoke. "Look at this!" he cried, and he turned upon ne a back
which was all scored and |acerated with red and purple weals.
"This is what 'The Sniler' has done to me, a man with the nobl est
bl ood of Portugal in ny veins. What | will do to 'The Smler’
you have still to see.”

There was such fury in his eyes and in the grin of his white
teeth that | could no I onger doubt his truth, with that clotted
and oozing back to corroborate his words.

"I have ten nmen sworn to stand by ne," said he. "In a few days |
hope to join your army, when | have done ny work here. In the
meanwhi l e--" A strange change came over his face, and he
suddenly slung his nusket to the front: "Hold up your hands, you
French hound!" he yelled. "Up with them or | blow your head

of I'"

You start, my friends! You stare! Think, then, how | stared and
started at this sudden endi ng of our talk.

There was the black nmuzzle and there the dark, angry eyes behind
it. What could | do? | was helpless. | raised ny hands in the
air. At the same nonent voices sounded fromall parts of the
wood, there were crying and calling and rushing of nmany feet. A
swar m of dreadful figures broke through the green bushes, a dozen
hands seized ne, and |, poor, luckless, frenzied I, was a

pri soner once nore. Thank God, there was no pistol which | could
have plucked fromny belt and snapped at nmy own head. Had | been
armed at that nonent | should not be sitting here in this cafe
and telling you these old-world tales.

Wth griny, hairy hands clutching ne on every side | was |ed

al ong the pathway through the wood, the villain de Ponbal giving
directions to ny Captors. Four of the brigands carried up the
dead body of Dupl essis.

The shadows of evening were already falling when we cleared the
forest and canme out upon the nmountain-side.

Up this | was driven until we reached the headquarters of the
guerillas, which lay in a cleft close to the sumrit of the



mountain. There was the beacon which had cost me so nmuch, a
square stack of wood, immedi ately above our heads. Bel ow were
two or three huts which had bel onged, no doubt, to goatherds, and
whi ch were now used to shelter these rascals. Into one of these
I was cast, bound and hel pl ess, and the dead body of my poor
conrade was | aid beside ne.

I was lying there with the one thought still consunming nme, how to
wait a few hours and to get at that pile of fagots above ny head,
when the door of ny prison opened and a man entered. Had ny
hands been free | should have flown at his throat, for it was
none other than de Ponbal. A couple of brigands were at his
heel s, but he ordered them back and cl osed the door behind him

"You villain!'" said |

"Hush!" he cried. "Speak |low, for | do not know who nay be
listening, and ny life is at stake. | have sone words to say to
you, Colonel Cerard; | wish well to you, as | did to your dead
conmpanion. As | spoke to you beside his body | saw that we were
surrounded, and that your capture was unavoi dable. | should have
shared your fate had | hesitated. | instantly captured you

nyself, so as to preserve the confidence of the band.

Your own sense will tell you that there was nothing else for ne
to do. | do not know now whether | can save you, but at |east |
will try."

This was a new |ight upon the situation. | told himthat I could

not tell how far he spoke the truth, but that | would judge him
by his actions.

"I ask nothing better," said he. "A word of advice to you! The
chief will see you now. Speak himfair, or he will have you sawn
between two planks. Contradict nothing he says. G ve him such
informati on as he wants. It is your only chance. |f you can
gain tine sonething may come in our favour. Now, | have no nore

time. Come at once, or suspicion may be awakened.”

He hel ped ne to rise, and then, opening the door, he dragged ne
out very roughly, and with the aid of the fellows outside he
brutally pushed and thrust me to the place where the guerilla
chief was seated, with his rude followers gathered round him

A remar kabl e man was Manuel o, "The Smiler." He was fat and
florid and confortable, with a big, clean- shaven face and a bald
head, the very nodel of a kindly father of a famly. As | |ooked

at his honest smle |I could scarcely believe that this was,

i ndeed, the infanous ruffian whose nane was a horror through the
English Army as well as our owmm. It is well known that Trent,
who was a British officer, afterward had the fell ow hanged for
his brutalities. He sat upon a boul der and he beanmed upon ne

i ke one who neets an ol d acquai ntance.

| observed, however, that one of his nen | eaned upon a |ong saw,
and the sight was enough to cure nme of all del usions.



"CGood evening, Colonel Gerard," said he. "W have been highly
honoured by General Massena's staff: Major Cortex one day,

Col onel Dupl essis the next, and now Col onel Gerard. Possibly the
Mar shal hinself may be induced to honour us with a visit. You
have seen Duplessis, | understand. Cortex you will find nailed
to a tree down yonder. It only renains to be deci ded how we can
best di spose of yourself."

It was not a cheering speech; but all the tine his fat face was
wreathed in smles, and he lisped out his words in the nost

m nci ng and anmi abl e fashion. Now, however, he suddenly |eaned
forward, and | read a very real intensity in his eyes.

"Col onel Gerard," said he, "I cannot prom se you your life, for
it is not our custom but | can give you an easy death or | can
give you a terrible one. Wiich shall it be?"

"What do you wish ne to do in exchange?"

"If you would die easy | ask you to give ne truthful answers to
t he questions which I ask."

A sudden thought flashed through ny m nd.
"You wish to kill ne," said I; "it cannot matter to you how I
die. If | answer your questions, will you let ne choose the
manner of my own deat h?"

"Yes, | will," said he, "so long as it is before m dnight
to-night."
"Swear it!" 1 cried.

"The word of a Portuguese gentlenman is sufficient," said he.

“"Not a word will | say until you have sworn it."

He flushed with anger and his eyes swept round toward the saw.
But he understood frommny tone that | neant what | said, and that
I was not a man to be bullied into subm ssion. He pulled a cross
fromunder his zammara or jacket of black sheepskin.

"I swear it," said he.

Oh, ny joy as | heard the words! Wat an end-- what an end for
the first swordsnman of France! | could have | aughed with delight
at the thought.

"Now, your questions!" said |

"You swear in turn to answer themtruly?"

"I do, upon the honour of a gentlenman and a soldier."

It was, as you perceive, a terrible thing that | prom sed, but
what was it conmpared to what | nmight gain by conpliance?



"This is a very fair and a very interesting bargain," said he,
taki ng a note-book from his pocket.

"Woul d you kindly turn your gaze toward the French canp?”

Following the direction of his gesture, | turned and | ooked down
upon the canp in the plain beneath us. 1In spite of the fifteen
mles, one could in that clear atnosphere see every detail with
t he utnost distinctness.

There were the |long squares of our tents and our huts, with the
cavalry lines and the dark patches which marked the ten batteries
of artillery. How sad to think of ny magnificent reginment

wai ti ng down yonder, and to know that they would never see their
col onel again! Wth one squadron of them | could have swept al
these cut-throats of the face of the earth. M eager eyes filled

with tears as | | ooked at the corner of the canp where | knew
that there were eight hundred nmen, any one of whom woul d have
died for his colonel. But ny sadness vani shed when | saw beyond

the tents the plunes of snoke which marked the headquarters at
Torres Novas. There was Massena, and, please God, at the cost of
my life his mission would that night be done. A spasm of pride
and exultation filled ny breast. | should have |liked to have had
a voice of thunder that | might call to them "Behold it is I

Eti enne Gerard, who will die in order to save the arny of
Clausel!" It was, indeed, sad to think that so noble a deed
shoul d be done, and that no one should be there to tell the tale.
"Now, " said the brigand chief, "you see the canmp and you see al so
the road which leads to Coinbra. It is crowded with your
fourgons and your ambul ances. Does this nean that Massena is
about to retreat?"

One coul d see the dark noving |ines of waggons with an occasi ona
flash of steel fromthe escort. There could, apart from ny

prom se, be no indiscretion in admitting that which was al ready
obvi ous.

"He will retreat,” said I.
"By Coi nbra?"

"l believe so."

"But the arny of C ausel ?"
| shrugged ny shoul ders.

"Every path to the south is blocked. No nessage can reach them
If Massena falls back the arny of Clausel is dooned."

"It nmust take its chance," said |
"How nmany men has he?"

"I should say about fourteen thousand."



"How nuch caval ry?"
"One brigade of Mntbrun's Division."
"What regi ments?”

"The 4th Chasseurs, the 9th Hussars, and a regi nent of
Cuirassiers."

"Quite right," said he, |ooking at his note-book. "I can tel

you speak the truth, and Heaven help you if you don't." Then,
di vi si on by division, he went over the whole army, asking the
conposition of each brigade.

Need | tell you that | would have had ny tongue torn out before
woul d have told himsuch things had | not a greater end in view?
I would et himknow all if | could but save the army of Cl ausel

At | ast he closed his note-book and replaced it in his pocket.
"I am obliged to you for this information, which shall reach Lord
Wel lington to-norrow, " said he.

"You have done your share of the bargain; it is for ne nowto
performmne. How would you wish to die? As a soldier you
woul d, no doubt, prefer to be shot, but sone think that a junp
over the Merodal precipice is really an easier death. A good few
have taken it, but we were, unfortunately, never able to get an
opi nion fromthem afterward. There is the saw, too, which does
not appear to be popular. W could hang you, no doubt, but it
woul d i nvol ve the inconveni ence of going down to the wood.
However, a promi se is a pronise, and you seemto be an excellent

fellow, so we will spare no pains to neet your w shes."
"You said," | answered, "that | nust die before m dnight.
I will choose, therefore, just one mnute before that hour."

"Very good," said he. "Such clinging to life is rather childish,
but your wi shes shall be net."

"As to the nmethod," | added, "I love a death which all the world
can see. Put ne on yonder pile of fagots and burn ne alive, as
saints and martyrs have been burned before ne. That is no common
end, but one which an Enperor night envy."

The idea seened to amuse himvery nuch. "Wy not?" said he. "If
Massena has sent you to spy upon us, he may guess what the fire
upon the nountain neans."”

"Exactly," said I. "You have hit upon ny very reason. He wll
guess, and all will know, that | have died a soldier's death."

"I see no objection whatever," said the brigand, with his

abom nable smile. "I will send sone goat's flesh and wine into
your hut. The sun is sinking and it is nearly eight o' clock. 1In
four hours be ready for your end.”



It was a beautiful world to be leaving. | |ooked at the gol den
haze bel ow, where the last rays of the sinking sun shone upon the
bl ue waters of the w nding Tagus and gl eaned upon the white sails
of the English transports.

Very beautiful it was, and very sad to | eave; but there are
things nore beautiful than that. The death that is died for the
sake of others, honour, and duty, and loyalty, and | ove--these
are the beauties far brighter than any which the eye can see. M
breast was filled with admration for ny own nost nobl e conduct,
and wi th wonder whether any soul would ever conme to know how

had placed nmyself in the heart of the beacon which saved the arny
of Clausel. | hoped so and | prayed so, for what a consol ation
it would be to ny nother, what an exanple to the arny, what a
pride to ny Hussars! \When de Ponbal cane at last into ny hut
with the food and the wine, the first request | nade himwas that
he woul d wite an account of my death and send it to the French

canp.
He answered not a word, but | ate ny supper with a better
appetite fromthe thought that my glorious fate would not be
al t oget her unknown.

| had been there about two hours when the door opened again, and
the chief stood |ooking in. | was in darkness, but a brigand
with a torch stood beside him and |I saw his eyes and his teeth
gl eam ng as he peered at ne.

"Ready?" he asked.

"It is not yet tine."

“You stand out for the |ast ninute?"

"A promise is a promse."

"Very good. Be it so. W have a little justice to do anobng
oursel ves, for one of ny fellows has been mni sbehavi ng.

We have a strict rule of our own which is no respecter of
persons, as de Ponbal here could tell you.

Do you truss himand lay himon the faggots, de Ponbal, and
will return to see himdie.'

De Ponbal and the man with the torch entered, while | heard the
steps of the chief passing away. De Ponbal closed the door

"Col onel Cerard," said he, "you nust trust this man, for he is
one of ny party. It is neck or nothing. W nmay save you yet.

But | take a great risk, and | want a definite promse. If we
save you, will you guarantee that we have a friendly reception in
the French canp and that all the past will be forgotten?”

"I do guarantee it."

"And | trust your honour. Now, quick, quick, there is not an



instant to lose! If this nonster returns we shall die horribly,
all three.”

| stared in amazenent at what he did. Catching up a |long rope he
wound it round the body of ny dead conrade, and he tied a cloth
round his nouth so as to al nost cover his face.

"Do you lie there!" he cried, and he laid ne in the place of the
dead body. "I have four of ny nmen waiting, and they will place
this upon the beacon." He opened the door and gave an order
Several of the brigands entered and bore out Duplessis. For
nmyself | remained upon the floor, with my mind in a turnoil of
hope and wonder.

Five mnutes | ater de Ponbal and his nmen were back

"You are laid upon the beacon," said he; "I defy anyone in the
world to say it is not you, and you are so gagged and bound t hat
no one can expect you to speak or nove. Now, it only remains to
carry forth the body of Duplessis and to toss it over the Meroda
precipice."

Two of them seized nme by the head and two by the heels, and
carried me, stiff and inert, fromthe hut. As | cane into the
open air | could have cried out in nmy amazenent. The nmoon had

ri sen above the beacon, and there, clear outlined against its
silver light, was the figure of the man stretched upon the top
The brigands were either in their canmp or standing round the
beacon, for none of them stopped or questioned our little party.
De Ponbal led themin the direction of the precipice. At the
brow we were out of sight, and there I was allowed to use ny feet
once nore. De Ponbal pointed to a narrow, w nding track

"This is the way down," said he, and then, suddenly,

"Dios mo, what is that?"

A terrible cry had risen out of the woods beneath us.

I saw that de Ponbal was shivering |like a frightened horse.

"It is that devil," he whispered. "He is treating another as he
treated ne. But on, on, for Heaven help us if he |l ays his hands
upon us."

One by one we crawli ed down the narrow goat track

At the bottomof the cliff we were back in the wods once nore.
Suddenly a yellow gl are shone above us, and the black shadows of
the tree-trunks started out in front.

They had fired the beacon behind us. Even from where we stood we
coul d see that inpassive body am d the flanmes, and the bl ack
figures of the guerillas as they danced, howling Iike cannibals,
round the pile. Ha! how | shook nmy fist at them the dogs, and
how I vowed that one day ny Hussars and | woul d nake the
reckoni ng | evel!



De Ponbal knew how t he outposts were placed and all the paths
which | ed through the forest. But to avoid these villains we had
to plunge anong the hills and walk for many a weary mle. And
yet how gladly would | have wal ked those extra | eagues if only
for one sight which they brought to ny eyes! It may have been
two o' clock in the norning when we halted upon the bare shoul der

of a hill over which our path curled. Looking back we saw the
red glow of the enbers of the beacon as if volcanic fires were
bursting fromthe tall peak of Merodal. And then, as | gazed,

saw sonet hi ng el se-- sonething which caused nme to shriek with joy
and to fall upon the ground, rolling in my delight. For, far
away upon the southern horizon, there winked and tw nkled one
great yellow light, throbbing and flam ng, the |ight of no house,
the light of no star, but the answering beacon of Munt d' Gssa,
which told that the arny of Clausel knew what Etienne Gerard had
been sent to tell them

V. How the Brigadier Triunphed in England

I have told you, my friends, how | triunphed over the English at

the fox-hunt when | pursued the aninmal so fiercely that even the

herd of trained dogs was unable to keep up, and alone with ny own
hand | put himto the sword. Perhaps | have said too nmuch of the
matter, but there is a thrill in the triunphs of sport which even
war fare cannot give, for in warfare you share your successes wth
your reginment and your arny, but in sport it is you yourself

unai ded who have won the laurels. It is an advantage which the
Engli sh have over us that in all classes they take great interest
in every formof sport. It may be that they are richer than we,

or it may be that they are nore idle: but | was surprised when
was a prisoner in that country to observe how wi despread was this
feeling, and how nmuch it filled the minds and the lives of the
people. A horse that will run, a cock that will fight, a dog
that will kill rats, a man that will box--they would turn away
fromthe Enperor in all his glory in order to | ook upon any of

t hese.

I could tell you many stories of English sport, for I saw nmuch of
it during the tinme that | was the guest of Lord Rufton, after the
order for my exchange had cone to England. There were nonths
before |I could be sent back to France, and during this tine |
stayed with this good Lord Rufton at his beautiful house of High
Conbe, which is at the northern end of Dartmpor. He had ridden
with the police when they had pursued nme from Princetown, and he
had felt toward me when | was overtaken as | would nyself have

felt had I, in my own country, seen a brave and debonair sol dier
without a friend to help him In a word, he took me to his
house, clad ne, fed ne, and treated ne as if he had been ny
brother. | will say this of the English, that they were al ways

generous enem es, and very good people with whomto fight.

In the Peninsula the Spanish outposts would present their nuskets
at ours, but the British their brandy-flasks. And of all these
generous nen there was none who was the equal of this admrable
mlord, who held out so warma hand to an eneny in distress.



Ah! what thoughts of sport it brings back to nme, the very nanme of
Hi gh Conbe! | can see it now, the long, |ow brick house, warm
and ruddy, with white plaster pillars before the door. He was a
great sportsman, this Lord Rufton, and all who were about him
were of the same sort. But you will be pleased to hear that
there were few things in which I could not hold ny own, and in
some | excelled. Behind the house was a wood in which pheasants
were reared, and it was Lord Rufton's joy to kill these birds,
whi ch was done by sending in nen to drive them out while he and
his friends stood outside and shot them as they passed. For ny
part, I was nore crafty, for | studied the habits of the bird,
and stealing out in the evening I was able to kill a number of
them as they roosted in the trees. Hardly a single shot was

wast ed, but the keeper was attracted by the sound of the firing,
and he inplored ne in his rough English fashion to spare those
that were left. That night | was able to place twelve birds as a
surprise upon Lord Rufton's supper- table, and he | aughed unti

he cried, so overjoyed was he to see them "Gad, Gerard, you'l
be the death of nme yet!" he cried. Oten he said the same thing,
for at every turn | amazed himby the way in which | entered into
the sports of the English.

There is a gane called cricket which they play in the sumrer, and
this also | |earned. Rudd, the head gardener, was a fanpus

pl ayer of cricket, and so was Lord Rufton hinself. Before the
house was a | awn, and here it was that Rudd taught nme the gane.

It is a brave pastine, a gane for soldiers, for each tries to
strike the other with the ball, and it is but a small stick with
which you may ward it off. Three sticks behind show the spot
beyond which you may not retreat. | can tell you that it is no
gane for children, and | will confess that, in spite of nmy nine
canpaigns, | felt nyself turn pale when first the ball flashed
past ne. So swift was it that | had not time to raise ny stick
to ward it off, but by good fortune it m ssed nme and knocked down

t he wooden pins which marked the boundary. It was for Rudd then
to defend hinself and for me to attack. When | was a boy in
Gascony | learned to throw both far and straight, so that | made

sure that | could hit this gallant Englishman.

Wth a shout | rushed forward and hurled the ball at him It
flew as swift as a bullet toward his ribs, but without a word he
swung his staff and the ball rose a surprising distance in the
air. Lord Rufton clapped his hands and cheered. Again the bal
was brought to ne, and again it was for ne to throw. This tine
it flew past his head, and it seenmed to me that it was his turn
to | ook pale.

But he was a brave man, this gardener, and again he faced ne.

Ah, ny friends, the hour of ny triunph had come! It was a red
wai st coat that he wore, and at this | hurled the ball. You would
have said that | was a gunner, not a hussar, for never was so
straight an aim Wth a despairing cry--the cry of the brave man
who is beaten --he fell upon the wooden pegs behind him and they
all rolled upon the ground together. He was cruel, this English
mlord, and he | aughed so that he could not cone to the aid of
his servant. It was for me, the victor, to rush forward to



enbrace this intrepid player, and to raise himto his feet with
words of praise, and encouragenent, and hope. He was in pain and
could not stand erect, yet the honest fellow confessed that there
was no accident in ny victory. "He did it a-purpose! He did it
a- pur pose!"

Again and again he said it. Yes, it is a great gane this
cricket, and I would gladly have ventured upon it again but Lord
Rufton and Rudd said that it was late in the season, and so they
woul d play no nore.

How foolish of ne, the old, broken man, to dwell upon these
successes, and yet | will confess that ny age has been very nuch
soot hed and conforted by the nenory of the wonen who have | oved
me and the nen whom | have overconme. It is pleasant to think
that five years afterward, when Lord Rufton cane to Paris after
the peace, he was able to assure ne that ny nanme was still a
famus one in the north of Devonshire for the fine exploits that
I had perforned. Especially, he said, they still tal ked over ny
boxi ng match with the Honourabl e Bal dock. It canme about in this
way. O an evening many sportsmen woul d assenble at the house of
Lord Rufton, where they would drink nmuch wi ne, make wild bets,
and talk of their horses and their foxes. How well | renenber
those strange creatures. Sir Barrington, Jack Lupton, of

Bar nst abl e, Col onel Addi son, Johnny MIler, Lord Sadler, and ny
eneny, the Honourabl e Bal dock. They were of the sane stanp al

of them drinkers, madcaps, fighters, ganmblers, full of strange
caprices and extraordinary whims. Yet they were kindly fell ows
in their rough fashion, save only this Baldock, a fat man, who
prided hinself on his skill at the box-fight. It was he who, by
hi s | aughter agai nst the French because they were ignorant of
sport, caused ne to challenge himin the very sport at which he

excelled. You will say that it was foolish, ny friends, but the
decanter had passed many tinmes, and the blood of youth ran hot in
my veins. | would fight him this boaster; | would show hi mthat
if we had not skill at |east we had courage. Lord Rufton would
not allowit. | insisted. The others cheered me on and sl apped
me on the back. "No, dash it, Baldock, he's our guest," said
Rufton. "It's his own doing," the other answered. "Look here,

Rufton, they can't hurt each other if they wear the maw eys,"
cried Lord Sadler. And so it was agreed.

What the mawl eys were | did not know, but presently they brought
out four great puddi ngs of leather, not unlike a fencing glove,
but larger. Wth these our hands were covered after we had
stripped ourselves of our coats and our wai stcoats. Then the
table, with the glasses and decanters, was pushed into the corner
of the room and behold us; face to face! Lord Sadler sat in the

armchair with a watch in his open hand. "Tine!" said he

I will confess to you, ny friends, that | felt at that nonent a
tremor such as none of ny many duels have ever given ne. Wth

sword or pistol | amat home, but here | only understood that |

nmust struggle with this fat Englishman and do what | could, in
spite of these great puddi ngs upon ny hands, to overcone him

And at the very outset | was disarnmed of the best weapon that was
left to nme. "Mnd, Cerard, no kicking!" said Lord Rufton in mny



ear. | had only a pair of thin dancing slippers, and yet the nman
was fat, and a few well-directed kicks m ght have left ne the
victor. But there is an etiquette just as there is in fencing,

and | refrained. | |ooked at this Englishman and | wondered how
| should attack him His ears were |large and prom nent. Could
seize them | might drag himto the ground. | rushed in, but I

was betrayed by this flabby glove, and twice | lost ny hold. He
struck me, but | cared little for his blows, and again | seized
himby the ear. He fell, and | rolled upon himand thunped his
head upon the ground.

How t hey cheered and | aughed, these gallant Englishnmen, and how
they cl apped nme on the back

"Even noney on the Frenchman," cried Lord Sadl er
"He fights foul," cried ny eneny, rubbing his crinson ears. "He
savaged ne on the ground."

"You nust take your chance of that," said Lord Rufton, coldly.
"Time!" cried Lord Sadler, and once again we advanced to the
assaul t.

He was flushed, and his small eyes were as vicious as those of a
bull -dog. There was hatred on his face. For my part | carried
myself lightly and gaily. A French gentlenman fights but he does
not hate. | drew nyself up before him and | bowed as | have
done in the duello.

There can be grace and courtesy as well as defiance in a bow, |
put all three into this one, with a touch of ridicule in the

shrug which acconpanied it. It was at this nonent that he struck
me. The room spun round ne. | fell upon ny back. But in an
instant | was on ny feet again and had rushed to a cl ose conbat.
His ear, his hair, his nose, | seized themeach in turn. Once
again the mad joy of the battle was in ny veins. The old cry of
triunph rose to ny lips. "Vive |'Enpereur!" | yelled as | drove
ny head into his stomach. He threw his armround ny neck, and
hol ding me with one hand he struck me with the other. | buried

ny teeth in his arm and he shouted with pain. "Call himoff,
Rufton!" he screaned.

"Call himoff, man! He's worrying ne!" They dragged ne away
fromhim Can | ever forget it?--the laughter, the cheering, the
congratul ations! Even ny eneny bore ne no ill-will, for he shook
me by the hand. For ny part | enbraced himon each cheek. Five
years afterward | |earned fromLord Rufton that my noble bearing
upon that evening was still fresh in the nmenory of my English
friends.

It is not, however, of ny own exploits in sport that | wish to
speak to you to-night, but it is of the Lady Jane Dacre and the
strange adventure of which she was the cause. Lady Jane Dacre
was Lord Rufton's sister and the | ady of his household. | fear
that until | came it was lonely for her, since she was a
beautiful and refined woman with nothing in common with those who



were about her. |Indeed, this might be said of nmany wonen in the
Engl and of those days, for the men were rude and rough and
coarse, with boorish habits and few acconplishnents, while the
wormen were the nost |ovely and tender that | have ever known. We
became great friends, the Lady Jane and I, for it was not
possible for me to drink three bottles of port after dinner like
those Devonshire gentlenmen, and so | would seek refuge in her
drawi ng-room where evening after evening she would play the

har psi chord and | would sing the songs of ny own land. |In those
peaceful nmoments | would find a refuge fromthe misery which
filled me, when | reflected that ny reginment was left in the
front of the eneny wi thout the chief whomthey had | earned to

| ove and to foll ow

I ndeed, | could have torn ny hair when | read in the English
papers of the fine fighting which was going on in Portugal and on
the frontiers of Spain, all of which I had m ssed through ny

m sfortune in falling into the hands of M| ord Wellington.

From what | have told you of the Lady Jane you will have guessed
what occurred, ny friends. Etienne CGerard is thrown into the
conpany of a young and beautiful woman. What nust it mean for
hin? What nust it nean for her? It was not for me, the guest,
the captive, to nake love to the sister of ny host. But | was
reserved.

I was discreet. | tried to curb ny own enptions and to

di scourage hers. For ny own part | fear that | betrayed myself,
for the eye becones nore el oquent when the tongue is silent.
Every quiver of my fingers as | turned over her nusic-sheets told
her ny secret. But she--she was admirable. It is in these
matters that wonen have a genius for deception. [If | had not
penetrated her secret | should often have thought that she forgot
even that | was in the house. For hours she would sit lost in a
sweet nel ancholy, while | admired her pale face and her curls in
the lanp-light, and thrilled within me to think that | had noved
her so deeply. Then at last | would speak, and she would start
in her chair and stare at me with the nost admirable pretence of
bei ng surprised to find me in the room Ah! how | |onged to hur
mysel f suddenly at her feet, to kiss her white hand, to assure
her that | had surprised her secret and that | would not abuse
her confi dence.

But no, | was not her equal, and | was under her roof as a
castaway enemy. M/ lips were sealed. | endeavoured to initate
her own wonderful affectation of indifference, but, as you may
think? | was eagerly alert for any opportunity of serving her

One norning Lady Jane had driven in her phaeton to Okehanpton,
and | strolled along the road which led to that place in the hope
that | might neet her on her return.

It was the early winter, and banks of fading fern sloped down to
the winding road. It is a bleak place this Dartnoor, wild and
rocky--a country of wind and mi st.

| felt as | walked that it is no wonder Englishmen should suffer



fromthe spleen. M own heart was heavy within ne, and | sat
upon a rock by the wayside | ooking out on the dreary view with ny
t houghts full of trouble and foreboding. Suddenly, however, as |
gl anced down the road, | saw a sight which drove everything el se
frommnmy mnd, and caused me to leap to ny feet with a cry of
astoni shnment and anger

Down the curve of the road a phaeton was com ng, the pony tearing
along at full gallop. Wthin was the very | ady whom | had cone
to nmeet. She |ashed at the pony |ike one who endeavours to
escape from sonme pressing danger, glancing ever backward over her
shoul der. The bend of the road concealed fromnme what it was
that had al armed her, and | ran forward not knowi ng what to
expect.

The next instant | saw the pursuer, and ny amazenent was
increased at the sight. It was a gentlenman in the red coat of an
Engli sh fox-hunter, nmounted on a great grey horse. He was
galloping as if in a race, and the long stride of the splendid
creature beneath him soon brought himup to the lady's flying
carriage. | saw himstoop and seize the reins of the pony, so as
to bring it to a halt. The next instant he was deep in talk with
the |l ady, he bending forward in his saddl e and speaki ng eagerly,
she shrinking away fromhimas if she feared and | oathed him

You may think, my dear friends, that this was not a sight at
which | could calmMy gaze. How ny heart thrilled within nme to
think that a chance shoul d have been given to nme to serve the
Lady Jane! | ran--oh, good Lord, how | ran! At |last,
breat hl ess, speechless, | reached the phaeton. The man gl anced
up at me with his blue English eyes, but so deep was he in his
talk that he paid no heed to ne, nor did the |ady say a word.

She still |eaned back, her beautiful pale face gazing up at him
He was a good-1ooking fellow-tall, and strong, and brown; a pang
of jealousy seized ne as | |ooked at him He was tal king | ow and

fast, as the English do when they are in earnest.

"I tell you, Jinny, it's you and only you that | love," said he.
"Don't bear malice, Jinny. Let by-gones be by-gones. Conme now,
say it's all over."

"No, never, GCeorge, never!" she cried.

A dusky red suffused his handsone face. The man was furious.

"Why can't you forgive nme, Jinny?"

"I can't forget the past.”

"By CGeorge, you nust! |'ve asked enough. |It's tinme to order
now. |'Il have ny rights, d'ye hear?" His hand cl osed upon her
wrist.

At last ny breath had returned to ne.

"Madane," | said, as | raised ny hat, "do | intrude, or is there
any possible way in which | can be of service to you?"



But neither of them minded me any nore than if | had been a fly
who buzzed between them Their eyes were | ocked together

“I'"'l'l have ny rights, | tell you. 1|'ve waited |ong enough."
"There's no use bullying, George."
"Do you give in?"

“No, never!"

"I's that your final answer?"

"Yes, it is."

He gave a bitter curse and threw down her hand.

"All right, nmy lady, we'll see about this."

"Excuse me, sir!" said |, with dignity.

"Ch, go to blazes!" he cried, turning on ne with his furious
face. The next instant he had spurred his horse and was
gal | opi ng down the road once nore.

Lady Jane gazed after himuntil he was out of sight, and | was

surprised to see that her face wore a snile and not a frown.
Then she turned to me and hel d out her hand.

"You are very kind, Colonel Gerard. You neant well, | amsure."
"Madane," said I, "if you can oblige me with the gentlenman's nane
and address | will arrange that he shall never trouble you
again."

"No scandal, | beg of you," she cried.

"Madane, | could not so far forget nyself. Rest assured that no
| ady' s name woul d ever be nmentioned by me in the course of such
an incident. In bidding ne to go to blazes this gentlenman has

relieved ne fromthe enbarrassnent of having to invent a cause of
quarrel ."

"Col onel Gerard," said the |ady, earnestly, "you nust give ne
your word as a soldier and a gentleman that this matter goes no
farther, and also that you will say nothing to nmy brother about
what you have seen. Prom se nme!"”

“If | nust."

"I hold you to your word. Now drive with me to Hi gh Conbe, and
will explain as we go."

The first words of her explanation went into ne |ike a
sabr e- poi nt .



"That gentleman,"” said she, "is nmy husband."
"Your husband!"

"You nust have known that | was nmarried." She seened surprised
at ny agitation.

"l did not know. "

"This is Lord Ceorge Dacre. W have been nmarried two years.
There is no need to tell you how he wonged nme. | left himand
sought a refuge under ny brother's roof. Up till to-day he has
| eft me there unnol ested.

What | nust above all things avoid is the chance of a due
betwi xt my husband and ny brother. It is horrible to think of.
For this reason Lord Rufton nust know nothing of this chance
neeting of to-day."

"I'f ny pistol could free you fromthis annoyance ----

"No, no, it is not to be thought of. Renenber your proni se,
Col onel Gerard. And not a word at Hi gh Conbe of what you have
seen!™

Her husband! | had pictured in ny mnd that she was a young

wi dow. This brown-faced brute with his "go to blazes" was the
husband of this tender dove of a woman. Oh, if she would but
allow me to free her fromso odious an encunbrance! There is no
di vorce so quick and certain as that which I could give her. But
a promse is a promse, and | kept it to the letter. M nouth
was seal ed.

In a week | was to be sent back fromPlynouth to St. Malo, and it
seenmed to ne that | might never hear the sequel of the story.

And yet it was destined that it should have a sequel and that |
shoul d play a very pleasing and honourable part in it.

It was only three days after the event which |I have descri bed
when Lord Rufton burst hurriedly into ny room

His face was pale and his manner that of a man in extrene
agi tation.

"Gerard," he cried, "have you seen Lady Jane Dacre?"

I had seen her after breakfast and it was now m d-day.

"By Heaven, there's villainy here!" cried nmy poor friend, rushing
about like a madman. "The bailiff has been up to say that a

chai se and pair were seen driving full split down the Tavistock
Road. The bl acksnith heard a woman scream as it passed his

forge. Jane has disappeared. By the Lord, | believe that she
has been ki dnapped by this villain Dacre." He rang the bel
furiously. "Two horses, this instant!" he cried. "Colone

Gerard, your pistols! Jane cones back with me this night from



Gravel Hanger or there will be a new master in H gh Conbe Hall."

Behold us then within half an hour, l|ike two knight- errants of
old, riding forth to the rescue of this lady in distress. It was
near Tavistock that Lord Dacre |lived, and at every house and
toll-gate along the road we heard the news of the flying
post-chaise in front of us, so there could be no doubt whither
they were bound. As we rode Lord Rufton told me of the nman whom
we were pursuing.

H s name, it seens, was a household word throughout all England
for every sort of mischief. Wne, wonen, dice, cards, racing--in
all forms of debauchery he had earned for hinself a terrible
name. He was of an old and noble famly, and it had been hoped
that he had sowed his wild oats when he married the beautifu

Lady Jane Rufton.

For some nonths he had i ndeed behaved well, and then he had
wounded her feelings in their nmost tender part by sone unworthy
liaison. She had fled fromhis house and taken refuge with her
brother, from whose care she had now been dragged once nore,
against her will. |1 ask you if two men could have had a fairer
errand than that upon which Lord Rufton and nmyself were riding.

"That's Gravel Hanger," he cried at last, pointing with his crop

and there on the green side of a hill was an old brick and tinber
bui l di ng as beautiful as only an English country-house can be.
"There's an inn by the park-gate, and there we shall |eave our

horses," he added.

For ny own part it seened to ne that with so just a cause we
shoul d have done best to ride boldly up to his door and sunmon
himto surrender the lady. But there | was wrong. For the one
thing which every Englishman fears is the law. He makes it

hi nsel f, and when he has once nmade it it becomes a terrible
tyrant before whomthe bravest quails. He will snile at breaking
his neck, but he will turn pale at breaking the law. It seens,
then, fromwhat Lord Rufton told ne as we wal ked t hrough the
park, that we were on the wong side of the lawin this matter.
Lord Dacre was in the right in carrying off his wife, since she
did i ndeed belong to him and our own position now was nothing
better than that of burglars and trespassers. |t was not for
burglars to openly approach the front door. W could take the

| ady by force or by craft, but we could not take her by right,
for the | aw was against us. This was what ny friend explained to
me as we crept up toward the shelter of a shrubbery which was
close to the wi ndows of the house. Thence we could exanine this
fortress, see whether we could effect a |odgnment in it, and,
above all, try to establish some conmmunication with the beautifu
pri soner inside.

There we were, then, in the shrubbery, Lord Rufton and |, each
with a pistol in the pockets of our riding coats, and with the
nost resolute determination in our hearts that we shoul d not
return without the |ady.

Eagerly we scanned every wi ndow of the w de-spread house.



Not a sign could we see of the prisoner or of anyone el se; but on
the gravel drive outside the door were the deep- sunk marks of
the wheels of the chaise. There was no doubt that they had
arrived. Crouching anmong the |aurel bushes we held a whi spered
council of wary but a singular interruption brought it to an end.

Qut of the door of the house there stepped a tall, flaxen- haired
man, such a figure as one would choose for the flank of a
Grenadi er conpany. As he turned his brown face and his blue eyes
toward us | recognised Lord Dacre.

Wth |ong strides he came down the gravel path straight for the
spot where we | ay.

"Conme out, Ned!" he shouted; "you'll have the gane- keeper
putting a charge of shot into you. Cone out, man, and don't
skul k behind the bushes.”

It was not a very heroic situation for us. M poor friend rose
with a crinmson face. | sprang to ny feet also and bowed with
such dignity as | could nuster.

"Halloa! it's the Frenchman, is it?" said he, w thout returning

nmy bow. "l've got a crowto pluck with himalready. As to you,
Ned, | knew you woul d be hot on our scent, and so | was | ooking
out for you. | saw you cross the park and go to ground in the

shrubbery. Cone in, man, and let us have all the cards on the
table.”

He seenmed master of the situation, this handsone giant of a man

standing at his ease on his own ground while we slunk out of our
hi di ng-pl ace. Lord Rufton had said not a word, but | saw by his
dar kened brow and his sonbre eyes that the storm was gathering.

Lord Dacre led the way into the house, and we followed cl ose at

hi s heel s.

He ushered us himself into an oak-panelled sitting-room closing
t he door behind us. Then he | ooked me up and down with insol ent
eyes.

"Look here, Ned," said he, "tine was when an English fam |y could
settle their own affairs in their own way.

What has this foreign fellow got to do with your sister and ny
wi fe?"

"Sir," said |, "permt nme to point out to you that this is not a
case nerely of a sister or a wife, but that I amthe friend of
the lady in question, and that | have the privilege which every
gentl eman possesses of protecting a woman against brutality. |t
is only by a gesture that | can show you what | think of you."
had my riding glove in nmy hand, and | flicked him across the face
with it. He drew back with a bitter smle and his eyes were as
hard as flint.

"So you've brought your bully with you, Ned?" said he. "You



m ght at | east have done your fighting yourself, if it nust cone
to a fight."

"So |l will,"” cried Lord Rufton. "Here and now. "

"When |'ve killed this swaggering Frenchman," said Lord Dacre.

He stepped to a side table and opened a brass-bound case. "By
Gad," said he, "either that man or | go out of this room feet
forempst. | nmeant well by you, Ned; | did, by George, but |'ll|

shoot this |led- captain of yours as sure as nmy nane's Ceorge
Dacr e.

Take your choice of pistols, sir, and shoot across this table.
The barkers are | oaded. Aimstraight and kill me if you can, for
by the Lord if you don't, you're done."

In vain Lord Rufton tried to take the quarrel upon hinself. Two
things were clear in ny mnd--one that the Lady Jane had feared
above all things that her husband and brother should fight, the
other that if | could but kill this big mlord, then the whole
question would be settled forever in the best way. Lord Rufton
did not want him Lady Jane did not want him Therefore, |

Eti enne Gerard, their friend, would pay the debt of gratitude
which | owed them by freeing them of this encunbrance. But,

i ndeed, there was no choice in the matter, for Lord Dacre was as
eager to put a bullet into ne as | could be to do the sane
service to him In vain Lord Rufton argued and scol ded. The

af fair nust continue.

"Well, if you nust fight nmy guest instead of nyself, let it be
to-norrow norning with two witnesses,” he cried, at last; "this
is sheer nmurder across the table."

"But it suits ny hunmour, Ned," said Lord Dacre

"And mine, sir," said I

"Then 1'1l have nothing to do with it," cried Lord Rufton. "I
tell you, George, if you shoot Col onel Gerard under these
circunstances you'll find yourself in the dock instead of on the
bench. | won't act as second, and that's flat."

"Sir," said |, "I amperfectly prepared to proceed without a
second. "

"That won't do. It's against the law," cried Lord Dacre. "Cone,
Ned, don't be a fool. You see we nean to fight. Hang it, man,
all I want you to do is to drop a handkerchief."

"I'"'l'l take no part init."

"Then | must find soneone who will," said Lord Dacre

He threw a cloth over the pistols which [ay upon the table, and

he rang the bell. A footrman entered. "Ask Col onel Berkeley if
he will step this way. You will find himin the billiard-room™



A nonent later there entered a tall thin Englishman with a great
nmoust ache, which was a rare thing am d that clean-shaven race.
have heard since that they were worn only by the Guards and the
Hussars. This Col onel Berkel ey was a guardsman. He seened a
strange, tired, languid, drawing creature with a |ong bl ack
cigar thrusting out, like a pole froma bush, am dst that inmense
noust ache. He | ooked fromone to the other of us with true
Engli sh phl egm and he betrayed not the slightest surprise when
he was told our intention.

"Quite so," said he; "quite so."
"I refuse to act, Colonel Berkeley," cried Lord Rufton

"Remenber, this duel cannot proceed without you, and | hold you
personal |y responsi ble for anything that happens.”

Thi s Col onel Berkel ey appeared to be an authority upon the
question, for he removed the cigar fromhis mouth and he laid
down the law in his strange, draw ing voice.

"The circunstances are unusual but not irregular, Lord Rufton,”
said he. "This gentleman has given a blow and this other

gentl eman has received it. That is a clear issue. Tinme and
condi tions depend upon the person who demands satisfaction. Very
good. He clainms it here and now, across the table. He is acting
within his rights. | amprepared to accept the responsibility."

There was nothing nore to be said. Lord Rufton sat noodily in
the corner with his brows drawn down and his hands thrust deep
into the pockets of his riding-breeches.

Col onel Berkel ey exam ned the two pistols and laid them both in
the centre of the table. Lord Dacre was at one end and | at the
other, with eight feet of shining mahogany between us. On the
hearth-rug with his back to the fire, stood the tall colonel, his
handkerchief in his left hand, his cigar between two fingers of
his right.

"When | drop the handkerchief,” said he, "you will pick up your
pistols and you will fire at your own conveni ence.

Are you ready?"

"Yes," we cried.

Hi s hand opened and the handkerchief fell. | bent swiftly
forward and seized a pistol, but the table, as | have said, was
ei ght feet across, and it was easier for this long-arned mlord
to reach the pistols than it was for ne.

I had not yet drawn myself straight before he fired, and to this
it was that | owe ny life. H's bullet would have bl own out ny
brains had | been erect. As it was it whistled through my curls.
At the sanme instant, just as | threw up ny own pistol to fire,
the door flew open and a pair of arns were thrown round ne. It
was the beautiful, flushed, frantic face of Lady Jane which



| ooked up into nine.

"You sha'n't fire! Colonel Gerard, for my sake don't fire," she

cried. "It is a mstake, | tell you, a nmistake, a m stake! He
is the best and dearest of husbands. Never again shall | |eave
his side." Her hands slid down ny arm and cl osed upon ny pi stol

"Jane, Jane," cried Lord Rufton; "cone with ne.

You shoul d not be here. Cone away."

"It is all confoundedly irregular,” said Col onel Berkeley.
"Col onel Gerard, you won't fire, will you? M heart would break
if he were hurt."

"Hang it all, Jinny, give the fellow fair play," cried Lord
Dacre. "He stood ny fire like a man, and | won't see him
interfered with. Whatever happens | can't get worse than
deserve. "

But already there had passed between ne and the | ady a quick
gl ance of the eyes which told her everything.

Her hands slipped fromnmy arm "I |leave ny husband's life and ny
own happi ness to Col onel Cerard," said she.

How wel | she knew nme, this admirable woman! | stood for an
instant irresolute, with the pistol cocked in nmy hand. My

ant agoni st faced me bravely, with no bl enching of his sunburnt
face and no flinching of his bold, blue eyes.

"Cone, cone, sir, take your shot!" cried the colonel fromthe
mat .

"Let us have it, then," said Lord Dacre.

I would, at |east, show them how completely his |ife was at the
mercy of nmy skill. So nuch I owed to ny own self-respect. |

gl anced round for a mark. The col onel was | ooking toward ny

ant agoni st, expecting to see himdrop. Hs face was sideways to
me, his long cigar projecting fromhis lips with an inch of ash
at the end of it.

Quick as a flash | raised ny pistol and fired.
"Permit me to trimyour ash, sir,"” said |, and | bowed with a
grace which is unknown anong these isl anders.

I am convinced that the fault lay with the pistol and not with ny
aim | could hardly believe ny own eyes when | saw that | had
snapped off the cigar within half an inch of his lips. He stood
staring at me with the ragged stub of the cigar-end sticking out

fromhis singed nustache. | can see himnow with his foolish,
angry eyes and his long, thin, puzzled face. Then he began to
talk. | have always said that the English are not really a

phl egmatic or a taciturn nation if you stir themout of their



groove. No one could have talked in a nore animated way than
this colonel. Lady Jane put her hands over her ears.
"Come, come, Colonel Berkeley," said Lord Dacre, sternly, "
forget yourself. There is a lady in the room"

you

The col onel gave a stiff bow.
"If Lady Dacre will kindly |leave the room" said he,

"I will be able to tell this infernal little Frenchman what |
t hi nk of himand his nonkey tricks."

I was splendid at that nonent, for | ignored the words that he
had said and renenbered only the extrene provocation

"Sir," said |, "I freely offer you nmy apol ogies for this unhappy
incident. | felt that if |I did not discharge nmy pistol Lord
Dacre's honour might feel hurt, and yet it was quite inpossible
for me, after hearing what this lady has said, to aimit at her
husband. | |ooked round for a mark, therefore, and | had the
extreme m sfortune to bl ow your cigar out of your nouth when ny
intention had nerely been to snuff the ash. | was betrayed by ny
pistol. This is ny explanation, sir, and if after listening to
nmy apol ogies you still feel that | owe you satisfaction, | need
not say that it is a request which | amunable to refuse.”

It was certainly a charm ng attitude which | had assunmed, and it
won the hearts of all of them Lord Dacre stepped forward and
wrung ne by the hand. "By George, sir," said he, "I never

t hought to feel toward a Frenchman as | do to you. You're a man
and a gentleman, and | can't say nmore." Lord Rufton said
not hi ng, but his hand-grip told ne all that he thought. Even

Col onel Berkeley paid ne a conplinment, and declared that he would
think no nore about the unfortunate cigar

And she--ah, if you could have seen the | ook she gave nme, the
flushed cheek, the noist eye, the trenul ous |ip!

When | think of ny beautiful Lady Jane it is at that nonment that

| recall her. They would have had me stay to dinner, but you

wi |l understand, ny friends, that this was no tine for either
Lord Rufton or nyself to remain at Gravel Hanger. This
reconciled couple desired only to be alone. |In the chaise he had
per suaded her of his sincere repentance, and once again they were
a loving husband and wife. |If they were to remain so it was best
perhaps that | should go. Wy should |I unsettle this domestic
peace? Even against ny own will my nere presence and appearance
m ght have their effect upon the lady. No, no, | nust tear
nysel f away--even her persuasions were unable to nmake ne stop.
Years afterward | heard that the household of the Dacres was
anong the happiest in the whole country, and that no cloud had
ever cone again to darken their lives. Yet | dare say if he
could have seen into his wife's nind--but there, | say no nore!

A lady's secret is her own, and | fear that she and it are buried
I ong years ago in sonme Devonshire churchyard. Perhaps all that
gay circle are gone and the Lady Jane only lives nowin the



menory of an old half-pay French brigadier. He at |east can
never forget.

VI. How the Brigadi er Rode to M nsk

I would have a stronger wine to-night, nmy friends, a w ne of
Bur gundy rather than of Bordeaux. It is that ny heart, my old
sol dier heart, is heavy within me. It is a strange thing, this
age which creeps upon one. One does not know, one does not
understand; the spirit is ever the same, and one does not
remenber how t he poor body crumbles. But there conmes a nonent
when it is brought hone, when quick as the sparkle of a whirling
sabre it is clear to us, and we see the nen we were and the nen
we are. Yes, yes, it was so to-day, and | would have a w ne of
Bur gundy to-night. White Burgundy--Mntrachet --Sir, | am your
debt or!

It was this norning in the Chanp de Mars. Your pardon, friends,
while an old man tells his trouble. You saw the review. Was it
not splendid? | was in the enclosure for veteran officers who
have been decor at ed.

This ribbon on ny breast was ny passport. The cross itself |
keep at honme in a |leathern pouch. They did us honour, for we
were placed at the saluting point, with the Enperor and the
carriages of the Court upon our right.

It is years since | have been to a review, for | cannot approve
of many things which | have seen. | do not approve of the red
breeches of the infantry. It was in white breeches that the
infantry used to fight. Red is for the cavalry. A little nore,
and they would ask our busbies and our spurs! Had | been seen at
a review they mght well have said that |, Etienne Gerard, had
condoned it. So |I have stayed at hone. But this war of the
Crimea is different. The men go to battle.

It is not for me to be absent when brave men gat her
My faith, they march well, those little infantrynen!

They are not |large, but they are very solid and they carry

thenmsel ves well. | took off ny hat to them as they passed. Then
there cane the guns. They were good guns, well horsed and wel
manned. | took off my hat to them Then cane the Engineers, and

to themalso | took off my hat. There are no braver men than the
Engi neers. Then came the cavalry, Lancers, Cuirassiers,
Chasseurs, and Spahis. To all of themin turn | was able to take
off nmy hat, save only to the Spahis.

The Enperor had no Spahis. But when all of the others had
passed, what think you canme at the close? A brigade of Hussars,
and at the charge!

Oh, ny friends, the pride and the glory and the beauty, the flash
and the sparkle, the roar of the hoofs and the jingle of chains,



t he tossing manes, the noble heads, the rolling cloud, and the
danci ng waves of steel! M heart drumred to them as they passed.
And the last of all, was it not nmy own old regiment? M eyes
fell upon the grey and silver dolmns, with the | eopard-skin
shabraques, and at that instant the years fell away fromne and |
saw ny own beautiful men and horses, even as they had swept
behi nd their young colonel, in the pride of our youth and our
strength, just forty years ago. Up flew ny cane. "Chargez! En
avant! Vive |' Enpereur!”

It was the past calling to the present. But oh, what a thin

pi pi ng voice!l Was this the voice that had once thundered from
wing to wing of a strong brigade? And the armthat could scarce
wave a cane, were these the nuscles of fire and steel which had
no match in all Napoleon's mghty host? They smled at nme. They
cheered ne. The Enperor |aughed and bowed. But to ne the
present was a di mdream and what was real were ny eight hundred
dead Hussars and the Etienne of |ong ago.

Enough--a brave man can face age and fate as he faced Cossacks
and Unhl ans. But there are tines when Montrachet is better than
the wi ne of Bordeaux.

It is to Russia that they go, and so | will tell you a story of
Russia. Ah, what an evil dream of the night it seens! Blood and
ice. 1lce and blood. Fierce faces with snow upon the whiskers.

Bl ue hands held out for succour. And across the great white
plain the one long black line of noving figures, trudging,
trudgi ng, a hundred niles, another hundred, and still always the
same white plain. Sonetinmes there were fir-woods to limt it,
sonetines it stretched away to the cold blue sky, but the black
line stunbled on and on. Those weary, ragged, starving nen, the
spirit frozen out of them |ooked neither to right nor left, but
wi th sunken faces and rounded backs trailed onward and ever
onward, making for France as wounded beasts nmeke for their lair
There was no speaking, and you could scarce hear the shuffle of
feet in the snow Once only I heard themlaugh. It was outside
W | na, when an ai de-de-canp rode up to the head of that dreadfu
colum and asked if that were the Grand Army. All who were
within hearing | ooked round, and when they saw those broken nen,
those ruined reginents, those fur-capped skel etons who were once
the Guard, they |aughed, and the | augh crackled down the colum
like a feu de joie. | have heard nmany a groan and cry and scream
inm life, but nothing so terrible as the laugh of the Grand

Army.

But why was it that these hel pl ess men were not destroyed by the
Russi ans? Why was it that they were not speared by the Cossacks
or herded into droves, and driven as prisoners into the heart of
Russia? On every side as you watched the black snake w nding
over the snow you saw al so dark, moving shadows which canme and
went like cloud drifts on either flank and behind. They were the
Cossacks, who hung round us |ike wolves round the flock

But the reason why they did not ride in upon us was that all the
ice of Russia could not cool the hot hearts of some of our
soldiers. To the end there were always those who were ready to



t hrow t hensel ves between these savages and their prey. One nman
above all rose greater as the danger thickened, and won a higher
nane ami d di saster than he had done when he |ed our van to
victory. To himl drink this glass--to Ney, the red-maned Lion
gl ari ng back over his shoulder at the eneny who feared to tread
too closely on his heels. | can see himnow, his broad white
face convul sed with fury, his |light blue eyes sparkling |ike
flints, his great voice roaring and crashing amd the roll of the
nmusketry. His glazed and featherl ess cocked hat was the ensign
upon which France rallied during those dreadful days.

It is well known that neither | nor the regi nent of Hussars of
Confl ans were at Moscow. We were left behind on the |ines of
communi cation at Borodino. How the Enperor could have advanced
Wi thout us is inconprehensible to nme, and, indeed, it was only
then that | understood that his judgnent was weakeni ng and that
he was no | onger the man that he had been. However, a soldier
has to obey orders, and so | remained at this village, which was
poi soned by the bodies of thirty thousand nen who had | ost their
lives in the great battle. | spent the late autum in getting ny
horses into condition and reclothing my nmen, so that when the
arny fell back on Borodino ny Hussars were the best of the
cavalry, and were placed under Ney in the rear-guard.

What coul d he have done wi thout us during those dreadful days?
"Ah, Gerard," said he one evening-- but it is not for nme to
repeat the words. Suffice it that he spoke what the whole arny
felt. The rear-guard covered the arnmy and the Hussars of

Confl ans covered the rear-guard. There was the whole truth in a
sent ence.

Al ways the Cossacks were on us. Always we held themoff. Never
a day passed that we had not to w pe our sabres. That was
sol di eri ng i ndeed.

But there came a time between W I na and Smol ensk when t he
situation becane inpossible. Cossacks and even cold we could
fight, but we could not fight hunger as well. Food nust be got
at all costs. That night Ney sent for me to the waggon in which
he slept. His great head was sunk on his hands. M nd and body
he was wearied to death.

"Col onel Gerard," said he, "things are going very badly with us.
The nmen are starving. W nust have food at all costs.”

"The horses," | suggested.

"Save your handful of cavalry; there are none left."
"The band," said I.

He | aughed, even in his despair

"Why t he band?" he asked.

"Fighting men are of value.”



"Good," said he. "You would play the game down to the last card

and so would |I. Good, Gerard, good!"

He clasped ny hand in his. "But there is one chance for us yet,
Gerard." He unhooked a lantern fromthe roof of the waggon and
he laid it on a map which was stretched before him "To the
south of us," said he, "there lies the town of Mnsk. | have
word from a Russian deserter that nuch corn has been stored in
the town- hall. | wish you to take as many nmen as you think

best, set forth for Mnsk, seize the corn, |oad any carts which
you may collect in the town, and bring themto nme between here

and Snolensk. If you fail it is but a detachnent cut off. |If

you succeed it is newlife to the arny."

He had not expressed hinself well, for it was evident that if we
failed it was not nerely the loss of a detachnent. It is quality
as well as quantity which counts.

And yet how honourable a m ssion and how glorious a risk! If
nmortal men could bring it, then the corn should come from M nsk.

| said so, and spoke a few burning words about a brave man's duty
until the Marshal was so noved that he rose and, taking nme
affectionately by the shoul ders, pushed me out of the waggon

It was clear to me that in order to succeed in nmy enterprise
shoul d take a small force and depend rather upon surprise than
upon nunbers. A large body could not conceal itself, would have
great difficulty in getting food, and would cause all the

Russi ans around us to concentrate for its certain destruction

On the other hand, if a small body of cavalry could get past the
Cossacks unseen it was probable that they would find no troops to
oppose them for we knew that the main Russian arny was severa
days' march behind us. This corn was neant, no doubt, for their
consunption. A squadron of Hussars and thirty Polish Lancers
were all whom | chose for the venture. That very night we rode
out of the canp, and struck south in the direction of M nsk.

Fortunately there was but a half nmoon, and we were able to pass
wi t hout being attacked by the eneny. Twice we saw great fires
burning am d the snow, and around thema thick bristle of |ong
pol es. These were the | ances of Cossacks, which they had stood
upright while they slept. It would have been a great joy to us
to have charged in anpngst them for we had rmuch to revenge, and
the eyes of ny conrades | ooked longingly fromnme to those red
flickering patches in the darkness. M faith, | was sorely
tenpted to do it, for it would have been a good |l esson to teach
them that they nmust keep a few nmiles between thenselves and a
French arnmy. It is the essence of good general ship, however, to
keep one thing before one at a tinme, and so we rode silently on
t hrough the snow, |eaving these Cossack bivouacs to right and
left. Behind us the black sky was all nottled with a Iine of
flame which showed where our own poor wetches were trying to
keep thensel ves alive for another day of msery and starvation

Al'l night we rode slowy onward, keeping our horses' tails to the
Pole Star. There were many tracks in the snow, and we kept to
the line of these, that no one m ght remark that a body of



caval ry had passed that way.

These are the little precautions which mark the experienced
officer. Besides, by keeping to the tracks we were nost likely
to find the villages, and only in the villages could we hope to
get food. The dawn of day found us in a thick fir-wood, the
trees so | oaded with snow that the |ight could hardly reach us.
When we had found our way out of it it was full daylight, the rim
of the rising sun peeping over the edge of the great snow plain
and turning it crimson fromend to end. | halted my Hussars and
Lancers under the shadow of the wood, and | studied the country.
Close to us there was a snmall farm house. Beyond, at the

di stance of several nmles, was a village. Far away on the
sky-line rose a considerable town all bristling with church

towers. This nust be Mnsk. |In no direction could | see any
signs of troops. It was evident that we had passed through the
Cossacks and that there was nothing between us and our goal. A

j oyous shout burst frommy nmen when | told them our position, and
we advanced rapidly toward the village.

| have said, however, that there was a small farm house

i mediately in front of us. As we rode up to it |I observed that
a fine grey horse with a mlitary saddle was tethered by the
door. Instantly | galloped forward, but before | could reach it
a man dashed out of the door, flung hinmself on to the horse, and
rode furiously away, the crisp, dry snow flying up in a cloud
behind him The sunlight gl eaned upon his gold epaul ettes, and
knew t hat he was a Russian officer. He would raise the whole
country-side if we did not catch him | put spurs to Violette
and flew after him M troopers followed; but there was no horse
anong themto conpare with Violette, and | knew well that if |
could not catch the Russian | need expect no help fromthem

But it is a swift horse indeed and a skilful rider who can hope
to escape fromViolette with Etienne Gerard in the saddle. He
rode well, this young Russian, and his nmount was a good one, but
gradually we wore hi m down.

Hi s face gl anced continually over his shoul der--dark, handsone
face, with eyes like an eagle--and | saw as | closed with him
that he was neasuring the di stance between us. Suddenly he half
turned; there were a flash and a crack as his pistol bullet
hummed past ny ear

Before he could draw his sword | was upon hin but he stil
spurred his horse, and the two gal |l oped together over the plain

I with ny | eg against the Russian's and ny |eft hand upon his
right shoulder. | saw his hand fly up to his nmouth. Instantly I
dragged him across nmy pomrel and seized himby the throat, so
that he could not swallow. H's horse shot fromunder him but |
held himfast and Violette came to a stand. Sergeant Qudin of
the Hussars was the first to join us. He was an old soldier, and
he saw at a gl ance what | was after

"Hold tight, Colonel," said he, "I'"lIl do the rest."

He slipped out his knife, thrust the bl ade between the cl enched



teeth of the Russian, and turned it so as to force his nouth
open. There, on his tongue, was the little wad of wet paper

whi ch he had been so anxious to swallow. Qudin picked it out and
I let go of the man's throat. Fromthe way in which, half
strangl ed as he was, he glanced at the paper | was sure that it
was a nessage of extrene inportance. Hi's hands twitched as if he
I onged to snatch it fromnme. He shrugged his shoul ders, however,
and sni |l ed good-hunouredly when | apol ogi sed for ny roughness.
"And now to business," said |, when he had done coughi ng and
hawki ng. "What is your nane?"

"Al exi s Barakoff."

"Your rank and regi nent?"

"Captain of the Dragoons of Grodno."

"What is this note which you were carryi ng?"

"It is aline which | had witten to my sweetheart.”

"Whose nane," said |, exam ning the address, "is the Hetnman
Pl atof f. Cone, cone, sir, this is an inportant nmlitary
docunent, which you are carrying fromone general to another
Tell me this instant what it is."

"Read it and then you will know. " He spoke perfect French, as do
nost of the educated Russians. But he knew well that there is
not one French officer in a thousand who knows a word of Russian
The inside of the note contained one single |ine, which ran |ike
this:--

"Pustj Franzuzy pridutt v Mnsk. Mn gotovy."

| stared at it, and | had to shake ny head. Then | showed it to
my Hussars, but they could make nothing of it. The Poles were
all rough fellows who could not read or wite, save only the
sergeant, who cane from Menmel, in East Prussia, and knew no
Russian. It was maddening, for | felt that | had possession of
some inportant secret upon which the safety of the army m ght
depend, and yet | could nake no sense of it. Again | entreated
our prisoner to translate it, and offered himhis freedomif he
would do so. He only smiled at nmy request.

| could not but admire him for it was the very smile which I
shoul d have nyself snmiled had | been in his position

"At least," said I, "tell us the nane of this village."
“I't is Dobrova."

"And that is Mnsk over yonder, | suppose."

"Yes, that is Mnsk."

"Then we shall go to the village and we shall very soon find some



one who will translate this despatch."

So we rode onward together, a trooper with his carbine unslung on
either side of our prisoner. The village was but a little place,
and | set a guard at the ends of the single street, so that no

one could escape fromit. It was necessary to call a halt and to
find some food for the men and horses, since they had travelled
all night and had a long journey still before them

There was one | arge stone house in the centre of the village, and
to this I rode. It was the house of the priest --a snuffy and
ill-favoured old man who had not a civil answer to any of our
questions. An uglier fellow | never net, but, ny faith, it was
very different with his only daughter, who kept house for him
She was a brunette, a rare thing in Russia, with creany skin,
raven hair, and a pair of the nobst glorious dark eyes that ever
kindl ed at the sight of a Hussar. Fromthe first glance | saw
that she was mine. It was no time for |ove-nmaking when a
soldier's duty had to be done, but still, as | took the sinple
meal which they laid before ne, | chatted lightly with the | ady,
and we were the best of friends before an hour had passed.

Sophi e was her first nanme, her second | never knew. | taught her
to call ne Etienne, and | tried to cheer her up, for her sweet
face was sad and there were tears in her beautiful dark eyes. |
pressed her to tell me what it was which was grieving her

"How can | be otherw se," said she, speaking French with a npst
adorable lisp, "when one of ny poor countrynmen is a prisoner in
your hands? | saw hi m between two of your Hussars as you rode
into the village."

"It is the fortune of war," said |l. "H s turn to-day; m ne,
per haps, to-norrow. "

"But consider, Monsieur--" said she.

"Etienne," said I|.

"Ch, Monsieur----"

"Etienne," said I.

"Well, then," she cried, beautifully flushed and desperate,
"consider, Etienne, that this young officer will be taken back to
your army and will be starved or frozen, for if, as | hear, your
own soldiers have a hard march, what will be the lot of a

pri soner?"
I shrugged my shoul ders.

"You have a kind face, Etienne," said she; "you would not condemm
this poor man to certain death. | entreat you to let himgo."

Her delicate hand rested upon ny sl eeve, her dark eyes | ooked
imploringly into mne.

A sudden thought passed through nmy mind. | would grant her



request, but | would demand a favour in return

At ny order the prisoner was brought up into the room

"Captain Barakoff," said |, "this young | ady has begged nme to
rel ease you, and | aminclined to do so. | would ask you to give
your parole that you will remain in this dwelling for twenty-four

hours, and take no steps to inform anyone of our novenents."
"I will do so," said he.

"Then | trust in your honour. One man nore or |ess can make no
difference in a struggle between great armes, and to take you
back as a prisoner would be to condemm you to death. Depart,
sir, and show your gratitude not to nme, but to the first French
of ficer who falls into your hands."

When he was gone | drew nmy paper from ny pocket.

"Now, Sophie," said I, "I have done what you asked ne, and al
that | ask in return is that you will give ne a lesson in
Russi an. "

"Wth all nmy heart," said she.
"Let us begin on this," said |, spreading out the paper before
her. "Let us take it word for word and see what it neans."

She | ooked at the witing with some surprise. "It neans," said
she, "if the French come to Mnsk all is lost.” Suddenly a | ook
of consternation passed over her beautiful face. "G eat
Heavens!" she cried, "what is it that | have done? | have
betrayed ny country! Ch, Etienne, your eyes are the |ast for
whom this nessage is neant. How could you be so cunning as to
make a poor, sinple-mnded, and unsuspecting girl betray the
cause of her country?"

| consol ed ny poor Sophie as best | might, and | assured her that
it was no reproach to her that she should be outwitted by so old
a canpai gner and so shrewmd a man as nyself. But it was no tinme
now for talk. This nmessage nade it clear that the corn was

i ndeed at M nsk, and that there were no troops there to defend
it. | gave a hurried order fromthe w ndow, the trunpeter blew
the assenbly, and in ten mnutes we had left the village behind
us and were riding hard for the city, the gilded dones and

m narets of which glinmered above the snow of the horizon

Hi gher they rose and higher, until at last, as the sun sank
toward the west, we were in the broad nmain street, and gall oped
up it amd the shouts of the nouji ks and the cries of frightened
wonmen until we found ourselves in front of the great town-hall

My cavalry | drew up in the square, and I, with ny two sergeants,
Qudi n and Papilette, rushed into the building.

Heavens! shall | ever forget the sight which greeted us? Right
in front of us was drawn up a triple line of Russian G enadiers.
Their nmuskets rose as we entered, and a crashing volley burst
into our very faces. Qudin and Papilette dropped upon the floor



riddled with bullets.

For myself, my busby was shot away and | had two hol es through ny
dol man. The Grenadiers ran at ne with their bayonets.

"Treason!" | cried. "W are betrayed! Stand to your horses!" |
rushed out of the hall, but the whole square was swarm ng with
troops.

From every side street Dragoons and Cossacks were riding down
upon us, and such a rolling fire had burst fromthe surroundi ng
houses that half nmy men and horses were on the ground. "Foll ow
me!" | yelled, and sprang upon Violette, but a giant of a Russian
Dragoon officer threw his arns round ne and we rolled on the
ground toget her.

He shortened his sword to kill me, but, changing his mnd, he
seized me by the throat and banged ny head agai nst the stones
until | was unconscious. So it was that | becane the prisoner of

t he Russi ans.

VWhen | cane to nyself my only regret was that ny captor had not
beaten out ny brains. There in the grand square of M nsk | ay
hal f ny troopers dead or wounded, with exultant crowds of

Russi ans gat hered round them

The rest in a nelancholy group were herded into the porch of the
town-hall, a sotnia of Cossacks keeping guard over them Al as!
what could | say, what could | do? It was evident that | had |ed
ny men into a carefully- baited trap. They had heard of our

m ssion and they had prepared for us. And yet there was that
despat ch whi ch had caused ne to neglect all precautions and to
ride straight into the towmn. How was | to account for that? The
tears ran down ny cheeks as | surveyed the ruin of my squadron
and as | thought of the plight of ny comrades of the Grand Arny
who awaited the food which | was to have brought them Ney had
trusted me and | had failed him How often he would strain his
eyes over the snow-fields for that convoy of grain which should
never gl adden his sight! M own fate was hard enough. An exile
in Siberia was the best which the future could bring ne. But you
will believe me, ny friends, that it was not for his own sake,

but for that of his starving conrades, that Etienne Gerard's
cheeks were lined by his tears, frozen even as they were shed.

"What's this?" said a gruff voice at ny elbow, and | turned to
face the huge, bl ack-bearded Dragoon who had dragged nme from ny
saddle. "Look at the Frenchman crying! | thought that the
Corsican was followed by brave men and not by children.”

"If you and | were face to face and alone, | should Il et you see
which is the better man," said |

For answer the brute struck ne across the face with his open
hand. | seized himby the throat, but a dozen of his soldiers
tore me away fromhim and he struck ne again while they held ny
hands.

"You base hound,” | cried, "is this the way to treat an officer



and a gentl eman?”

"We never asked you to come to Russia," said he. "If you do you
must take such treatnment as you can get. | would shoot you
off-hand if | had ny way."

"You will answer for this sone day," | cried, as | w ped the
bl ood from ny noustache.

"If the Hetman Pl atoff is of nmy way of thinking you will not be
alive this time to-nmorrow, " he answered, with a ferocious scow .
He added some words in Russian to his troops, and instantly they
all sprang to their saddles.

Poor Violette, |ooking as m serable as her master, was |ed round
and | was told to nount her. M left armwas tied with a thong
whi ch was fastened to the stirrup- iron of a sergeant of
Dragoons. So in nost sorry plight | and the remant of my nen
set forth from M nsk.

Never have | net such a brute as this man Sergi ne, who commanded
the escort. The Russian arny contains the best and the worst in
the world, but a worse than Major Sergine of the Dragoons of
Kieff | have never seen in any force outside of the guerillas of
t he Peni nsul a.

He was a man of great stature, with a fierce, hard face and a
bristling black beard, which fell over his cuirass.

| have been told since that he was noted for his strength and his
bravery, and I could answer for it that he had the grip of a
bear, for | had felt it when he tore ne fromny saddle. He was a
wit, too, in his way, and nade continual remarks in Russian at
our expense which set all his Dragoons and Cossacks | aughi ng.

Twi ce he beat ny conrades with his riding-whip, and once he
approached me with the |Iash swung over his shoul der, but there
was sonething in ny eyes which prevented it fromfalling.

So in misery and humiliation, cold and starving, we rode in a
di sconsol ate colum across the vast snowplain. The sun had

sunk, but still in the long northern twlight we pursued our
weary journey. Nunbed and frozen, with ny head aching fromthe
blows it had received, | was borne onward by Violette, hardly

consci ous of where | was or whither | was going. The little nmare
wal ked with a sunken head, only raising it to snort her contenpt
for the mangy Cossack ponies who were round her

But suddenly the escort stopped, and | found that we had halted
in the single street of a small Russian vill age.

There was a church on one side, and on the other was a | arge
stone house, the outline of which seemed to me to be famliar. |
| ooked around nme in the twilight, and then | saw that we had been
| ed back to Dobrova, and that this house at the door of which we
were waiting was the sane house of the priest at which we had
stopped in the morning. Here it was that nmy charmning Sophie in
her innocence had translated the unlucky nmessage which had in



sonme strange way led us to our ruin. To think that only a few
hours before we had left this very spot with such high hopes and
all fair prospects for our mssion, and now the remants of us
wai ted as beaten and hunmiliated men for whatever |lot a bruta
eneny mght ordain! But such is the fate of the soldier, ny
friends --kisses to-day, blows to-norrow. Tokay in a pal ace,
ditch-water in a hovel, furs or rags, a full purse or an enpty
pocket, ever swaying fromthe best to the worst, with only his
courage and hi s honour unchangi ng.

The Russi an horsenen di snounted, and ny poor fellows were ordered
to do the sanme. It was already late, and it was clearly their
intention to spend the night in this village. There were great
cheering and joy anpngst the peasants when they understood that
we had all been taken, and they flocked out of their houses with
flam ng torches, the wonen carrying out tea and brandy for the
Cossacks. Anmpngst others the old priest cane forth-- the sane
whom we had seen in the norning. He was all sniles now, and he
bore with himsome hot punch on a salver, the reek of which | can
renmenber still. Behind her father was Sophie. Wth horror | saw
her clasp Major Sergine's hand as she congratul ated hi mupon the
victory he had won and the prisoners he had made. The old
priest, her father, looked at nme with an insolent face and nade
insulting remarks at ny expense, pointing at me with his |ean and
griny hand. Hs fair daughter Sophie | ooked at ne al so, but she
said nothing, and | could read her tender pity in her dark eyes.
At last she turned to Major Sergine and said sonmething to himin
Russi an, on which he frowned and shook his head inpatiently.

She appeared to plead with him standing there in the flood of

i ght which shone fromthe open door of her father's house. MW
eyes were fixed upon the two faces, that of the beautiful gir
and of the dark, fierce man, for nmy instinct told ne that it was
my own fate which was under debate. For a long time the soldier
shook his head, and then, at |ast softening before her pleadings,
he appeared to give way. He turned to where | stood with ny
guardi an sergeant beside ne.

"These good people offer you the shelter of their roof for the

night," said he to ne, |ooking ne up and down with vindictive
eyes. "I find it hard to refuse them but | tell you straight
that for my part | had rather see you on the snow. It would coo

your hot bl ood, you rascal of a Frenchman!"
| looked at himwith the contenpt that | felt.
"You were born a savage and you will die one," said I

My words stung him for he broke into an oath, raising his whip
as if he would strike ne.

"Sil ence, you crop-eared dog!" he cried. "Had |I ny way sone of
the insol ence would be frozen out of you before norning."

Mast eri ng his passion, he turned upon Sophie with what he neant
to be a gallant manner. "If you have a cellar with a good |ock,"
said he, "the fellowmay lie in it for the night, since you have
done himthe honour to take an interest in his confort. | nust



have his parole that he will not attenpt to play us any tricks,
as | amanswerable for himuntil | hand himover to the Hetman
Pl atof f to-norrow. "

Hi s supercilious nanner was nore than | could endure.

He had evidently spoken French to the lady in order that | m ght
understand the huniliating way in which he referred to ne.

"I will take no favour fromyou," said |I. "You may do what you
like, but I will never give you my parole."

The Russi an shrugged his great shoul ders, and turned away as if
the matter were ended.

"Very well, my fine fellow, so nmuch the worse for your fingers
and toes. We shall see how you are in the norning after a night
in the snow "

"One nonent, Major Sergine," cried Sophie. "You nust not be so
hard upon this prisoner. There are sonme special reasons why he
has a cl ai m upon our kindness and nercy."

The Russi an | ooked with suspicion upon his face fromher to ne.

"What are the special reasons? You certainly seemto take a
remarkabl e interest in this Frenchman," said he.

"The chief reason is that he has this very norning of his own
accord rel eased Captain Al exis Barakoff, of the Dragoons of
G odno. "

“I't is true," said Barakoff, who had come out of the house. "He
captured ne this nmorning, and he rel eased nme upon parol e rather
than take ne back to the French arnmy, where | should have been
starved. "

"Since Colonel Gerard has acted so generously you will surely,
now t hat fortune has changed, allow us to offer himthe poor

shelter of our cellar upon this bitter night," said Sophie. "It
is a small return for his generosity."

But the Dragoon was still in the sulks.

"Let himgive me his parole first that he will not attenpt to
escape," said he. "Do you hear, sir? Do you give ne your
par ol e?"

"l give you nothing," said I.

"Col onel Gerard," cried Sophie, turning to ne with a coaxing
smle, "you will give ne your parole, will you not?"

"To you, nmadenpiselle, | can refuse nothing. | will give you ny
parole, with pleasure.”

"There, Major Sergine," cried Sophie, in triunph,



"that is surely sufficient. You have heard himsay that he gives
me his parole. | will be answerable for his safety ."

In an ungraci ous fashion ny Russian bear grunted his consent, and
so | was led into the house, followed by the scowing father and
by the big, black-bearded Dragoon. In the basenment there was a

| arge and roony chanber, where the winter |ogs were stored.
Thither it was that | was led, and | was given to understand that
this was to be ny lodging for the night. One side of this bleak
apartnment was heaped up to the ceiling with fagots of firewood.
The rest of the roomwas stone- flagged and bare-walled, with a
si ngl e, deep-set w ndow upon one side, which was safely guarded
with iron bars. For light | had a large stable |antern, which
swung froma beamof the low ceiling. Major Sergine smled as he
took this down, and swung it round so as to throwits light into
every corner of that dreary chanber

"How do you like our Russian hotels, nonsieur?" he asked, with
his hateful sneer. "They are not very grand, but they are the
best that we can give you. Perhaps the next tinme that you
Frenchmen take a fancy to travel you will choose sone ot her
country where they will nmake you nore confortable.” He stood

| aughing at nme, his white teeth gleam ng through his beard. Then
he left me, and | heard the great key creak in the |ock

For an hour of utter misery, chilled in body and soul, | sat upon
a pile of fagots, ny face sunk upon my hands and ny mnd full of
the saddest thoughts. It was cold enough within those four

wal I's, but | thought of the sufferings of ny poor troopers
outside, and | sorrowed with their sorrow. Then. | paced up and

down, and | cl apped ny hands together and kicked ny feet against
the walls to keep them from being frozen. The |anp gave out sone
warmt h, but still it was bitterly cold, and I had had no food
since norning. It seened to ne that everyone had forgotten ne,
but at last | heard the key turn in the | ock, and who should
enter but ny prisoner of the norning, Captain Alexis Barakoff. A
bottl e of wine projected fromunder his arm and he carried a
great plate of hot stewin front of him

"Hush!" said he; "not a word! Keep up your heart!
I cannot stop to explain, for Sergine is still with us.

Keep awake and ready!"™ Wth these hurried words he laid down the
wel comre food and ran out of the room

"Keep awake and ready!" The words rang in ny ears. | ate ny
food and I drank nmy wine, but it was neither food nor wi ne which
had warned the heart within ne. Wat could those words of

Bar akof f nean?

Wiy was | to remain awake? For what was | to be ready? Was it

possi bl e that there was a chance yet of escape? | have never
respected the man who neglects his prayers at all other tinmes and
yet prays when he is in peril. It is like a bad soldier who pays

no respect to the col onel save when he would demand a favour of



him And yet when | thought of the salt-mnes of Siberia on the
one side and of my nother in France upon the other, | could not
hel p a prayer rising, not fromm |ips, but fromny heart, that
the words of Barakoff m ght nmean all that | hoped. But hour
after hour struck upon the village clock, and still | heard
not hi ng save the call of the Russian sentries in the street
out si de.

Then at last ny heart | eaped within me, for | heard a |ight step
in the passage. An instant |ater the key turned, the door
opened, and Sophie was in the room

"Monsi eur--" she cried.

"Etienne," said I|.
“"Not hing will change you," said she. "But is it possible that
you do not hate me? Have you forgiven nme the trick which

pl ayed you?"

"What trick?" | asked.

"Good heavens! |Is it possible that even now you have not
understood it? You have asked me to translate the despatch. |
have told you that it neant, 'If the French cone to Mnsk all is
lost.' "

"What did it nean, then?"

"It neans, 'Let the French come to Mnsk. W are awaiting
t hem "'

| sprang back from her.

"You betrayed nme!" | cried. "You lured me into this trap. It is
to you that | owe the death and capture of nmy nmen. Fool that |
was to trust a woman!"

"Do not be unjust, Colonel Cerard. | am a Russian wonman, and ny
first duty is to ny country. Wuld you not wish a French girl to
have acted as | have done?

Had | translated the nessage correctly you woul d not have gone to
M nsk and your squadron woul d have escaped.

Tell me that you forgive nel"

She | ooked bewi tching as she stood pl eading her cause in front of
me. And yet, as | thought of my dead nen, | could not take the
hand whi ch she held out to ne.

"Very good," said she, as she dropped it by her side.

"You feel for your own people and | feel for mine, and so we are
equal . But you have said one wise and kindly thing within these
wal I s, Col onel Gerard. You have said, 'One nman nore or |ess can
make no difference in a struggle between two great armes.’' Your



| esson of nobility is not wasted. Behind those fagots is an
unguarded door. Here is the key toit. Go forth, Col one
Gerard, and | trust that we may never | ook upon each other's
faces again."”

| stood for an instant with the key in ny hand and ny head in a
whirl. Then |I handed it back to her

"l cannot do it," | said.

"Why not ?"

"1 have given ny parole."

"To whon?" she asked.

"Why, to you."

"And | release you fromit."

My heart bounded with joy. O course, it was true what she said.
| had refused to give ny parole to Sergine. | owed himno duty.
If she relieved me fromny prom se ny honour was clear. | took

the key from her hand.

"You will find Captain Barakoff at the end of the village

street," said she. "W of the North never forget either an
injury or a kindness. He has your mare and your sword waiting
for you. Do not delay an instant, for in two hours it will be
dawn. "

So | passed out into the star-lit Russian night, and had that

| ast glinpse of Sophie as she peered after nme through the open
door. She | ooked wistfully at me as if she expected sonething
nore than the cold thanks which | gave her, but even the hunbl est
man has his pride, and I will not deny that nmine was hurt by the
deception which she had played upon ne. | could not have brought
nmyself to kiss her hand, far less her lips. The door led into a
narrow alley, and at the end of it stood a nuffled figure, who
held Violette by the bridle.

"You told ne to be kind to the next French officer whom | found
in distress," said he. "Good luck! Bon voyage!" he whi spered,
as | bounded into the saddle.

"Remenmber, 'Poltava' is the watchword."

It was well that he had given it to nme, for twice | had to pass
Cossack pickets before | was clear of the lines.

| had just ridden past the |ast vedettes and hoped that | was a
free man again, when there was a soft thudding in the snow behind
me, and a heavy man upon a great black horse came swiftly after
me. M first inpulse was to put spurs to Violette. M second,
as | saw a long black beard against a steel cuirass, was to halt
and await him



"I thought that it was you, you dog of a Frenchman," he cried,
shaki ng his drawn sword at nme. "So you have broken your parole,
you rascal!”

"I gave no parole."

"You lie, you hound!"

| | ooked around and no one was coning. The vedettes were
notionl ess and distant. W were all alone, with the nmoon above
and the snow beneath. Fortune has ever been ny friend.

"l gave you no parole."

"You gave it to the lady."

"Then | will answer for it to the lady."

"That would suit you better, no doubt. But, unfortunately, you

will have to answer for it to nme."
"I amready."
"Your sword, too! There is treason in this! Ah, | see it all

The woman has hel ped you. She shall see Siberia for this night's
wor k. "

The words were his death-warrant. For Sophie's sake | could not
| et himgo back alive. OQur blades crossed, and an instant |ater
m ne was through his black beard and deep in his throat. | was
on the ground al nost as soon as he, but the one thrust was
enough. He died, snapping his teeth at nmy ankles |like a savage
wol f .

Two days later | had rejoined the army at Snol ensk, and was a
part once nmore of that dreary procession which tranped onward

t hrough the snow, |eaving a |ong weal of blood to show the path
which it had taken.

Enough, ny friends; | would not re-awaken the nenory of those
days of misery and death. They still come to haunt nme in ny
dreans. \When we halted at last in Warsaw we had | eft behind us
our guns, our transport, and three-fourths of our conrades. But
we did not |eave behind us the honour of Etienne Gerard. They
have said that | broke my parole. Let them beware how t hey say
it to my face, for the story is as | tell it, and old as | am ny
forefinger is not too weak to press a trigger when nmy honour is
in question.

VIl . How the Brigadier Bore Hinself at Waterl oo
|. THE STORY OF THE FOREST | NN

O all the great battles in which | had the honour of draw ng ny
sword for the Enperor and for France there was not one which was



lost. At Waterloo, although, in a sense, | was present, | was

unable to fight, and the eneny was victorious. It is not for ne
to say that there is a connection between these two things. You
know me too well, nmy friends, to imgine that | would nake such a

claim But it gives matter for thought, and sone have drawn
flattering conclusions fromit.

After all, it was only a matter of breaking a few English squares
and the day woul d have been our own. |If the Hussars of Conflans,
with Etienne Cerard to lead them could not do this, then the
best judges are m staken

But |let that pass. The Fates had ordained that | should hold ny
hand and that the Enpire should fall. But they had al so ordained
that this day of gloom and sorrow should bring such honour to ne
as had never conme when | swept on the wings of victory from

Boul ogne to Vi enna.

Never had | burned so brilliantly as at that supreme noment when
the darkness fell upon all around me. You are aware that | was
faithful to the Enperor in his adversity, and that | refused to
sell nmy sword and ny honour to the Bourbons. Never again was |
to feel ny war horse between ny knees, never again to hear the
kettl edruns and silver trunpets behind nme as | rode in front of
my little rascals. But it conforts ny heart, ny friends, and it
brings the tears to nmy eyes, to think how great | was upon that

| ast day of ny soldier Iife, and to renenber that of all the
remar kabl e expl oits which have won me the | ove of so many
beauti ful women, and the respect of so many noble nen, there was
none whi ch, in splendour, in audacity, and in the great end which
was attained, could conpare with ny famous ride upon the night of
June 18th, 1815. | amaware that the story is often told at
ness-tables and in barrack-roons, so that there are fewin the
army who have not heard it, but npdesty has sealed ny lips, unti
now, ny friends, in the privacy of these intimte gatherings,
aminclined to lay the true facts before you.

In the first place, there is one thing which |I can assure you.

In all his career Napol eon never had so splendid an arny as that
with which he took the field for that canpaign. |In 1813 France
was exhausted. For every veteran there were five children--Marie
Loui ses, as we called them for the Enpress had busied herself in
raising levies while the Enperor took the field. But it was very
different in 1815. The prisoners had all come back-- the nen
fromthe snows of Russia, the men fromthe dungeons of Spain, the
men fromthe hul ks in Engl and.

These were the dangerous nen, veterans of twenty battles, |onging
for their old trade, and with hearts filled with hatred and
revenge. The ranks were full of soldiers who wore two and three
chevrons, every chevron neaning five years' service. And the
spirit of these nen was terrible. They were raging, furious,
fanatical, adoring the Enperor as a Manel uke does his prophet,
ready to fall upon their own bayonets if their blood could serve
him If you had seen these fierce old veterans going into
battle, with their flushed faces, their savage eyes, their
furious yells, you would wonder that anything could stand agai nst



them So high was the spirit of France at that time that every
ot her spirit would have quailed before it; but these people,

t hese English, had neither spirit nor soul, but only solid,

i movabl e beef, agai nst which we broke ourselves in vain. That
was it, ny friends! On the one side, poetry, gallantry, self-
sacrifice--all that is beautiful and heroic. On the other side,
beef. Qur hopes, our ideals, our dreans--all were shattered on
that terrible beef of Od England.

You have read how t he Enperor gathered his forces, and then how
he and I, with a hundred and thirty thousand veterans, hurried to
the northern frontier and fell upon the Prussians and the
English. On the 16th of June, Ney held the English in play at
Quatre-Bras while we beat the Prussians at Ligny. It is not for
me to say how far | contributed to that victory, but it is wel
known that the Hussars of Conflans covered thenselves with glory.
They fought well, these Prussians, and eight thousand of them
were left upon the field. The Enperor thought that he had done
with them as he sent Marshal Grouchy with thirty-two thousand
men to follow themup and to prevent their interfering with his
plans. Then with nearly eighty thousand nen, he turned upon

t hese "Goddant' Englishmen. How nmuch we had to avenge upon them
we Frenchmen--the guineas of Pitt, the hul ks of Portsmouth, the

i nvasion of Wellington, the perfidious victories of Nelson! At

| ast the day of punishnment seened to have arisen

Wel i ngton had with him sixty-seven thousand nen, but many of

t hem were known to be Dutch and Bel gi an, who had no great desire
to fight against us. O good troops he had not fifty thousand.

Fi nding hinself in the presence of the Enperor in person with

ei ghty thousand nen, this Englishman was so paral ysed with fear
that he could neither nove hinself nor his arny. You have seen
the rabbit when the snake approaches. So stood the English upon
the ridge of Waterloo. The night before, the Enperor, who had

| ost an ai de-de- canp at Ligny, ordered ne to join his staff, and
| had left my Hussars to the charge of Major Victor. | know not
whi ch of us was the nost grieved, they or I, that | should be
cal l ed away upon the eve of battle, but an order is an order, and
a good soldier can but shrug his shoul ders and obey. Wth the
Enperor | rode across the front of the enemy's position on the
norni ng of the 18th, he looking at themthrough his glass and

pl anni ng which was the shortest way to destroy them Soult was
at his elbow, and Ney and Foy and others who had fought the
English in Portugal and Spain. "Have a care, Sire," said Soult.
"The English infantry is very solid."

"You think them good sol di ers because they have beaten you," said
t he Enperor, and we younger men turned away our faces and sniled
But Ney and Foy were grave and serious. All the time the English
line, chequered with red and blue and dotted with batteries, was
drawn up silent and watchful within a | ong nusket- shot of us.

On the other side of the shallow valley our own people, having
finished their soup, were assenbling for the battle. It had

rai ned very heavily, but at this nmoment the sun shone out and
beat upon the French arny, turning our brigades of cavalry into
so many dazzling rivers of steel, and tw nkling and sparkling on
t he i nnunmer abl e bayonets of the infantry. At the sight of that



spl endid army, and the beauty and nmejesty of its appearance,
could contain nyself no longer, but, rising in my stirrups, |
waved ny busby and cried, "Vive |'Enpereur!”™ a shout which
grow ed and roared and clattered fromone end of the line to the
other, while the horsemen waved their swords and the footnen held
up their shakos upon their bayonets. The English remai ned
petrified upon their ridge. They knew that their hour had cone.

And so it would have conme if at that noment the word had been
given and the whole arny had been permitted to advance. W had
but to fall upon them and to sweep them fromthe face of the
earth. To put aside all question of courage, we were the nore
numer ous, the older soldiers, and the better led. But the
Enmperor desired to do all things in order, and he waited unti
the ground should be drier and harder, so that his artillery
coul d manoeuvre. So three hours were wasted, and it was el even
o' cl ock before we saw Jerone Buonaparte's colums advance upon
our left and heard the crash of the guns which told that the
battl e had begun. The [ oss of those three hours was our
destruction. The attack upon the left was directed upon a
farm house which was held by the English Guards, and we heard the
three | oud shouts of apprehension which the defenders were
conpelled to utter. They were still holding out, and D Erlon's
corps was advanci ng upon the right to engage another portion of
the English |ine, when our attention was called away fromthe
battl e beneath our noses to a distant portion of the field of
action.

The Enperor had been | ooking through his glass to the extrene
left of the English line, and now he turned suddenly to the Duke
of Dalmatia, or Soult, as we soldiers preferred to call him

"What is it, Marshal ?" said he

We all followed the direction of his gaze, sonme raising our

gl asses, sone shadi ng our eyes. There was a thick wood over
yonder, then a |long, bare slope, and another wood beyond. Over
this bare strip between the two woods there | ay sonething dark
i ke the shadow of a noving cl oud.

"I think that they are cattle, Sire," said Soult.

At that instant there canme a quick twinkle fromamd the dark
shadow.

"It is Gouchy," said the Enperor, and he | owered his gl ass.
"They are doubly lost, these English. | hold themin the holl ow
of ny hand. They cannot escape ne."

He | ooked round, and his eyes fell upon ne.

"Ah! here is the prince of nessengers,
nmount ed, Col onel Gerard?"

said he. "Are you wel

I was riding ny little Violette, the pride of the brigade.

| said so.



"Then ride hard to Marshal G ouchy, whose troops you see over
yonder. Tell himthat he is to fall upon the left flank and rear
of the English while | attack themin front. Together we shoul d
crush them and not a nman escape."

| saluted and rode off without a word, nmy heart dancing with joy

that such a mssion should be mne. | |ooked at that |long, solid
line of red and bl ue | oom ng through the snoke of the guns, and
shook ny fist at it as | went. "W shall crush them and not a

man escape."

They were the Enperor's words, and it was |, Etienne Gerard, who
was to turn theminto deeds. | burned to reach the Marshal, and
for an instant | thought of riding through the English |left w ng,
as being the shortest cut. | have done bol der deeds and cone out
safely, but | reflected that if things went badly with nme and

was taken or shot the nessage would be | ost and the plans of the
Enperor miscarry. | passed in front of the cavalry, therefore,
past the Chasseurs, the Lancers of the CGuard, the Carabineers,
the Horse Grenadiers, and, lastly, ny own little rascals, who
followed me wistfully with their eyes. Beyond the cavalry the

O d Guard was standing, twelve reginments of them all veterans of
many battles, sonbre and severe, in |long blue overcoats and high
bear skins from which the plunes had been renmoved. Each bore
wi t hin the goatskin knapsack upon his back the blue and white
parade uni form which they would use for their entry into Brussels
next day. As | rode past them| reflected that these men had
never been beaten, and as | |ooked at their weather-beaten faces
and their stern and silent bearing, | said to nyself that they
never woul d be beaten. G eat heavens, how little could |I foresee
what a few nmore hours would bring!

On the right of the Od Guard were the Young Guard and the 6th
Corps of Lobau, and then | passed Jacquinot's Lancers and

Mar bot's Hussars, who held the extrenme flank of the line. Al

t hese troops knew nothing of the corps which was coming toward
t hem t hrough the wood, and their attention was taken up in

wat ching the battle which raged upon their left. Mre than a
hundred guns were thundering fromeach side, and the din was so
great that of all the battles which | have fought | cannot recal

nore than hal f-a-dozen which were as noisy. | |ooked back over
nmy shoul der, and there were two brigades of Cuirassiers, English
and French, pouring down the hill together, with the sword- bl ades
pl ayi ng over themlike sumrer lightning. How | longed to turn

Violette, and to lead ny Hussars into the thick of it! \What a
picturel Etienne Gerard with his back to the battle, and a fine
caval ry action raging behind him

But duty is duty, so | rode past Marbot's vedettes and on in the
direction of the wood, passing the village of Frishernont upon ny
left.

In front of me lay the great wood, called the Wod of Paris,
consisting nostly of oak trees, with a few narrow paths | eading
through it. | halted and listened when |I reached it, but out of
its gloony depths there cane no blare of trunpet, no murnur of



wheels, no tranp of horses to mark the advance of that great
colum which, with my owm eyes, | had seen streaming toward it.
The battle roared behind nme, but in front all was as silent as
that grave in which so many brave nmen woul d shortly sleep. The
sunlight was cut off by the arches of |eaves above nmy head, and a
heavy danmp snell rose fromthe sodden ground. For several mles
| galloped at such a pace as fewriders would care to go with
roots bel ow and branches above. Then, at last, for the first
time | caught a glinmpse of Grouchy's advance guard. Scattered
parti es of Hussars passed nme on either side, but sone distance
of, anong the trees. | heard the beating of a drumfar away, and
the Iow, dull nurnmur which an arny makes upon the march. Any
morment | might conme upon the staff and deliver ny nessage to
Grouchy in person, for | knew well that on such a march a Marsha
of France would certainly ride with the van of his arny.

Suddenly the trees thinned in front of nme, and | understood with
delight that | was coming to the end of the wood? whence | could
see the arny and find the Marshal

VWere the track conmes out fromanid the trees there is a small
cabaret, where wood-cutters and waggoners drink their w ne.
Qutside the door of this | reined up ny horse for an instant
while | took in the scene which was before me. Sone few mles
away | saw a second great forest, that of St. Lanbert, out of

whi ch the Enmperor had seen the troops advancing. It was easy to
see, however, why there had been so long a delay in their |eaving
one wood and reaching the other, because between the two ran the
deep defile of the Lasnes, which had to be crossed. Sure enough
a long colum of troops --horse, foot, and guns--was stream ng
down one side of it and swarmi ng up the other, while the advance
guard was al ready anong the trees on either side of ne. A
battery of Horse Artillery was coming along the road, and | was
about to gallop up to it and ask the officer in cormmand if he
could tell nme where | should find the Marshal, when suddenly |
observed that, though the gunners were dressed in blue, they had
not the dolman trimed with red brandenburgs as our own
horse-gunners wear it. Amazed at the sight, | was |ooking at
these soldiers to left and right when a hand touched ny thigh
and there was the | andl ord, who had rushed from his inn.

“"Madman!" he cried, "why are you here? Wat are you doi ng?"

"I am seeki ng Marshal Grouchy."

"You are in the heart of the Prussian army. Turn and fly!"

"I mpossible; this is Grouchy's corps.”

"How do you know?"

"Because the Enperor has said it."

"Then the Enperor has nmade a terrible mstake! | tell you that a

patrol of Silesian Hussars has this instant left ne. Did you not
see themin the wood?"



"I saw Hussars."

"They are the enemy."”

"Where is Grouchy?"

"He is behind. They have passed him"

"Then how can | go back? If | go forward | nmay see himyet. |
nmust obey ny orders and find himwhere- ever{sic} he is."

The man reflected for an instant.

"Quick! quick!" he cried, seizing ny bridle. "Do what | say and
you nmay yet escape. They have not observed you yet. Cone with
me and | will hide you until they pass."

Behi nd his house there was a | ow stable, and into this he thrust
Violette. Then he half led and half dragged nme into the kitchen
of the inn. It was a bare, brick- floored room A stout,
red-faced woman was cooking cutlets at the fire.

"What's the matter now?" she asked, | ooking with a frown from ne
to the i nnkeeper. "Wo is this you have brought in?"

"It is a French officer, Marie. W cannot |et the Prussians take
him"

"Why not ?"

"Why not? Sacred nane of a dog, was | not myself a sol dier of
Napol eon? Did | not win a nusket of honour anmpbng the Velites of
the Guard? Shall | see a conrade taken before nmy eyes? Marie,
we nmust save him" But the |lady | ooked at me with nost
unfriendly eyes.
"Pierre Charras," she said, "you will not rest until you have
your house burned over your head. Do you not understand, you

bl ockhead, that if you fought for Napoleon it was because

Napol eon rul ed Bel gi un? He does so no longer. The Prussians are
our allies and this is our eneny. | will have no Frenchman in
thi s house.

G ve himup!"

The i nnkeeper scratched his head and | ooked at nme in despair, but
it was very evident to nme that it was neither for France nor for
Bel giumthat this woman cared, but that it was the safety of her
own house that was nearest her heart.

"Madane," said I, with all the dignity and assurance | could
command, "the Enperor is defeating the English, and the French
army will be here before evening.

If you have used nme well you will be rewarded, and if you have
denounced ne you will be punished and your house will certainly
be burned by the provost-martial."



She was shaken by this, and | hastened to conplete ny victory by
ot her met hods.

"Surely," said I, "it is inpossible that anyone so beautiful can
al so be hard-hearted? You will not refuse ne the refuge which
need. "

She | ooked at ny whiskers and | saw that she was softened. |
took her hand, and in two mnutes we were on such terns that her
husband swore roundly that he would give ne up hinself if |
pressed the matter farther

"Besides, the road is full of Prussians," he cried.

"Quick! quick! into the loft!"

"Quick! quick! into the loft!" echoed his wife, and together they
hurried me toward a | adder which led to a trap-door in the
ceiling. There was |oud knocking at the door, so you can think
that it was not |long before my spurs went tw nkling through the
hol e and the board was dropped behind me. An instant |ater

heard the voices of the Germans in the roons bel ow ne.

The place in which | found nyself was a single long attic, the
ceiling of which was forned by the roof of the house. It ran
over the whole of one side of the inn, and through the cracks in
the flooring | could | ook down either upon the kitchen, the
sitting-room or the bar at my pleasure. There were no w ndows,
but the place was in the | ast stage of disrepair, and severa

m ssing slates upon the roof gave ne |ight and the means of
observati on.

The pl ace was heaped with | unber-fodder at one end and a huge
pile of enpty bottles at the other. There was no door or w ndow
save the hole through which | had conme up.

| sat upon the heap of hay for a few mnutes to steady nyself and
to think out ny plans. It was very serious that the Prussians
shoul d arrive upon the field of battle earlier than our reserves,
but there appeared to be only one corps of them and a corps nore
or less makes little difference to such a man as the Enperor. He
could afford to give the English all this and beat themstill.

The best way in which | could serve him since Gouchy was

behi nd, was to wait here until they were past, and then to resune
my journey, to see the Marshal, and to give himhis orders. |If
he advanced upon the rear of the English instead of follow ng the
Prussians all would be well. The fate of France depended upon ny
judgment and ny nerve. It was not the first time, ny friends, as
you are well aware, and you know the reasons that | had to trust
that neither nerve nor judgnent would ever fail ne. Certainly,
the Enperor had chosen the right man for his mssion. "The
prince of messengers" he had called ne. | would earn my title.

It was clear that | could do nothing until the Prussians had
passed, so | spent ny tinme in observing them | have no |ove for



these people, but | amconpelled to say that they kept excellent
di scipline, for not a man of thementered the inn, though their
lips were caked with dust and they were ready to drop with
fatigue. Those who had knocked at the door were bearing an

i nsensi bl e conrade, and having |left himthey returned at once to
the ranks. Several others were carried in in the sanme fashion
and laid in the kitchen, while a young surgeon, little nore than
a boy, renmined behind in charge of them

Havi ng observed themthrough the cracks in the floor, | next
turned my attention to the holes in the roof, fromwhich |I had an
excellent view of all that was passing outside. The Prussian
corps was still streamng past. It was easy to see that they had
made a terrible march and had little food, for the faces of the
men were ghastly, and they were plastered fromhead to foot with
mud fromtheir falls upon the foul and slippery roads. Yet,

spent as they were, their spirit was excellent, and they pushed
and haul ed at the gun-carriages when the wheels sank up to the
axles in the mre, and the weary horses were floundering
knee-deep unable to draw them t hrough

The officers rode up and down the colunm encouragi ng the nore
active with words of praise, and the laggards with blows fromthe
flat of their swords. All the time fromover the wood in front
of themthere came the tremendous roar of the battle, as if al
the rivers on earth had united in one gigantic cataract, booni ng
and crashing in a mghty fall. Like the spray of the cataract
was the long veil of snmoke which rose high over the trees.

The officers pointed to it with their swords, and with hoarse
cries fromtheir parched |ips the nmud-stai ned nmen pushed onward
to the battle. For an hour | watched them pass, and | reflected
that their vanguard nust have conme into touch with Marbot's
vedettes and that the Enperor knew already of their comng. "You
are going very fast up the road, ny friends, but you will cone
down it a great deal faster," said | to myself, and | consol ed
nyself with the thought.

But an adventure came to break the nmonotony of this long wait. |
was seated beside ny | oophol e and congratul ati ng nyself that the

corps was nearly past, and that the road woul d soon be clear for

nmy journey, when suddenly | heard a |oud altercation break out in
French in the kitchen.

"You shall not go!" cried a wonan's voi ce.

"I tell you that I will!" said a man's, and there was a sound of
scuffling.

In an instant | had my eye to the crack in the floor
There was ny stout lady, like a faithful watch-dog, at the bottom
of the | adder, while the young German surgeon, white with anger

was endeavouring to come up it.

Several of the German sol diers who had recovered fromtheir
prostration were sitting about on the kitchen floor and watching



the quarrel with stolid, but attentive, faces.

The | andl ord was nowhere to be seen.

"There is no liquor there," said the woman

"I do not want liquor; | want hay or straw for these nen to lie
upon. Wiy should they Iie on the bricks when there is straw
over head?"

"There is no straw."

"What is up there?"

"Enpty bottles."

“Not hi ng el se?"

"No. "

For a monment it | ooked as if the surgeon would abandon his

i ntention, but one of the soldiers pointed up to the ceiling.
gathered fromwhat | could understand of his words that he could
see the straw sticking out between the planks. In vain the woman
protested. Two of the soldiers were able to get upon their feet
and to drag her aside, while the young surgeon ran up the | adder
pushed open the trap-door, and clinbed into the |oft.

As he swung the door back | slipped behind it, but as |uck would
have it he shut it again behind him and there we were |eft
standi ng face to face.

Never have | seen a nore astoni shed young man.

"A French officer!" he gasped.

"Hush!" said I, "hush! Not a word above a whisper."

I had drawn my sword

"I amnot a conmbatant," he said; "I am a doctor

Why do you threaten me with your sword? | amnot arned."

"I do not wish to hurt you, but | nust protect nyself. | amin
hi di ng here."

"A spy!"

"A spy does not wear such a uniformas this, nor do you find
spies on the staff of an arny. | rode by mistake into the heart
of this Prussian corps, and | conceal ed nmyself here in the hope
of escapi ng when they are past.

I will not hurt you if you do not hurt nme, but if you do not
swear that you will be silent as to my presence you will never go
down alive fromthis attic."



"You can put up your sword, sir," said the surgeon, and | saw a

friendly twinkle in his eyes. "I ama Pole by birth, and I have
no ill-feeling to you or your people.
I will do ny best for my patients, but I will do no nore.

Capturing Hussars is not one of the duties of a surgeon.

Wth your permission | will now descend with this truss of hay to
make a couch for these poor fell ows bel ow "

I had intended to exact an oath fromhim but it is nmy experience
that if a man will not speak the truth he will not swear the
truth, so | said no nore. The surgeon opened the trap-door

t hrew out enough hay for his purpose, and then descended the

| adder, letting down the door behind him | watched him

anxi ously when he rejoined his patients, and so did ny good
friend the | andl ady, but he said nothing and busied hinmself with
t he needs of his soldiers.

By this tinme | was sure that the last of the army corps was past,
and | went to ny | oophole confident that | should find the coast
clear, save, perhaps, for a few stragglers, whom| could

di sregard. The first corps was indeed past, and | could see the
last files of the infantry di sappearing into the wood; but you
can i magi ne nmy di sappoi nt mrent when out of the Forest of St.
Lanbert | saw a second corps energing, as nunerous as the first.

There could be no doubt that the whole Prussian arny, which we

t hought we had destroyed at Ligny, was about to throw itself upon
our right wing while Marshal Grouchy had been coaxed away upon
some fool's errand.

The roar of guns, nuch nearer than before, told ne that the
Prussi an batteries which had passed ne were already in action.

I magine ny terrible position! Hour after hour was passing; the
sun was sinking toward the west.

And yet this cursed inn, in which I lay hid, was like a little
island amid a rushing stream of furious Prussians.

It was all inportant that | should reach Marshal Grouchy, and yet
I could not show nmy nose without being nmade prisoner. You can
think how | cursed and tore my hair. How little do we know what
is in store for us!

Even while | raged against nmy ill-fortune, that same fortune was
reserving ne for a far higher task than to carry a nmessage to
Grouchy--a task which could not have been mne had | not been
held tight in that little inn on the edge of the Forest of Paris.

Two Prussi an corps had passed and a third was com ng up, when
heard a great fuss and the sound of several voices in the
sitting-room By altering ny position | was able to | ook down
and see what was goi ng on.



Two Prussi an generals were beneath ne, their heads bent over a
map which | ay upon the table. Several aides- de-canp and staff
officers stood round in silence. O the two generals, one was a
fierce old man, white-haired and winkled, with a ragged,
grizzl ed noustache and a voice like the bark of a hound. The
ot her was younger, but |ong-faced and solem. He neasured

di stances upon the map with the air of a student, while his
conpani on stanped and funed and cursed |i ke a corporal of
Hussars. It was strange to see the old nman so fiery and the
young one so reserved. | could not understand all that they
said, but |I was very sure about their general neaning.

"I tell you we nmust push on and ever on!" cried the old fellow,

with a furious German oath. "I prom sed Wellington that | would
be there with the whole arny even if | had to be strapped to ny

horse. Bulow s corps is in action, and Ziethen's shall support

it with every man and gun. Forward, Gneisenau, forward!"

The ot her shook his head.

"You nust renenber, your Excellency, that if the English are
beaten they will make for the coast. What will your position be
then, with Grouchy between you and the Rhine?"

"We shall beat them Gneisenau; the Duke and | will grind themto
powder between us. Push on, | say! The whole war will be ended
in one blow. Bring Pirsch up, and we can throw sixty thousand
men into the scale while Thielmann hol ds G ouchy beyond Wavre."

Gnei senau shrugged his shoul ders, but at that instant an orderly
appeared at the door.

"An ai de-de-canp fromthe Duke of Wellington," said he.
"Ha, ha!" cried the old man; "let us hear what he has to say!"

An English officer, with nmud and bl ood all over his scarl et

j acket, staggered into the room A crinmson- stained handkerchi ef
was knotted round his arm and he held the table to keep hinself
fromfalling.

"My nessage is to Marshal Blucher," said he;
"I am Marshal Blucher. Go on! go on!" cried the inpatient old
man.

"The Duke bade me to tell you, sir, that the British Arny can
hold its own and that he has no fears for the result. The French
cavalry has been destroyed, two of their divisions of infantry

have ceased to exist, and only the Guard is in reserve. |If you
give us a vigorous support the defeat will be changed to absolute
rout and--" Hi s knees gave way under himand he fell in a heap

upon the fl oor.

"Enough! enough!" cried Blucher. "Gnueisenau, send an
ai de-de-canp to Wellington and tell himto rely upon me to the
full. Cone on, gentlenen, we have our work to do!" He bustled



eagerly out of the roomwth all his staff clanking behind him
while two orderlies carried the English nessenger to the care of
t he surgeon.

Gnei senau, the Chief of the Staff, had |lingered behind for an
instant, and he laid his hand upon one of the aides- de-canp.

The fellow had attracted ny attention, for | have always a quick
eye for a fine man. He was tall and slender, the very nodel of a
hor seman; i ndeed, there was sonmething in his appearance which
made it not unlike nmy owmn. His face was dark and as keen as that
of a hawk, with fierce black eyes under thick, shaggy brows, and
a noustache which woul d have put himin the crack squadron of ny
Hussars. He wore a green coat with white facings, and a
horse-hair hel net--a Dragoon, as | conjectured, and as dashing a
caval i er as one would wish to have at the end of one's

swor d- poi nt .

"A word with you, Count Stein," said Gieisenau. "If the eneny
are routed, but if the Enperor escapes, he will rally another
arny, and all will have to be done again

But if we can get the Enperor, then the war is indeed ended. It

is wrth a great effort and a great risk for such an object as
that."

The young Dragoon said nothing, but he |istened attentively.

"Suppose the Duke of Wellington's words should prove to be

correct, and the French arny should be driven in utter rout from
the field, the Enperor will certainly take the road back through
Cenappe and Charleroi as being the shortest to the frontier. W

can inmagine that his horses will be fleet, and that the fugitives
will make way for him Qur cavalry will follow the rear of the
beaten arny, but the Enperor will be far away at the front of the
t hrong. "

The young Dragoon inclined his head.

"To you, Count Stein, | commit the Enperor. |If you take himyour
name will live in history. You have the reputation of being the
hardest rider in our arny.

Do you choose such conrades as you may select--ten or a dozen
shoul d be enough. You are not to engage in the battle, nor are
you to follow the general pursuit, but you are to ride clear of
the crowd, reserving your energies for a nobler end. Do you
under st and me?"

Agai n the Dragoon inclined his head. This silence inpressed ne.
| felt that he was indeed a dangerous nan.

"Then | leave the details in your own hands. Strike at no one
except the highest. You cannot nistake the Inperial carriage,
nor can you fail to recognise the figure of the Enperor. Now I
nmust foll ow the Marshal

Adieu!l If ever | see you again | trust that it will be to



congratul ate you upon a deed which will ring through Europe."

The Dragoon sal uted and Gnei senau hurried fromthe room The
young officer stood in deep thought for a few nonents. Then he
foll owed the Chief of the Staff.

| | ooked with curiosity fromny |oophole to see what his next
proceedi ng would be. His horse, a fine, strong chestnut with two
white stockings, was fastened to the rail of the inn. He sprang
into the saddle, and, riding to intercept a colunn of cavalry

whi ch was passing, he spoke to an officer at the head of the

| eadi ng regi nment.

Presently after sone talk | saw two Hussars--it was a Hussar

regi ment--drop out of the ranks and take up their position beside
Count Stein. The next reginment was al so stopped, and two Lancers
were added to his escort. The next furnished himwth two
Dragoons and the next with two Cuirassiers. Then he drew his
little group of horsenen aside and he gat hered them round him
explaining to themwhat they had to do. Finally the nine

sol diers rode off together and di sappeared into the Wod of

Pari s.

I need not tell you, ny friends, what all this portended.

I ndeed, he had acted exactly as | should have done in his place.
From each col onel he had demanded the two best horsemen in the
regi ment, and so he had assenbl ed a band who m ght expect to
catch whatever they should follow. Heaven help the Enperor if,
Wi t hout an escort, he should find themon his track

And |, dear friends--inmmgine the fever, the fernent, the nmadness
of ny mind! Al thought of G ouchy had passed away. No guns
were to be heard to the east. He could not be near. |If he

shoul d come up he would not now be in tinme to alter the event of
the day. The sun was already low in the sky and there could not
be nmore than two or three hours of daylight. M mssion night be
di smi ssed as useless. But here was another nission, nore
pressing, nmore i mediate, a m ssion which neant the safety, and
perhaps the life, of the Enperor. At all costs, through every
danger, | must get back to his side.

But how was | to do it? The whole Prussian arny was now between

me and the French lines. They bl ocked every road, but they could
not block the path of duty when Etienne Gerard sees it |lie before
him | could not wait longer. | nust be gone.

There was but the one opening to the loft, and so it was only
down the | adder that | could descend. | |ooked into the kitchen
and | found that the young surgeon was still there. 1In a chair
sat the wounded English ai de-de- canp, and on the straw lay two
Prussian soldiers in the | ast stage of exhaustion. The others
had all recovered and been sent on. These were my enemes, and
nmust pass through themin order to gain ny horse. Fromthe
surgeon | had nothing to fear; the Englishman was wounded, and
his sword stood with his cloak in a corner; the two Gernmans were
hal f insensible, and their muskets were not beside them What



could be sinpler? | opened the trap-door, slipped down the
| adder, and appeared in the mdst of them my sword drawn in ny
hand.

What a picture of surprise! The surgeon, of course, knew all

but to the Englishman and the two Germans it nust have seened
that the god of war in person had descended fromthe skies. Wth
nmy appearance, with my figure, with ny silver and grey uniform
and with that gleam ng sword in ny hand, | nust indeed have been
a sight worth seeing. The two Germans lay petrified with staring
eyes. The English officer half rose, but sat down again from
weakness, his mouth open and his hand on the back of his chair

"What the deuce!" he kept on repeating, "what the deuce!"”

"Pray do not nove," said |I; "I will hurt no one, but woe to the
man who | ays hands upon nme to stop ne. You have nothing to fear
if you |l eave ne alone, and nothing to hope if you try to hinder
me. | am Col onel Etienne Gerard, of the Hussars of Conflans."

"The deuce!" said the Englishman. "You are the man that killed
the fox." A terrible scowm had darkened his face. The jeal ousy
of sportsnen is a base passion. He hated me, this Englishman
because | had been before himin transfixing the animal. How

di fferent are our natures! Had | seen himdo such a deed | would
have enmbraced himwi th cries of joy. But there was no tine for
argunent .

"I regret it, sir,”
take it."

said |I; "but you have a cloak here and | nust

He tried to rise fromhis chair and reach his sword, but | got
between hi m and the corner where it |ay.

"If there is anything in the pockets----
"A case," said he

"I would not rob you,"” said I; and raising the cloak | took from
the pockets a silver flask, a square wooden case and a
field-glass. All these | handed to him The wetch opened the
case, took out a pistol, and pointed it straight at ny head.

“"Now, ny fine fellow " said he, "put down your sword and give
yoursel f up."

I was so astounded at this infanpus action that | stood petrified
before him | tried to speak to him of honour and gratitude, but
I saw his eyes fix and harden over the pistol

"Enough talk!" said he. "Drop it!"

Could | endure such a humliation? Death were better than to be
disarned in such a fashion. The word

"Fire!" was on ny lips when in an instant the English man
vani shed from before ny face, and in his place was a great pile



of hay, with a red-coated arm and two Hessi an boots wavi ng and
kicking in the heart of it. Onh, the gallant |andlady! It was ny
whi skers that had saved ne.

"Fly, soldier, fly!" she cried, and she heaped fresh trusses of
hay fromthe floor on to the struggling Englishman. In an
instant | was out in the courtyard, had led Violette from her
stabl e, and was on her back. A pistol bullet whizzed past ny
shoul der fromthe window, and | saw a furious face | ooking out at
me. | smiled my contenpt and spurred out into the road. The

| ast of the Prussians had passed, and both ny road and ny duty
lay clear before ne. |If France won, all well. |If France |ost,
then on ne and ny little mare depended that which was nore than
victory or defeat--the safety and the life of the Enperor. "On,
Eti enne, on!" | cried.

"Of all your noble exploits, the greatest, even if it be the
| ast, lies now before you!"

1. THE STORY OF THE NI NE PRUSSI AN HORSEMEN

| told you when last we net, ny friends, of the inportant m ssion
fromthe Enperor to Marshal Grouchy, which failed through no
fault of my own, and | described to you how during a |ong
afternoon | was shut up in the attic of a country inn, and was
prevented from coning out because the Prussians were all around

me. You will renmenber also how | overheard the Chief of the
Prussian Staff give his instructions to Count Stein, and so
| earned the dangerous plan which was on foot to kill or capture

the Enperor in the event of a French defeat. At first | could
not have believed in such a thing, but since the guns had

t hundered all day, and since the sound had nmade no advance in ny
direction, it was evident that the English had at |east held
their own and beaten off all our attacks.

I have said that it was a fight that day between the soul of
France and the beef of England, but it nust be confessed that we
found the beef was very tough. It was clear that if the Enperor
coul d not defeat the English when alone, then it m ght, indeed,
go hard with himnow that sixty thousand of these cursed

Prussi ans were swarning on his flank. |n any case, with this
secret in ny possession, nmy place was by his side.

| had nade nmy way out of the inn in the dashing manner which

have described to you when |last we nmet, and | left the English
ai de- de-canp shaking his foolish fist out of the window. | could
not but | augh as | | ooked back at him for his angry red face was

framed and frilled with hay. Once out on the road | stood erect
inm stirrups, and | put on the handsone bl ack riding- coat,
lined with red, which had belonged to him It fell to the top of
nmy high boots, and covered my tell-tale uniformconpletely. As
to my busby, there are many such in the Gernman service, and there
was no reason why it should attract attention. So |long as no one
spoke to me there was no reason why | should not ride through the
whol e of the Prussian army; but though | understood German, for
had many friends anong the Gernan | adi es during the pleasant



years that | fought all over that country, still | spoke it with
a pretty Parisian accent which could not be confounded with their
rough, unnusical speech. | knew that this quality of nmy accent
woul d attract attention, but | could only hope and pray that I
woul d be permtted to go ny way in silence.

The Forest of Paris was so large that it was useless to think of
going round it, and so | took ny courage in both hands and
gal | oped on down the road in the track of the Prussian arnmy. It
was not hard to trace it, for it was rutted two feet deep by the
gun-wheel s and the caissons. Soon | found a fringe of wounded
men, Prussians and French, on each side of it, where Bul ow s
advance had conme into touch with Marbot's Hussars. One old man

with a long white beard, a surgeon, | suppose, shouted at ne, and
ran after me still shouting, but | never turned ny head and took
no notice of himsave to spur on faster. | heard his shouts |ong

after | had |l ost sight of himanong the trees.

Presently | came up with the Prussian reserves. The infantry
were leaning on their nmuskets or |ying exhausted on the wet
ground, and the officers stood in groups listening to the mghty
roar of the battle and discussing the reports which came fromthe
front. | hurried past at the top of ny speed, but one of them
rushed out and stood in nmy path with his hand up as a signal to
me to stop. Five thousand Prussian eyes were turned upon ne.
There was a nonent! You turn pale, ny friends, at the thought of
it. Think how every hair upon nme stood on end. But never for
one instant did nmy wits or my courage desert ne. "Genera

Bl ucher!™ | cried. Ws it not my guardi an angel who whi spered
the words in ny ear? The Prussian sprang fromny path, saluted,
and pointed forward. They are well disciplined, these Prussians,
and who was he that he should dare to stop the officer who bore a
nmessage to the general ?

It was a talisman that woul d pass nme out of every danger, and ny
heart sang within nme at the thought. So elated was | that | no
| onger waited to be asked, but as | rode through the army |
shouted to right and left,

"General Blucher! General Blucher!" and every nman pointed ne
onward and cleared a path to |l et ne pass.

There are tines when the npst suprene inpudence is the highest

wi sdom But discretion nust also be used, and | nust admit that

| becane indiscreet. For as | rode upon my way, ever nearer to
the fighting line, a Prussian officer of Unhlans gripped ny bridle
and pointed to a group of nen who stood near a burning farm
"There is Marshal Blucher. Deliver your nessage!" said he, and
sure enough, ny terrible old grey-whi skered veteran was there
within a pistol-shot, his eyes turned in ny direction.

But the good guardi an angel did not desert ne.

Quick as a flash there canme into nmy nenory the nane of the
general who commuanded the advance of the Prussians.



{illust. caption = "There is Marshal Blucher. Deliver your
nmessage! "}

"General Bulow!" | cried. The Uhlan let go ny bridle. "Genera
Bul ow!  General Bulow " | shouted, as every stride of the dear
little mare took ne nearer nmy own people. Through the burning
vill age of Planchenoit | galloped, spurred ny way between two
colums of Prussian infantry, sprang over a hedge, cut down a
Si | esi an Hussar who flung hinself before ne, and an instant
afterward, with ny coat flying open to show the uniform bel ow, |
passed through the open files of the tenth of the Iine, and was
back in the heart of Lobau's corps once nore. Qutnunbered and
outfl anked, they were being slowy driven in by the pressure of
the Prussian advance. | gall oped onward, anxious only to find
nysel f by the Enperor's side.

But a sight lay before me which held ne fast as though |I had been

turned into sone noble equestrian statue. | could not nove,
could scarce breathe, as | gazed upon it. There was a nound over
which ny path lay, and as | came out on the top of it | |ooked
down the long, shallow valley of Waterloo. | had left it with

two great armes on either side and a clear field between them
Now there were but |ong, ragged fringes of broken and exhausted
regi ments upon the two ridges, but a real arny of dead and
wounded | ay between. For two miles in length and half a mle
across the ground was strewed and heaped with them But

sl aughter was no new sight to nme, and it was not that which held
me spellbound. It was that up the long slope of the British
position was noving a wal king forest-black, tossing, waving,
unbroken. Did | not know the bearskins of the Guard? And did
not also know, did not ny soldier's instinct tell nme, that it was
the | ast reserve of France; that the Enperor, like a desperate
ganmester, was staking all upon his last card? Up they went and
up--grand, solid, unbreakable, scourged with nusketry, riddled
with grape, flowing onward in a black, heavy tide, which |apped
over the British batteries. Wth ny glass | could see the
Engl i sh gunners throw thensel ves under their pieces or run to the
rear. On rolled the crest of the bearskins, and then, with a
crash which was swept across to ny ears, they nmet the British
infantry. A mnute passed, and another, and another. M heart
was in my nouth.

They swayed back and forward; they no |onger advanced; they were
hel d. Great Heaven! was it possible that they were breaking?
One bl ack dot ran down the hill, then two, then four, then ten
then a great, scattered, struggling mass, halting, breaking,
halting, and at |ast shredding out and rushing madly downward.
"The Guard is beaten! The CGuard is beaten!™ Fromall around ne
| heard the cry. Along the whole line the infantry turned their
faces and the gunners flinched fromtheir guns.

"The O d CGuard is beaten! The Guard retreats!"” An officer with
a livid face passed ne yelling out these words of woe. "Save
yoursel ves! Save yourselves! You are betrayed!" cried another
"Save yourselves! Save yourselves!" Men were rushing madly to
the rear, blundering and junping |ike frightened sheep. Cries



and screans rose fromall around ne. And at that noment, as |

| ooked at the British position, I saw what | can never forget. A
si ngl e horseman stood out black and cl ear upon the ridge agai nst
the last red angry glow of the setting sun. So dark, so

notionl ess, against that grimlight, he m ght have been the very
spirit of Battle brooding over that terrible valley. As | gazed,
he raised his hat high in the air, and at the signal, with a | ow,
deep roar like a breaking wave, the whole British arny fl ooded
over their ridge and came rolling down into the valley.

Long steel-fringed lines of red and bl ue, sweeping waves of

caval ry, horse batteries rattling and boundi ng--down they canme on
to our crunbling ranks. It was over. A yell of agony, the agony
of brave nen who see no hope, rose fromone flank to the other
and in an instant the whole of that noble arny was swept in a
wild, terror- stricken crowd fromthe field. Even now, dear
friends, | cannot, as you see, speak of that dreadful nonent with
a dry eye or with a steady voice.

At first | was carried away in that wild rush, whirled off like a
straw in a flooded gutter. But, suddenly, what should | see
anongst the mxed reginments in front of me but a group of stern
horsenen, in silver and grey, with a broken and tattered standard
held aloft in the heart of them Not all the mi ght of England
and of Prussia could break the Hussars of Conflans. But when
joined themit nade ny heart bleed to see them The nmjor, seven
captains, and five hundred nmen were | eft upon the field. Young
Capt ai n Sabbatier was in command, and when | asked hi m where were
the five m ssing squadrons he pointed back and answered: "You
will find themround one of those British squares.” Men and
horses were at their |ast gasp, caked with sweat and dirt, their
bl ack tongues hanging out fromtheir lips; but it made ne thril
with pride to see how that shattered remant still rode knee to
knee, with every nman, fromthe boy trunpeter to the
farrier-sergeant, in his own proper place

Wuld that | could have brought themon with me as an escort for

the Enperor! In the heart of the Hussars of Conflans he would be
safe indeed. But the horses were too spent to trot. | left them
behind nme with orders to rally upon the farm house of St. Aunay,

where we had canped two nights before. For ny own part, | forced

nmy horse through the throng in search of the Enperor.

There were things which I saw then, as | pressed through that
dreadful crowd, which can never be banished fromny mnd. In
evil dreans there cones back to me the menory of that flow ng
stream of livid, staring, screaning faces upon which | | ooked
down. It was a nightmare. 1In victory one does not understand
the horror of war. It is only in the cold chill of defeat that
it is brought hone to you. | renenber an old Grenadier of the
Guard lying at the side of the road with his broken | eg doubl ed
at a right angle. "Conrades, conrades, keep off ny leg!" he
cried, but they tripped and stunbled over himall the same. In
front of ne rode a Lancer officer without his coat. H's arm had
just been taken off in the anmbul ance. The bandages had fallen
It was horrible. Two gunners tried to drive through with their
gun. A Chasseur raised his nusket and shot one of them through



the head. | saw a major of Cuirassiers draw his two hol ster
pistols and shoot first his horse and then himself. Beside the
road a man in a blue coat was raging and raving |like a madman.
Hi s face was black with powder, his clothes were torn, one
epaul ette was gone, the other hung dangling over his breast.
Only when | canme close to himdid | recognise that it was Marsha
Ney. He howled at the flying troops and his voice was hardly
human. Then he raised the stunp of his sword-- it was broken
three inches fromthe hilt. "Come and see how a Marshal of
France can die!" he cried. dadly would I have gone with him
but my duty |ay el sewhere.

He did not, as you know, find the death he sought, but he net it
a few weeks later in cold blood at the hands of his enem es

There is an old proverb that in attack the French are nore than
men, in defeat they are less than wonen. | knew that it was true
that day. But even in that rout | saw things which | can tel
with pride. Through the fields which skirt the road noved
Canbronne's three reserve battalions of the Guard, the cream of
our army.

They wal ked slowmy in square, their colours waving over the
sonmbre line of the bearskins. All round themraged the English
cavalry and the black Lancers of Brunsw ck, wave after wave

t hunderi ng up, breaking with a crash, and recoiling in ruin.
When last | saw them the English guns, six at a tinme, were
smashi ng grape-shot through their ranks and the English infantry
were closing in upon three sides and pouring volleys into them
but still, Ilike a noble Ilion with fierce hounds clinging to its
flanks, the glorious remmant of the Guard, marching sl owy,
hal ti ng, closing up, dressing, noved nmpjestically fromtheir | ast
battle. Behind themthe Guard's battery of twelve- pounders was
drawn up upon the ridge. Every gunner was in his place, but no

gun fired. "Wy do you not fire?" | asked the colonel as I
passed. "OQur powder is finished." "Then why not retire?" "OQur
appearance may hold them back for a little. W nust give the
Enperor tine to escape.” Such were the soldiers of France.

Behind this screen of brave nen the others took their breath, and
then went on in | ess desperate fashion. They had broken away
fromthe road, and all over the countryside in the twlight |
could see the timd, scattered, frightened cromd who ten hours
before had formed the finest army that ever went down to battle.

I with nmy splendid mare was soon able to get clear of the throng,
and just after | passed Genappe | overtook the Enperor with the
remains of his Staff. Soult was with himstill, and so were
Drouot, Lobau, and Bertrand, with five Chasseurs of the Guard,
their horses hardly able to nove.

The night was falling, and the Enperor's haggard face gl eaned
white through the gloomas he turned it toward ne.

"Who is that?" he asked.

"It is Colonel Gerard," said Soult.



"Have you seen Marshal G ouchy?"

"No, Sire. The Prussians were between."

"It does not matter. Nothing matters now. Soult, | will go
back. "

He tried to turn his horse, but Bertrand seized his bridle. "Ah,
Sire," said Soult, "the eneny has had good fortune enough
already." They forced himon anmong them He rode in silence

with his chin upon his breast, the greatest and the saddest of
men. Far away behind us those renprsel ess guns were stil
roaring. Sonetinmes out of the darkness would conme shrieks and
screans and the | ow thunder of galloping hoofs. At the sound we
woul d spur our horses and hasten onward through the scattered
troops. At last, after riding all night in the clear noonlight,
we found that we had | eft both pursued and pursuers behind. By
the tinme we passed over the bridge at Charleroi the dawn was
breaki ng. What a conpany of spectres we |ooked in that cold,
clear, searching light, the Enperor with his face of wax, Soult
bl ot ched with powder, Lobau dabbled with blood! But we rode nore
easily now, and had ceased to gl ance over our shoul ders, for
Waterl oo was nmore than thirty mles behind us. One of the
Enmperor's carriages had been picked up at Charleroi, and we
halted now on the other side of the Sanmbre, and di smounted from
our horses.

You will ask me why it was that during all this time | had said
not hi ng of that which was nearest ny heart, the need for guarding
the Enperor. As a fact, | had tried to speak of it both to Soult
and to Lobau, but their m nds were so overwhel med with the

di saster and so distracted by the pressing needs of the nonent
that it was inpossible to make them understand how urgent was ny
nmessage. Besides, during this long flight we had al ways had
nunbers of French fugitives beside us on the road, and, however
denoral i sed they might be, we had nothing to fear fromthe attack
of nine men. But now, as we stood round the Enperor's carriage
in the early norning, | observed with anxiety that not a single
French soldier was to be seen upon the |ong, white road behind
us. We had outstripped the army. | |ooked round to see what
means of defence were left to us. The horses of the Chasseurs of
the Guard had broken down, and only one of them a grey-whi skered
sergeant, renunined.

There were Soult, Lobau, and Bertrand; but, for all their
talents, | had rather, when it came to hard knocks, have a single
quarternmaster-sergeant of Hussars at ny side than the three of

t hem put together. There remained the Enperor hinmself, the
coachman, and a val et of the household who had joined us at
Charleroi--eight all told; but of the eight only two, the
Chasseur and I, were fighting soldiers who could be depended upon
at a pinch. A chill canme over nme as | reflected how utterly
hel pl ess we were. At that nmonment | raised ny eyes, and there
were the nine Prussian horsemen com ng over the hill

On either side of the road at this point are long stretches of
rolling plain, part of it yellowwith corn and part of it rich



grass land watered by the Sanbre. To the south of us was a | ow
ri dge, over which was the road to France. Along this road the
little group of cavalry was riding. So well had Count Stein
obeyed his instructions that he had struck far to the south of us
in his determnation to get ahead of the Enperor. Now he was
riding fromthe direction in which we were going-- the last in
whi ch we coul d expect an eneny. Wen | caught that first glinpse

of themthey were still half a mle away.

"Sire!" | cried, "the Prussians!"

They all started and stared. It was the Enperor who broke the
si |l ence.

"Who says they are Prussians?"
“I do, Sire--1, Etienne Gerard!"

Unpl easant news al ways made the Enperor furious against the man
who broke it. He railed at nme now in the rasping, croaking
Corsi can voice which only made itself heard when he had lost his
sel f-control

"You were always a buffoon,"” he cried. "Wat do you nean, you
nunskul | , by saying that they are Prussians?

How coul d Prussians be conming fromthe direction of France? You
have |l ost any wits that you ever possessed."”

H s words cut nme |ike a whip, and yet we all felt toward the
Enperor as an old dog does to its master.

His kick is soon forgotten and forgiven. | would not argue or
justify myself. At the first glance | had seen the two white
st ocki ngs on the forelegs of the | eading horse, and |I knew wel
that Count Stein was on its back

For an instant the nine horsemen had halted and surveyed us. Now
they put spurs to their horses, and with a yell of triunph they
gal | oped down the road. They had recognised that their prey was
in their power.

At that swift advance all doubt had vani shed. "By heavens, Sire,
it is indeed the Prussians!" cried Soult.

Lobau and Bertrand ran about the road like two frightened hens.
The sergeant of Chasseurs drew his sabre with a volley of curses.
The coachman and the valet cried and wung their hands. Napol eon
stood with a frozen face, one foot on the step of the carriage.
And | --ah, nmy friends, | was nmagnificent! Wat words can | use
to do justice to nmy own bearing at that suprene instant of ny
life? So coldly alert, so deadly cool, so clear in brain and
ready in hand. He had called ne a nunskull and a buffoon. How
qui ck and how nobl e was ny revenge! \When his own wits failed
him it was Etienne Gerard who supplied the want.

To fight was absurd; to fly was ridiculous. The Enperor was



stout, and weary to death. At the best he was never a good
rider. How could he fly fromthese, the picked nen of an army?
The best horseman in Prussia was anong them But | was the best

horseman in France. 1, and only I, could hold nmy own with them
If they were on ny track instead of the Enperor's, all m ght
still be well. These were the thoughts which flashed so swiftly

through ny mind that in an instant | had sprung fromthe first
idea to the final conclusion. Another instant carried nme from
the final conclusion to pronpt and vigorous action. | rushed to
the side of the Enperor, who stood petrified, with the carriage
between him and our enemi es. "Your coat, Sirel your hat!" |
cried. | dragged them of him

Never had he been so hustled in his life. |In an instant | had
them on and had thrust himinto the carriage. The next | had

sprung on to his fanmpus white Arab and had ridden clear of the
group upon the road.

You have al ready divined ny plan; but you may well ask how coul d
| hope to pass nyself off as the Enperor.

My figure is as you still see it, and his was never beautiful

for he was both short and stout. But a man's height is not

remar ked when he is in the saddle, and for the rest one had but
to sit forward on the horse and round one's back and carry
oneself like a sack of flour. | wore the little cocked hat and
the | oose grey coat with the silver star which was known to every
child fromone end of Europe to the other. Beneath nme was the
Enperor's own fanous white charger. It was conplete.

Already as | rode clear the Prussians were within two hundred
yards of us. | made a gesture of terror and despair with ny
hands, and | sprang nmy horse over the bank which |lined the road.
It was enough. A yell of exultation and of furious hatred broke
fromthe Prussians.

It was the how of starving wolves who scent their prey.

spurred ny horse over the meadow | and and | ooked back under ny
armas | rode. ©Oh, the glorious nonment when one after the other
I saw ei ght horsemen come over the bank at ny heels! Only one
had stayed behind, and | heard shouting and the sounds of a
struggle. | renenbered ny old sergeant of Chasseurs, and | was
sure that nunber nine would trouble us no nore. The road was
clear and the Enperor free to continue his journey.

But now | had to think of nyself. |If | were overtaken the
Prussi ans woul d certainly make short work of me in their
di sappointnment. If it were so--if | lost my life--1 should stil

have sold it at a glorious price. But | had hopes that | m ght
shake themoff. Wth ordinary horsenen upon ordi nary horses |
shoul d have had no difficulty in doing so, but here both steeds
and riders were of the best. It was a grand creature that |

rode, but it was weary with its long night's work, and the
Enmperor was one of those riders who do not know how to nanage a
horse. He had little thought far them and a heavy hand upon
their nouths. On the other hand, Stein and his nen had conme both
far and fast. The race was a fair one.



So quick had been ny inpulse, and so rapidly had | acted upon it,
that | had not thought enough of ny own safety. Had | done so in
the first instance | should, of course, have ridden straight back
the way we had cone, for so | should have met our own people.
But | was off the road and had galloped a nmle over the plain

before this occurred to nme. Then when | | ooked back | saw that
the Prussians had spread out into a long line, so as to head ne
off fromthe Charleroi road. | could not turn back, but at |east
| could edge toward the north. | knew that the whole face of the

country was covered with our flying troops, and that sooner or
later 1 must cone upon some of them

But one thing | had forgotten--the Sanbre. 1In ny excitenent |
never gave it a thought until | sawit, deep and broad, gl ean ng
in the norning sunlight. It barred ny path, and the Prussians
how ed behind nme. | galloped to the brink, but the horse refused
the plunge. | spurred him but the bank was high and the stream
deep.

He shrank back trenbling and snorting. The yells of triunph were
| ouder every instant. | turned and rode for my life down the
river bank. It forned a loop at this part, and | nust get across
somehow, for ny retreat was bl ocked. Suddenly a thrill of hope

ran through nme, for | saw a house on ny side of the stream and
another on the farther bank. \Where there are two such houses it
usually means that there is a ford between them A sloping path
led to the brink and | urged my horse down it. On he went, the
water up to the saddle, the foamflying right and left. He

bl undered once and | thought we were |lost, but he recovered and
an instant |later was clattering up the farther slope. As we cane
out | heard the splash behind ne as the first Prussian took the
water. There was just the breadth of the Sanbre between us.

I rode with nmy head sunk between ny shoul ders in Napol eon's
fashion, and | did not dare to | ook back for fear they should see
my moustache. | had turned up the collar of the grey coat so as
partly to hide it. Even now if they found out their m stake they
m ght turn and overtake the carriage. But when once we were on
the road | could tell by the drunm ng of their hoofs how far
distant they were, and it seened to ne that the sound grew
perceptibly |ouder, as if they were slowy gaining upon me. W
were riding now up the stony and rutted | ane which led fromthe
ford. | peeped back very cautiously fromunder nmy arm and

percei ved that ny danger came froma single rider, who was far
ahead of his conrades.

He was a Hussar, a very tiny fellow, upon a big black horse, and
it was his light weight which had brought himinto the forenost
place. It is a place of honour; but it is also a place of

danger, as he was soon to learn. | felt the holsters, but, to ny
horror, there were no pistols. There was a field-glass in one
and the other was stuffed with papers. M sword had been |eft
behind with Violette.

Had | only ny own weapons and ny own little nmare | coul d have
played with these rascals. But | was not entirely unarned. The



Enperor's own sword hung to the saddle. It was curved and short,
the hilt all crusted with gold--a thing nore fitted to glitter at

a review than to serve a soldier in his deadly need. | drewit,
such as it was, and | waited ny chance. Every instant the clink
and clatter of the hoofs grew nearer. | heard the panting of the

horse, and the fell ow shouted some threat at me. There was a
turn in the lane, and as | rounded it | drew up ny white Arab on
hi s haunches. As we spun round | net the Prussian Hussar face to
face. He was going too fast to stop, and his only chance was to
ride me dowmn. Had he done so he might have net his own death,

but he would have injured me or ny horse past all hope of escape.
But the fool flinched as he saw ne waiting and fl ew past ne on ny
right. | lunged over ny Arab's neck and buried my toy sword in
his side. It nust have been the finest steel and as sharp as a
razor, for |I hardly felt it enter, and yet his blood was within
three inches of the hilt. H's horse galloped on and he kept his
saddl e for a hundred yards before he sank down with his face on
the mane and then dived over the side of the neck on to the road.
For my own part | was already at his horse's heels. A few
seconds had sufficed for all that | have told.

I heard the cry of rage and vengeance which rose fromthe

Prussi ans as they passed their dead conrade, and | could not but
smle as | wondered what they could think of the Enperor as a
horseman and a swordsnman. | gl anced back cautiously as before,
and | saw that none of the seven nen stopped. The fate of their
conrade was nothing conpared to the carrying out of their

nm ssi on.

They were as untiring and as renorsel ess as bl oodhounds.

But | had a good | ead and the brave Arab was still going well. |
thought that | was safe. And yet it was at that very instant
that the nost terrible danger befell ne. The |ane divided, and
took the smaller of the two divisions because it was the nore
grassy and the easier for the horse's hoofs. |nagine nmy horror
when, riding through a gate, | found nyself in a square of
stables and farmbuil dings, with no way out save that by which
had come! Ah, ny friends, if ny hair is snow white, have I not
had enough to make it so?

To retreat was inpossible. | could hear the thunder of the
Prussians' hoofs in the lane. | |ooked round me, and Nature has
bl essed me with that quick eye which is the first of gifts to any
sol dier, but nost of all to a | eader of cavalry. Between a |ong,
low line of stables and the farm house there was a pig-sty. |Its
front was made of bars of wood four feet high; the back was of
stone, higher than the front. What was beyond | could not tell
The space between the front and the back was not nmore than a few
yards. It was a desperate venture, and yet | nust take it.

Every instant the beating of those hurrying hoofs was | ouder and
louder. | put ny Arab at the pig-sty. She cleared the front
beautifully and came down with her forefeet upon the sleeping pig
within, slipping forward upon her knees. | was thrown over the
wal I beyond, and fell upon ny hands and face in a soft

fl ower-bed. M horse was upon one side of the wall, | upon the
ot her, and the Prussians were pouring into the yard. But | was



up in an instant and had seized the bridle of the plunging horse
over the top of the wall. It was built of |oose stones, and
dragged down a few of themto nake a gap. As | tugged at the
bridle and shouted the gallant creature rose to the | eap, and an
i nstant afterward she was by my side and | with nmy foot on the
stirrup.

An heroic idea had entered ny mind as | nounted into the saddle.
These Prussians, if they cane over the pig- sty, could only cone
one at once, and their attack would not be form dabl e when they
had not had time to recover fromsuch a |l eap. Wy should I not
wait and kill them one by one as they cane over? It was a

gl orious thought. They would learn that Etienne Gerard was not a
safe man to hunt. M hand felt for nmy sword, but you can inmgine
ny feelings, ny friends, when | cane upon an enpty scabbard. It
had been shaken out when the horse had tripped over that inferna
pig. On what absurd trifles do our destinies hang--a pig on one
side, Etienne Gerard on the other! Could | spring over the wal
and get the sword? |Inpossible! The Prussians were already in
the yard. | turned my Arab and resumed ny flight.

But for a nonment it seened to me that | was in a far worse trap
than before. | found nyself in the garden of the farm house, an
orchard in the centre and flower- beds all round. A high wal
surrounded the whole place. | reflected, however, that there
nmust be some point of entrance, since every visitor could not be
expected to spring over the pig-sty. | rode round the wall. As
| expected, | cane upon a door with a key upon the inner side.

di snount ed, unl ocked it, opened it, and there was a Prussian
Lancer sitting his horse within six feet of ne.

For a monent we each stared at the other. Then | shut the door
and locked it again. A crash and a cry canme fromthe other end
of the garden. | understood that one of ny enem es had cone to
grief intrying to get over the pig-sty. How could | ever get
out of this cul-de-sac? It was evident that sone of the party
had gal | oped round, while sone had foll owed straight upon ny
tracks. Had I nmy sword | mght have beaten off the Lancer at the
door, but to cone out now was to be butchered. And yet if |
wai t ed sone of themwould certainly follow me on foot over the

pi g-sty, and what could | do then? | nust act at once or | was
lost. But it is at such noments that ny wits are nost active and
my actions nost pronpt. Still leading nmy horse, | ran for a

hundred yards by the side of the wall away fromthe spot where
the Lancer was watching. There | stopped, and with an effort |
tunmbl ed down several of the | oose stones fromthe top of the
wal | .  The instant | had done so | hurried back to the door. As
I had expected, he thought | was nmaking a gap for ny escape at
that point, and | heard the thud of his horse's hoofs as he

gal loped to cut ne off. As | reached the gate | | ooked back, and
| saw a green-coated horsenman, whom | knew to be Count Stein,
clear the pig-sty and gallop furiously with a shout of triunph
across the garden.

"Surrender, your Majesty, surrender!" he yelled; "we will give
you quarter!™ | slipped through the gate, but had no time to
lock it on the other side. Stein was at ny very heels, and the



Lancer had already turned his horse. Springing upon nmy Arab's
back, | was off once nore with a clear stretch of grass |and
before me. Stein had to disnount to open the gate, to lead his
horse through, and to nount again before he could follow

It was he that | feared rather than the Lancer, whose horse was
coarse-bred and weary. | galloped hard for a mle before
ventured to | ook back, and then Stein was a nusket-shot from ne,
and the Lancer as nuch again, while only three of the others were
in sight. M nine Prussians were com ng down to nore manageabl e
nunbers, and yet one was too much for an unarnmed man.

It had surprised me that during this long chase I had seen no
fugitives fromthe army, but | reflected that | was considerably
to the west of their line of flight, and that | nust edge nore
toward the east if | wished to join them Unless | did so it was
probabl e that my pursuers, even if they could not overtake ne

t henmsel ves, would keep nme in view until | was headed off by sone
of their conrades com ng fromthe north. As | |ooked to the
eastward | saw afar off a |line of dust which stretched for niles
across the country. This was certainly the main road al ong which
our unhappy arny was flying. But | soon had proof that some of
our stragglers had wandered into these side tracks, for | cane
suddenly upon a horse grazing at the corner of a field, and
beside him with his back agai nst the bank, his master, a French
Cuirassier, terribly wounded and evidently on the point of death.
| sprang down, seized his long, heavy sword, and rode on with it.
Never shall | forget the poor man's face as he | ooked at ne with
his failing sight. He was an old, grey-nmoustached sol dier, one
of the real fanatics, and to himthis [ast vision of his Enperor
was |like a revelation fromon high.

Ast oni shnent, |ove, pride--all shone in his pallid face. He said
sonmething--1 fear they were his last words --but | had no tine to
listen, and | galloped on ny way.

Al this tinme | had been on the neadow-| and, which was
intersected in this part by broad ditches. Sone of them could
not have been less than fromfourteen to fifteen feet, and ny
heart was in ny nouth as I went at each of them for a slip would
have been ny ruin.

But whoever selected the Enperor's horses had done his work well
The creature, save when it bal ked on the bank of the Sanbre,
never failed me for an instant.

We cleared everything in one stride. And yet we could not shake
of f! those infernal Prussians. As | left each water-course
behind nme | | ooked back with renewed hope; but it was only to see
Stein on his white-legged chestnut flying over it as lightly as |
had done nyself. He was nmy enemny, but | honoured himfor the way
in which he carried hinmself that day.

Agai n and again | measured the di stance which separated him from
the next horseman. | had the idea that |I might turn and cut him
down, as | had the Hussar, before his conrade could cone to his
hel p. But the others had closed up and ere not far behind.



reflected that this Stein was probably as fine a swordsman as he
was a rider, and that it mght take nme some little tinme to get
the better of him In that case the others would conme to his aid
an | should be lost. On the whole, it was wiser to continue ny
flight.

A road with poplars on either side ran across the plain from east
to west. It would lead me toward that long |line of dust which
mar ked the French retreat. | wheeled ny horse, therefore, and
gal l oped down it. As | rode | saw a single house in front of ne
upon the right, with a great bush hung over the door to mark it
as an inn. CQutside there were several peasants, but for them!|
cared nothing. Wat frightened ne was to see the gleamof a red
coat, which showed that there were British in the place.

However, | could not turn and | could not stop, so there was
nothing for it but to gallop on and to take ny chance. There
were no troops in sight, so these nmen nust be stragglers or

mar auders, fromwhom | had little to fear. As | approached | saw
that there were two of themsitting drinking on a bench outside
the inn door. | saw them stagger to their feet, and it was
evident that they were both very drunk. One stood swaying in the
m ddl e of the road.

"It's Boney! So help ne, it's Boney!" he yelled. He ran with
his hands out to catch ne, but luckily for hinmself his drunken
feet stunbled and he fell on his face on the road. The other was
nor e dangerous. He had rushed into the inn, and just as | passed
I saw himrun out with his nusket in his hand. He dropped upon
one knee, and | stooped forward over ny horse's neck

A single shot froma Prussian or an Austrian is a small matter,
but the British were at that tinme the best shots in Europe, and
nmy drunkard seened steady enough when he had a gun at his

shoul der. | heard the crack, and my horse gave a convul sive
spring which woul d have unseated many a rider. For an instant |

t hought he was killed, but when | turned in ny saddle | saw a
stream of bl ood running down the off hind-quarter. | |ooked back
at the Englishman, and the brute had bitten the end off another
cartridge and was ramring it into his nusket, but before he had
it primed we were beyond his range. These nen were foot-soldiers
and could not join in the chase, but | heard them whoopi ng and
tally-hoing behind me as if | had been a fox. The peasants al so
shouted and ran through the fields flourishing their sticks.
Fromall sides | heard cries, and everywhere were the rushing,
wavi ng figures of my pursuers. To think of the great Enperor
bei ng chivvied over the country-side in this fashion! 1t nade ne
long to have these rascals within the sweep of nmy sword.

But now | felt that | was nearing the end of my course. | had
done all that a man coul d be expected to do--sone woul d say
nore--but at last | had cone to a point fromwhich I could see no
escape. The horses of ny pursuers were exhausted, but mne was
exhausted and wounded also. It was |osing blood fast, and we
left a red trail upon the white, dusty road. Already his pace
was sl ackening, and sooner or |ater he nmust drop under ne. |

| ooked back, and there were the five inevitable Prussians--Stein
a hundred yards in front, then a Lancer, and then three others



riding together.

Stein had drawn his sword, and he waved it at me. For ny own
part | was determ ned not to give nyself up

I would try how many of these Prussians | could take with me into
the other world. At this suprene nonent all the great deeds of
nmy life rose in a vision before ne, and | felt that this, ny | ast
exploit, was indeed a worthy close to such a career. M death
woul d be a fatal blow to those who | oved me, to ny dear nother

to my Hussars, to others who shall be nanmeless. But all of them
had my honour and ny fame at heart, and | felt that their grief
woul d be tinged with pride when they |earned how | had ridden and
how | had fought upon this last day. Therefore | hardened ny
heart and, as ny Arab |inped nore and nore upon his wounded | eg,

| drew the great sword which | had taken fromthe Cuirassier, and
| set ny teeth for ny suprene struggle. M hand was in the very
act of tightening the bridle, for |I feared that if | del ayed
longer | might find nyself on foot fighting against five nounted
men.

At that instant ny eye fell upon something which brought hope to
ny heart and a shout of joy to nmy |ips.

Froma grove of trees in front of ne there projected the steeple
of a village church. But there could not be two steeples |ike
that, for the corner of it had crunbled away or been struck by

lightning, so that it was of a nost fantastic shape. | had seen
it only two daye{sic} before, and it was the church of the
village of Cosselies. It was not the hope of reaching the

village which set ny heart singing with joy, but it was that I
knew ny ground now, and that farm house not half a m|e ahead,
with its gable end sticking out fromamd the trees, nust be that
very farmof St. Aunay where we had bivouacked, and which | had
nanmed to Captain Sabbatier as the rendezvous of the Hussars of
Conflans. There they were, ny little rascals, if | could but
reach them Wth every bound ny horse grew weaker. Each instant
the sound of the pursuit grew louder. | heard a gust of
crackling German oaths at nmy very heels. A pistol bullet sighed
inm ears. Spurring frantically and beating ny poor Arab with
the flat of ny sword | kept himat the top of his speed. The
open gate of the farmyard lay before nme. | saw the tw nkle of
steel within. Stein's horse's head was within ten yards of ne as
| thundered through

"To me, conrades! To ne!" | yelled. | heard a buzz as when the
angry bees swarmfromtheir nest. Then ny splendid white Arab
fell dead under ne and | was hurled on to the cobbl e-stones of
the yard, where | can renenber no nore.

Such was ny |ast and nost fanous exploit, my dear friends, a
story which rang through Europe and has made the nanme of Etienne
Gerard fanmpus in history.

Alas! that all nmy efforts could only give the Enperor a few weeks
nore |iberty, since he surrendered upon the 15th of July to the
English. But it was not ny fault that he was not able to collect



the forces still waiting for himin France, and to fight another
Waterl oo with a happier ending. Had others been as |oyal as |
was the history of the world m ght have been changed, the Enperor
woul d have preserved his throne, and such a soldier as | would
not have been left to spend his life in planting cabbages or to
while away his old age telling stories in a cafe. You ask ne
about the fate of Stein and the Prussian horsenen! O the three
who dropped upon the way | know nothing. One you will renenber
that | killed. There remained five, three of whom were cut down
by nmy Hussars, who, for the instant, were under the inpression
that it was indeed the Enperor whomthey were defending. Stein
was taken, slightly wounded, and so was one of the Uhlans. The
truth was not told to them for we thought it best that no news,
or false news, should get about as to where the Enperor was, so
that Count Stein still believed that he was within a few yards of
maki ng that trenendous capture. "You nay well |ove and honour
your Enperor," said he, "for such a horseman and such a swordsman
| have never seen." He could not understand why the young

col onel of Hussars |aughed so heartily at his words--but he has

| ear ned since.

VII1. The Last Adventure of the Brigadier

I will tell you no nore stories, ny dear friends. It is said
that man is |ike the hare, which runs in a circle and cones back
to die at the point fromwhich it started

Gascony has been calling to ne of late. | see the blue Garonne
wi ndi ng anong the vineyards and the bluer ocean toward which its
waters sweep. | see the old town also, and the bristle of masts

fromthe side of the long stone quay. M heart hungers for the
breath of my native air and the warm gl ow of nmy native sun

Here in Paris are ny friends, ny occupations, ny pleasures.

There all who have known nme are in their grave. And yet the
southwest wind as it rattles on my wi ndows seens al ways to be the
strong voice of the nmotherland calling her child back to that
bosominto which | amready to sink. | have played ny part in ny
time. The tinme has passed. | nust pass al so.

Nay, dear friends, do not |ook sad, for what can be happier than
a life conpleted in honour and made beautiful with friendship and
love? And yet it is solem al so when a nan approaches the end of
the long road and sees the turning which [eads himinto the
unknown. But the Enperor and all his Marshals have ridden round
that dark turning and passed into the beyond. M Hussars,
too--there are not fifty men who are not waiting yonder. | nust
go. But on this the last night | will tell you that which is
nore than a tale--it is a great historical secret. M |ips have
been seal ed, but | see no reason why | should not |eave behind ne
some account of this remarkabl e adventure, which nust otherw se
be entirely lost, since | and only I, of all living nmen, have a
know edge of the facts.

I will ask you to go back with nme to the year 1821



In that year our great Enmperor had been absent fromus for six
years, and only now and then from over the seas we heard sone
whi sper whi ch showed that he was still alive. You cannot think
what a weight it was upon our hearts for us who |loved himto
think of himin captivity eating his giant soul out upon that
lonely island. Fromthe nonment we rose until we closed our eyes
in sleep the thought was always with us, and we felt dishonoured
that he, our chief and master, should be so humiliated without
our being able to nove a hand to help him There were nany who
woul d nost willingly have laid down the remainder of their l|ives
to bring hima little ease, and yet all that we could do was to
sit and grunble in our cafes and stare at the map, counting up
the | eagues of water which | ay between us.

It seened that he m ght have been in the noon for all that we
could do to help him But that was only because we were al
sol di ers and knew not hing of the sea.

O course, we had our own little troubles to nmake us bitter, as
wel |l as the wongs of our Enperor. There were many of us who had
hel d high rank and would hold it again if he came back to his
own. We had not found it possible to take service under the
white flag of the Bourbons, or to take an oath which mght turn
our sabres against the man whom we | oved. So we found oursel ves
with neither work nor noney. \What could we do save gather

t oget her and gossip and grunble, while those who had a little
pai d the score and those who had nothing shared the bottle? Now
and then, if we were |ucky, we managed to pick a quarrel with one
of the Garde du Corps, and if we left himon his hack in the Bois
we felt that we had struck a bl ow for Napol eon once again. They
cane to know our haunts in tinme, and they avoided themas if they
had been hornets' nests.

There was one of these--the Sign of the Great Man --in the Rue
Varennes, which was frequented by several of the nore

di stingui shed and younger Napol eonic officers. Nearly all of us
had been col onel s or aides- de-canp, and when any man of | ess

di stinction came anong us we generally made himfeel that he had
taken a liberty. There were Captain Lepine, who had won the
medal of honour at Leipzig; Colonel Bonnet, aide-de-canp to
Macdonal d; Col onel Jourdan, whose fane in the arny was hardly
second to ny own; Sabbatier of ny own Hussars, Meunier of the Red
Lancers, Le Breton of the Guards, and a dozen others.

Every night we net and tal ked, played doni noes, drank a gl ass or
two, and wondered how long it would be before the Enperor would
be back and we at the head of our reginments once nore. The

Bour bons had already | ost any hold they ever had upon the
country, as was shown a few years afterward, when Paris rose
agai nst them and they were hunted for the third tinme out of
France. Napol eon had but to show hinself on the coast, and he
woul d have marched without firing a nusket to the capital
exactly as he had done when he canme back from El ba.

Wel |, when affairs were in this state there arrived one night in
February, in our cafe, a nost singular little man. He was short



but exceedingly broad, with huge shoul ders, and a head whi ch was
a deformity, so large was it. Hi s heavy brown face was scarred
with white streaks in a nost extraordi nary manner, and he had
grizzl ed whi skers such as seanen wear. Two gold earrings in his
ears, and plentiful tattooing upon his hands and arns, told us

al so that he was of the sea before he introduced hinself to us as
Capt ai n Fourneau, of the Enperor's navy. He had letters of
introduction to two of our nunber, and there could be no doubt
that he was devoted to the cause. He won our respect, too, for
he had seen as nuch fighting as any of us, and the burns upon his
face were caused by his standing to his post upon the Orient, at
the Battle of the Nile, until the vessel blew up underneath him
Yet he would say little about hinself, but he sat in the corner
of the cafe watching us all with a wonderfully sharp pair of eyes
and listening intently to our talk.

One night | was |eaving the cafe when Captain Fourneau followed
me, and touching ne on the armhe |led ne without saying a word
for sone distance until we reached his lodgings. "I wi sh to have
a chat with you," said he, and so conducted nme up the stair to
his room There he lit a |lanp and handed ne a sheet of paper

whi ch he took froman envelope in his bureau. It was dated a few
nont hs before fromthe Pal ace of Schonbrunn at Vienna. "Captain
Fourneau is acting in the highest interests of the Enperor

Napol eon.

Those who | ove the Enperor should obey himwi thout
guestion.--Marie Louise." That is what | read. | was faniliar
with the signature of the Enpress, and | could not doubt that
this was genui ne.

"Well," said he, "are you satisfied as to my credential s?"
"Entirely."

"Are you prepared to take your orders from ne?"

"This docunent | eaves nme no choice."

"Good! In the first place, | understand from sonethi ng you said
in the cafe that you can speak English?"

"Yes, | can."

"Let ne hear you do so."

| said in English, "Wenever the Enperor needs the help of

Eti enne Gerard | amready night and day to give ny life in his
service." Captain Fourneau sn | ed.

"It is funny English," said he, "but still it is better than no

English. For nmy own part | speak English Iike an Englishman. It
is all that | have to show for six years spent in an English

prison. Now |l wll tell you why | have cone to Paris. | have
come in order to choose an agent who will help ne in a matter
which affects the interests of the Enperor. | was told that it

was at the cafe of the Great Man that | would find the pick of



his old officers, and that | could rely upon every nman there
bei ng devoted to his interests. | studied you all, therefore,
and | have come to the conclusion that you are the one who is
nost suited for ny purpose.”

| acknow edged the conplinent. "Wat is it that you wish nme to
do?" | asked.

"Merely to keep nme conmpany for a few nonths," said he. "You nust
know that after my release in England | settled down there,
married an English wife, and rose to conmand a small English
merchant ship, in which | have nade several voyages from

Sout hanpton to the Guinea coast. They |look on ne there as an
Engl i shman.

You can understand, however, that with ny feelings about the
Emperor | amlonely sonetinmes, and that it would be an advant age
to me to have a conpani on who woul d synpat hize with nmy thoughts.
One gets very bored on these |ong voyages, and | would nmake it
worth your while to share nmy cabin.™

He | ooked hard at me with his shrewd grey eyes all the time that
he was uttering this rigmarole, and | gave hima glance in return
whi ch showed himthat he was not dealing with a fool. He took
out a canvas bag full of noney.

"There are a hundred pounds in gold in this bag," said he. "You
will be able to buy some conforts for your voyage. | should
recommend you to get themin Southanpton, whence we will start in
ten days. The name of the vessel is the Black Swan. | return to

Sout hanpton to-nmorrow, and | shall hope to see you in the course
of the next week."

"Cone now," said |I. "Tell nme frankly what is the destination of
our voyage?"

"COh, didn't | tell you?" he answered. "W are bound for the
Gui nea coast of Africa."”

"Then how can that be in the highest interests of the Enperor?”
asked.

"It is in his highest interests that you ask no indiscreet
guestions and | give no indiscreet replies," he answered,
sharply. So he brought the interview to an end, and | found
nmysel f back in ny lodgings with nothing save this bag of gold to
show that this singular interview had indeed taken place.

There was every reason why | should see the adventure to a
conclusion, and so within a week | was on ny way to Engl and.
passed from St. Malo to Sout hanpton, and on inquiry at the docks
I had no difficulty in finding the Black Swan, a neat little
vessel of a shape which is called, as | |earned afterward, a
brig. There was Captain Fourneau hinself upon the deck, and
seven or eight rough fellows hard at work groonmi ng her and nmaking
her ready for sea. He greeted me and |led ne down to his cabin



"You are plain M. Cerard now," said he, "and a Channel Islander
I would be obliged to you if you would kindly forget your
mlitary ways and drop your caval ry swagger when you wal k up and
down ny deck.

A beard, too, would seem nore sailor-like than those npustaches."

I was horrified by his words, but, after all, there are no | adies
on the high seas, and what did it nmatter? He rang for the
st ewar d.

"Custav," said he, "you will pay every attention to my friend,
Monsi eur Etienne CGerard, who nmakes this voyage with us. This is
Gustav Kerouan, ny Breton steward," he explained, "and you are
very safe in his hands."

This steward, with his harsh face and stern eyes, |ooked a very
war | i ke person for so peaceful an enploynent.

| said nothing, however, though you may guess that | kept ny eyes
open. A berth had been prepared for nme next the cabin, which
woul d have seemed confortabl e enough had it not contrasted with
the extraordi nary spl endour of Fourneau's quarters. He was
certainly a nmost |uxurious person, for his roomwas newfitted
with velvet and silver in a way which woul d have suited the yacht
of a noble better than a little Wst African trader

So thought the mate, M. Burns, who could not hide his anmusenent
and contenpt whenever he | ooked at it.

This fellow, a big, solid, red-headed Englishman, had the other
berth connected with the cabin. There was a second mate naned
Turner, who |odged in the mddle of the ship, and there were nine
men and one boy in the crew, three of whom as | was informed by
M. Burns, were Channel I|slanders |ike nyself. This Burns, the
first mte, was nuch interested to know why | was com ng with

t hem

"I cone for pleasure,” saidI.

He stared at ne.

"Ever been to the West Coast?" he asked.
| said that | had not.

"I thought not,"’
reason, anyhow. "

said he. "You'll never come again for that

Sone three days after ny arrival we untied the ropes by which the
ship was tethered and we set off upon our journey. | was never a
good sailor, and I may confess that we were far out of sight of
any land before | was able to venture upon deck. At |ast,
however, upon the fifth day | drank the soup which the good

Ker ouan brought nme, and | was able to crawm from ny bunk and up
the stair. The fresh air revived nme, and fromthat time onward
accommodat ed nmyself to the notion of the vessel. M beard had



begun to grow al so, and | have no doubt that | should have nmade
as fine a sailor as | have a soldier had | chanced to be born to
that branch of the service. | learned to pull the ropes which
hoi sted the sails, and also to haul round the long sticks to
which they are attached. For the npbst part, however, ny duties
were to play ecarte with Captain Fourneau, and to act as his
conpanion. |t was not strange that he should need one, for
neither of his nmates could read or wite, though each of them was
an excel |l ent seaman.

If our captain had died suddenly | cannot imagi ne how we shoul d
have found our way in that waste of waters, for it was only he
who had the know edge whi ch enabled himto mark our place upon

the chart. He had this fixed upon the cabin wall, and every day
he put our course upon it so that we could see at a gl ance how
far we were fromour destination. It was wonderful how well he

could calculate it, for one norning he said that we should see
the Cape Verd light that very night, and there it was, sure
enough, upon our left front the nonment that darkness cane. Next
day, however, the | and was out of sight, and Burns, the mate,
explained to me that we should see no nore until we cane to our
port in the Gulf of Biafra. Every day we flew south with a
favouring wi nd, and always at noon the pin upon the chart was
noved nearer and nearer to the African coast. | may explain that
pal moil was the cargo which we were in search of, and that our
own | adi ng consi sted of coloured cloths, old nuskets, and such
other trifles as the English sell to the savages.

At last the wind which had followed us so |ong died away, and for
several days we drifted about on a calmand oily sea, under a sun
whi ch brought the pitch bubbling out between the planks upon the
deck. We turned and turned our sails to catch every wandering
puff, until at last we came out of this belt of calmand ran
south again with a brisk breeze, the sea all round us being alive
with flying fishes. For sone days Burns appeared to be uneasy,
and | observed himcontinually shading his eyes with his hand and
staring at the horizon as if he were |looking for land. Twi ce
caught himwith his red head against the chart in the cabin
gazing at that pin, which was al ways approachi ng and yet never
reaching the African coast. At |ast one evening, as Captain
Fourneau and | were playing ecarte in the cabin, the mate entered
with an angry | ook upon his sunburned face.

"I beg your pardon, Captain Fourneau," said he.
"But do you know what course the man at the wheel is steering?”

"Due south,"” the captain answered, with his eyes fixed upon his
cards.

"And he should be steering due east."
"How do you make that out?"
The mate gave an angry grow .

"I may not have nuch education," said he, "but let ne tell you



this, Captain Fourneau, |'ve sailed these waters since | was a
little nipper of ten, and | know the line when I"mon it, and
know t he dol drunms, and | know how to find ny way to the oi
rivers. We are south of the line now, and we should be steering
due east instead of due south if your port is the port that the
owners sent you to."

"Excuse nme, M. Cerard. Just renenber that it is ny lead," said
the captain, laying down his cards.

"Come to the map here, M. Burns, and I will give you a lesson in
practical navigation. Here is the trade wind fromthe sout hwest
and here is the line, and here is the port that we want to nmake,
and here is a man who will have his own way aboard his own ship."
As he spoke he seized the unfortunate mate by the throat and
squeezed himuntil he was nearly sensel ess. Kerouan, the
steward, had rushed in with a rope, and between them they gagged
and trussed the man, so that he was utterly hel pl ess.

"There is one of our Frenchmen at the wheel. W had best put the
mat e overboard,"” said the steward

"That is safest," said Captain Fourneau.

But that was nore than | could stand. Nothing would persuade ne
to agree to the death of a hel pl ess man.

Wth a bad grace Captain Fourneau consented to spare him and we
carried himto the after-hold, which lay under the cabin. There
he was | aid anong the bal es of Manchester cloth.

"It is not worth while to put down the hatch," said Captain
Fourneau. "Gustav, go to M. Turner and tell himthat | would
like to have a word with him™"

The unsuspecting second mate entered the cabin, and was instantly
gagged and secured as Burns had been

He was carried down and | aid beside his conrade. The hatch was
then repl aced.

"Qur hands have been forced by that red-headed dolt," said the
captain, "and | have had to explode ny mne before |I w shed.
However, there is no great harmdone, and it will not seriously
di sarrange ny pl ans.

"Kerouan, you will take a keg of rumforward to the crew and tel
them that the captain gives it to themto drink his health on the
occasi on of crossing the |ine.

"They will know no better. As to our own fellows, bring them
down to your pantry so that we may nme sure that they are ready
for business. Now, Colonel Gerard, with your perm ssion we wll
resunme our gane of ecarte.”

It is one of those occasi ons which one does not forget.



This captain, who was a man of iron, shuffled and cut, dealt and
played as if he were in his cafe. From below we heard the
inarticulate nmurnmurings of the two mates, half snothered by the
handker chi efs whi ch gagged them CQutside the tinbers creaked and
the sails humed under the brisk breeze which was sweepi ng us
upon our way. Amd the splash of the waves and the whistle of
the wind we heard the wild cheers and shoutings of the English
sailors as they broached the keg of rum W played hal f-a-dozen
ganmes and then the captain rose. "I think they are ready for us
now," said he. He took a brace of pistols froma | ocker, and he
handed one of themto ne.

But we had no need to fear resistance, for there was no one to
resist. The Englishman of those days, whether soldier or sailor
was an incorrigible drunkard.

Wt hout drink he was a brave and good man. But if drink were
laid before himit was a perfect madness-- nothing could induce
himto take it with noderation

In the dimlight of the den which they inhabited, five sensel ess
figures and two shouting, swearing, singing nmadnmen represented
the crew of the Black Swan. Coils of rope were brought forward
by the steward, and with the help of two French seanen (the third
was at the wheel) we secured the drunkards and tied themup, so
that it was inpossible for themto speak or nove. They were

pl aced under the fore-hatch, as their officers had been under the
after one, and Kerouan was directed twice a day to give them food
and drink. So at last we found that the Black Swan was entirely
our own.

Had there been bad weather | do not know what we shoul d have
done, but we still went gaily upon our way with a w nd which was
strong enough to drive us swiftly south, but not strong enough to
cause us alarm On the evening of the third day | found Captain
Fourneau gazing eagerly out fromthe platformin the front of the
vessel . "Look, Gerard, look!" he cried, and pointed over the
pol e which stuck out in front.

A light blue sky rose froma dark blue sea, and far away, at the
poi nt where they net, was a shadowy sonething like a cloud, but
nore definite in shape.

"What is it?" | cried.

"It is land."

"And what | and?"

| strained nmy ears for the answer, and yet | knew al ready what
t he answer woul d be.

"It is St. Helena."

Here, then, was the island of ny dreans! Here was the cage where
our great Eagle of France was confined!



Al'l those thousands of | eagues of water had not sufficed to keep
Gerard fromthe master whom he | oved

There he was, there on that cloud-bank yonder over the dark blue
sea. How ny eyes devoured it! How ny soul flew in front of the
vessel--flew on and on to tell himthat he was not forgotten,
that after many days one faithful servant was comng to his side.
Every instant the dark blur upon the water grew harder and

cl earer.

Soon | could see plainly enough that it was i ndeed a nountai nous
island. The night fell, but still | knelt upon the deck, with ny
eyes fixed upon the darkness which covered the spot where | knew
that the great Enperor was. An hour passed and another one, and
then suddenly a little golden twi nkling |light shone out exactly
ahead of us. It was the light of the w ndow of sone
house- - perhaps of his house. It could not be nore than a nmile or
two away. Oh, how | held out my hands to it!--they were the
hands of Etienne Gerard, but it was for all France that they were
hel d out.

Every light had been extingui shed aboard our ship, and presently,
at the direction of Captain Fourneau, we all pulled upon one of
the ropes, which had the effect of sw nging round one of the
sticks above us, and so stopping the vessel. Then he asked ne to
step down to the cabin.

"You understand everything now, Colonel Gerard," said he, "and
you will forgive me if |I did not take you into nmy conplete
confidence before. In a matter of such inportance |I nmake no man
my confidant. | have |ong planned the rescue of the Enperor, and
nmy remaining in England and joining their nerchant service was
entirely with that design. All has worked out exactly as |
expected. | have nmade several successful voyages to the West
Coast of Africa, so that there was no difficulty in my obtaining
the command of this one. One by one | got these old French

man- of -war' s- nen anong the hands. As to you, | was anxious to
have one tried fighting man in case of resistance, and | also
desired to have a fitting conpanion for the Enperor during his

| ong honmeward voyage. M cabin is already fitted up for his use.
| trust that before to-norrow norning he will be inside it, and
we out of sight of this accursed island."

You can think of nmy emotion, ny friends, as | listened to these
words. | enbraced the brave Fourneau, and inplored himto tel
me how | could assist him

"I nmust leave it all in your hands,” said he. "Wuld that I
coul d have been the first to pay himhomage, but it would not be
wise for me to go. The glass is falling, there is a storm

brewi ng, and we have the | and under our |ee. Besides, there are
three English cruisers near the island which may be upon us at
any nmonment. It is for me, therefore, to guard the ship and for
you to bring off the Enperor."

| thrilled at the words.



"G ve me your instructions!" | cried.

"I can only spare you one man, for already | can hardly pul

round the yards,"” said he. "One of the boats has been | owered,
and this man will row you ashore and await your return. The

I ight which you see is indeed the |ight of Longwood. All who are
in the house are your friends, and all may be depended upon to
aid the Enperor's escape. There is a cordon of English sentries,
but they are not very near to the house. Once you have got as
far as that you will convey our plans to the Enperor, guide him
down to the boat, and bring himon board."

The Enperor hinself could not have given his instructions nore
shortly and clearly. There was not a nonent to be lost. The
boat with the seanan was waiting alongside. | stepped into it,
and an instant afterward we had pushed off. Qur little boat
danced over the dark waters, but always shining before ny eyes
was the light of Longwood, the |ight of the Enperor, the star of
hope. Presently the bottom of the boat grated upon the pebbles
of the beach. It was a deserted cove, and no challenge froma
sentry cane to disturb us. | left the seaman by the boat and
began to clinb the hillside.

There was a goat track winding in and out anong the rocks, so

had no difficulty in finding my way. It stands to reason that
all paths in St. Helena would | ead to the Enperor. | canme to a
gate. No sentry--and | passed through. Another gate--still no
sentry! | wondered what had becone of this cordon of which

Four neau had spoken. | had cone now to the top of ny clinb, for
there was the |ight burning steadily right in front of ne. |
conceal ed nyself and took a good | ook round, but still I could

see no sign of the eneny. As | approached | saw the house, a
long, low building with a veranda. A nan was wal ki ng up and down
upon the path in front. | crept nearer and had a | ook at him

Perhaps it was this cursed Hudson Lowe. VWhat a triunph if |
could not only rescue the Enperor, but also avenge him But it
was nore likely that this man was an English sentry. | crept
nearer still, and the man stopped in front of the Iighted w ndow,
so that | could see him No; it was no soldier, but a priest. |
wonder ed what such a man could be doing there at two in the

norni ng. Was he French or English? |f he were one of the
household | might take himinto ny confidence. |f he were
English he mght ruin all mnmy plans.

| crept alittle nearer still, and at that nmonent he entered the
house, a flood of light pouring out through the open door. Al
was clear for me now and | understood that not an instant was to
be lost. Bending myself double | ran swiftly forward to the

i ghted w ndow.

Rai sing my head | peeped through, and there was the Enperor |ying
dead before ne.

My friends, | fell down upon the gravel walk as senseless as if a
bul l et had passed through nmy brain. So great was the shock that
I wonder that | survived it.



And yet in half an hour | had staggered to my feet again
shivering in every linmb, ny teeth chattering, and there | stood
staring with the eyes of a maniac into that room of death.

He lay upon a bier in the centre of the chanber, calm conposed,
maj estic, his face full of that reserve power which |Iightened our
hearts upon the day of battle. A half-snile was fixed upon his
pale lips, and his eyes, half-opened, seenmed to be turned on

m ne. He was stouter than when | had seen him at Waterl oo, and
there was a gentl eness of expression which | had never seen in
[ife. On either side of himburned rows of candles, and this was
t he beacon which had wel coned us at sea, which had gui ded nme over
the water, and which | had hailed as ny star of hope. Dinmy I
becanme consci ous that many people were kneeling in the room the
l[ittle Court, men and women, who had shared his fortunes,
Bertrand, his wife, the priest, Mntholon--all were there. |
woul d have prayed too, but ny heart was too heavy and bitter for
prayer. And yet | nust |leave, and | could not |eave himw thout
a sign. Regardless of whether | was seen or not, | drew nyself
erect before nmy dead | eader, brought nmy heels together, and
raised ny hand in a last salute. Then | turned and hurried of
through the darkness, with the picture of the wan, smling lips
and the steady grey eyes dancing al ways before ne.

It had seened to ne but a little time that | had been away, and
yet the boatman told ne that it was hours.

Only when he spoke of it did | observe that the w nd was bl owi ng
half a gale fromthe sea and that the waves were roaring in upon
the beach. Twice we tried to push out our little boat, and tw ce
it was thrown back by the sea. The third tine a great wave
filled it and stove the bottom Helplessly we waited beside it
until the dawn broke, to show a raging sea and a flying scud
above it. There was no sign of the Black Swan. Clinbing the

hill we | ooked down, but on all the great torn expanse of the

ocean there was no gleamof a sail. She was gone. Whether she
had sunk, or whether she was recaptured by her English crew, or
what strange fate may have been in store for her, | do not know.

Never again in this life did | see Captain Fourneau to tell him
the result of ny mission. For ny own part | gave nyself up to
the English, ny boatman and | pretending that we were the only
survivors of a |lost vessel --though, indeed, there was no pretence
inthe matter. At the hands of their officers | received that
generous hospitality which | have al ways encountered, but it was
many a |long nmonth before | could get a passage back to the dear

| and outside of which there can be no happiness for so true a
Frenchman as nysel f.

And so | tell you in one evening how | bade good-bye to ny
master, and | take ny |eave also of you, ny kind friends, who
have |istened so patiently to the long- wi nded stories of an old
broken soldier. Russia, Italy, Germany, Spain, Portugal, and
Engl and, you have gone with nme to all these countries, and you
have seen through nmy di meyes sonething of the sparkle and

spl endour of those great days, and | have brought back to you
some shadow of those nmen whose tread shook the earth. Treasure



it in your mnds and pass it on to your children, for the menory
of a great age is the nbst precious treasure that a nation can
possess. As the tree is nurtured by its own cast |leaves so it is
t hese dead nen and vani shed days which may bring out another

bl ossom ng of heroes, of rulers, and of sages. | go to Gascony,
but my words stay here in your menory, and long after Etienne
Gerard is forgotten a heart nay be warned or a spirit braced by
some faint echo of the words that he has spoken. Gentlenen, an
ol d soldier salutes you and bids you farewell
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