
A SPLENDID HAZARD

gotten! He, who held Napoleon above all heroes!

The shame of it

!

To-day many old soldiers were gathered medita-

tively round the heavy circular railing. They were

always drawn hither on memorable anniversaries.

Their sires and grandsires had carr'-d some of

those tattered flags, had won them. The tides of

time might ebb and flow, but down there, in his

block of Siberian porphyry slept the hero. There

were some few tourists about this afternoon, mut-

tering over their guide-books, when nothing is

needed on this spot but the imagination; and that

solemn quiet of which the tomb is ever jealous

pressed down sadly upon the living. Through the

yellow panes at the back of the high altar came a

glow suggesting sunshine, baffling the drab of tne

sky outside; and down in the crypt itself the misty

blue was as effective as moonshine.

Napoleon had always been Fitzgerald's ideal

hero; but he did not worship him blindlj', no. He
knew him to have been a brutal, domineering man,

unscrupulous in politics, to whom woman was either

a temporary toy or a stepping-stone, not over-

particular whether she was a dairy-maid or an


