
Captain Macklin
moved I would wake. I was trembling and cold, 
for I was at the parting of the ways, and I knew 
it. Beyond the light of the candles, beyond the 
dull red curtains jealously drawn against the win­
ter landscape, beyond even the slight, white figure 
with its crown of burnished copper, 1 saw the 
swarming harbor of Marseilles. I saw the swag­
gering turcos in their scarlet breeches, the crowded 
troop-ships, and from every ship’s mast the glori­
ous tri-color of France; the flag that in ten short 
years had again risen, that was flying over advanc­
ing columns in China, in Africa, in Madagascar ; 
over armies that for Alsace Lorraine were giving 
France new and great colonies on every seaboard 
of the world. The thoughts that flew through my 
brain made my fingers clench until the nails bit 
into my palms. Even to dream of such happi­
ness was actual pain. That this might come to 
me! To serve under the tri-color, to be a cap­
tain of the Grand Armée, to be one of the army 
reared and trained by Napoleon Bonaparte.

I heard a cheery voice, and Lowell passed me, 
and advanced bowing toward Beatrice, and she 
turned and smiled at him. But as she rose, she 
saw my face.

“ Roy ! ” she cried. “ What is it ? What has 
happened ? ”

I watched her coming toward me, as someone
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