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A Good Napoleon Story.

M. Maurice Vaucaire is a well-known
French dramatiat, He eollaborated with
Sarndou in & three-nct play in verse. “la
Jeunesse de Figaro,'” he wrote “Hans the
Flute- Playee,” and the “Manon Lescaut,”
to whith Puceini wrote the musie, aund
his “Clutterton™ to the music of Leon:
cavillo has become a clansie.

He can do wwre than write plays. He
tella u story better than any man in
I'aria. Here is one of his stories: —

“A great many years ago I was a very
sttall boy, and at that happy time my
grundfather was fond of telting me liow
e, when he was seven years old, made
the aequaintance of the Emperor Napo-
leon, My grandfsther  was a fower-
grower at Grasse, His father had grown
violets and ovange hlossnma before him,
and a few days after Napoleon landed
fraom Elha—to be exact. on March 2,
1815—my grandfather, Jean Paul Hedelle
made the great man'’s acquaintance, He
used to tell the story in this way. I
will fell it to you in his own words:—

“The Emperor arrived at the Golfe
Juan on boeard the lnconstant. ke had
Cambronne, Drount, and Tertramd with
Nitn, and 11040 juen, He landed at three
in the afterncon, and he left for Grasse
at midnight.

“4The little town, or at all evenis, the
townspeaple, wished that he were any-
where else. The townspeople of Grasse
did not know just what they ought to
Wim. There was no enthusiasm

in ¢ s for the ¥mperor Napoleon on
M 3, 1815, | renember my father re-
woving his nighteap aml 1tehing his

hend,  amd ey ining how badly the
townspeople of se were Treating the
Emperor. 1 remewber how he sprang
aut of hed awd pullel me out of mine.
Little many he said, “the people of
(irasse do niot know how to treat Na-
polean. You and T are going to show
thel Put ou your best clothes.”

“Ten minutes afterwards my father
put a biz Lunch of fine violets into my
hand, and off we went, he in his best

Weekly Graphic and New zcaland ﬁaii !or &m;r !8 lsl!

1t was bitterly eold,
there was snow on the ground, and we
ran all the wuy to keep warm, Every
now amd again my father would shout,
“Vive I'Hmpereur and though 1 was
out of hreath be made me do the same.
The Emperor, when he found him, was
standing in the middle of a group of
soldiers with the tricolour cockade, Qut-
side the circle of the soldiers stood a
erowd af townsprople gazing in silence
at Napoleon. “Now, then,” said my
father, “slip through the soldiers’ legs
amd give your thwwers to the Emperor.
Be quick. e must not leave (Grasse
with the bad impression he has got al
rely”

“ [ stipped through the legs of a big
(irenadiet, and ran to where the Em-
peror was standing. I pushed the vio-
lets into hia haml, and fell on my knees
in fromt of hinn T don‘t know why I
dill that, biet it seemed exactly the right
thing to do. “What does the boy wang t

clathes, 1 inr

Atill the Emperor, who seemed in a very
Tl

temper,  “Hire,” snid somebody—I
told afterwards that it was Drouot
owers are the industry of the coun-
These have been sent you as a
weleome.”  “No you think so ™ said the
Fmperor, *1 don’t.” :Ancother general,
ubronne it was, took the flowers and
was going to smell them. “Deon’t do
that” shented Napoleon, “This may e
a Bourbon trick. [ dont trust these
peopde,  Throw the fAowers down.”
“rCambromie droped the violets, and I
began to ery., “Where did you get those
tlowers, ehild ™ the Emperor growled. I
wax tremWing all over. It wash’t the
enld. 1t was because of his voice, “Father
zave them me for you,” I said. “Where
i~ he 77 1 pointed to him without a
ward, “Rring the man here,” said Na-
polesn sharpiy.
My father faced the Emperor. He
was very pale, and looked as though
Napoleon's big eves had turned him inte
stowe, “You mave the child those Aowers
te give to me,” Napoleon said, “Yes,
sire,”  “What 8 your name ¥ “Evariate
Bedelle,” my Ffather said, “I am a dis-
tiller of perfume.” The Emperor stared
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at him as though he would read his miwl.
“Why did you send me those violets ¥
he asked. “As a homage from a humble
individual,” my father said.

“*Fvervbody was looking at him, and
evervhody looked suspicions.  “There is
some trick in this,™ saidl the Emperor.
“Trick ¥ said my father. “A triek in a
bouquet of Aowers ¥ Xapoleon lamghed
a short, nasty laugh like a hark, “Poi-
son,” he said, “The thing has been done
before. We know the Bourbons”

My father smiled. “Sire,” he said,
*“there i3 no poison in these fowers,
and I will prove it.” He snatched up
the bonquet. and two soldiers leaped
forsward.  *“Leave him alene,” Napolean
barked. The two men, my father and
the Emperor, stood staring into one an-
other's eyes. My fatber faughed again.
Then, very <lowly. with his eves on the
Emperor’s exes, he raised the violets to
his mouth and bhegan enting them. He
took mouthful after monthfnl. eating
the petals us thoush they had heen pre-
serveld and ervetalized in sugar. and hiz
eyer mever left the Emperor's face till
he Niad eaten up the bouquet, stalks amd
all. He nearly choked over the stalks,
“There | You will aot deny that T am
=till alive. «ire™ he =aid a= he finished,
“and I am not a friend of the Bonr-
bons.”

“fThe Ewmperar smilal a slow smile.
“You are a wood fellow.” he suid, shak-
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g hands with my father and Ppinching
his ear. Then ke slipped his hand into
his pocket, and brought out a Napoleon,
which he handed to me. T had never
seen one before. Five minutes after-
wards the little army of 1,100 marched
on to Risteron.”

Mrs. Greson, who {8 head of her
house, remarked one morning to her
husband: “In five months from to-day
we shall celebrate our silver wedding

“Better wait five years longer,” said
her husband in quiet desperation, “and

then we can celebrate  the Thirty
Years’ war.™
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