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“I knew that Bernadotte was a snake that I had been nurturing in my breast. … He became one of the engineers of my misfortune.” – Napoleon Bonaparte
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“Crown Prince Bernadotte represents the union of virtue and genius – the true hero of the age.” – Madame Germaine de Stäel
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The Army of Truth

Words? Those sounds the world despises,

Words in poems?

Even more to be disdained!

Ah, how feeble are your powers

To defend

All the truth that man denies!

– Henrik Arnold Wergeland (1807-1845)

(Abridged translation from the Norwegian by Anne Born)
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Part 1 (1763-1792)
Boy Soldier

Child of the Enlightenment

(Along the Rhine, September 11, A.D. 1795) I step into this contraption of light wood, essentially a large basket fit for one man. Firmly attached to the top is an egg-shaped skeletal frame wrapped in burlap and lined with silk taffeta – a large sack. A fire is lit, igniting damp straw and this and that and topped with more straw. The coarse hot smoke funnels securely into the buffeting silk. Once puffed up with hot gases, the entire contraption – this hot-air Montgolfier balloon, along with its passenger, me – rises into the sky and tentatively sails toward the heavens. A cable securing the balloon is manned by a ground crew from the French army’s Aerostatic Corps. The balloon is calledl’Entreprenant – the Enterprise.

Aloft in The Enterprise on this autumn late afternoon, the sensation of those first minutes is indescribable. Like a thirty-two-year-old schoolboy, I gaze in astonishing anticipation of wondrous sights to come – officially, that means an elevated view of the enemy’s positions and movement.

This decade-old invention enabled the privilege of flight to a mere handful of humans preceding me, while countless previous generations could only imagine a bird’s-eye view of our world. The balloon image is in stark contrast to Da Vinci’s Renaissance sketches of a flying machine. Nevertheless, that age-old dream is the same – to boldly go where no man has gone before!(For full story see Part 2 Chapter g: ‘The Enterprises lays an egg.’)

This was the Age of Reason, the Enlightenment – the “long Eighteenth Century” of remarkable new ways to think about the natural sciences as well as religion, philosophy and politics – that forever transforms Europe and the world. As I was transformed, a Republican general airborne over the Rhine once upon a time.

No one, not anyone

The balloon ride is but one example to illustrate my singular career. No one, not anyone has achieved anything close. From my roots as astableboy in southwest France to my dual kingdom of Sweden and Norway, a fascinating chain of events adds up to a fantastic life journey. Such a story begs to be heard from the horse’s mouth! Until now that mouth has been constantly preoccupied with the narration you are about to enjoy. Future generations of Europeans and freedom lovers everywhere will demand to know about those of us who delivered liberation and peaceful neutrality after decades of warfare and empire.

By reading this tale you will agree my amazing story is inspiring as it is awesome! Here is the true picture, free from the calumnies so often expressed by irresponsible voices. Free from the omissions and distortions of negligent historians.

Why did I never write my autobiography? Not enough time. My precious minutes and hours belong to the people of Sweden and Norway. Even if I had time in abundance, I would not wish to spend countless hours hunched over dusty old papers in a stuffy office. One cannot write a book while sitting on a horse. If I ever contemplated such a project, I would hire accurate, remarkable, loyal writers to “ghost” it for me. This book demonstrates I could have done just that. The likely scenario suggests a third party has borrowed my voice and armed themselves with the best memoirs available. The ghostwriter’s version, while not quite as I would have written, is reasonably close to the true story of my exceptional life.

This is who I am.

One simple question will prompt a glorious tale that will rank among the grand sagas of the ages. Who am I?

I was born Jean-Baptiste Jules Bernadotte. Pau, my birthplace in January of 1763, is the most important town in Bearn, a small province nestled by the Pyrenees mountains in southwest France. Bearn is dwarfed by the larger province of Gascony which reaches to the Atlantic Ocean.

I am Jean – a Jean descended from a long line of Jeans, Jeannes and St. Jeans. Our family was Roman Catholic, however my mother, the former Jeanne de St. Jean, hailed from a family of Huguenots, who once found a safe space at Pau. My Protestant roots will later facilitate my conversion to Lutheranism.

In my father’s generation we were a family of lawyers toiling in the royal court. Although my grandfather was a tailor, his son – my father Henri Bernadotte – was an appointed procureur or state’s attorney of the Seneschal court of Louis XV at Pau. My Uncle Jean was similarly employed. My elder brother by nine years, Jean-Evangeliste Bernadotte, our mother’s favorite – also pursued a legal career, and it could have been my destiny as well. Filling out my petite bourgeois family was my sister, Marie. Two other sisters died in infancy.

My father was a decent, quiet man, an honorable civil servant. Through his example he taught me to obey the laws and regulations which govern us and to respect persons in authority. These were usually older men, and my deference, good manners and loyalty were characteristics that stood to benefit me throughout my life. From childhood I developed a sense of righteous indignation when justice was denied, and I am particularly sensitive to slights against my person. Now, where am I from?

From the depths of my soul, I am a Gascon of Bearn! We are proudpeople still enjoying the Age of Chivalry. Now, stereotypes can be unreliable and used foolishly, but sometimes they hit the mark. The Gascons and Bearnais represent two traditions of southwest France that are sometimes contradictory but apply to me. As an Irish observer wrote, we possess “an independent spirit, a zest for bluff and bravado – but we can be the bravest of the brave. Tenacious and irresolute at the same time.” We alternately exhibit “excitability and sangfroid; egoistic but chivalrous and compassionate toward others.” Can you recall the Musketeers’ romantic and swashbuckling tales, or Cyrano de Bergerac's Cadets of Gascony? Remember them, now read about me.

A great influencer, naturally, was King Henry IV. In Pau's eight centuries of rich and eventful history, the most colorful is that of Henry of Navarre, whose birth in Pau preceded mine by two centuries. Henry had no expectation of a throne in Paris. A Huguenot, he served as regional king of Navarre, the medieval state to our southwest, and married the future Queen Margot. Henry willingly converted to Catholicism to serve as Good King Henry IV of France. “Paris is well worth a Mass,” he purportedly said. By striving for religious tolerance and peace, promising “a chicken in every pot,” Henry made himself one of the most popular kings in history. He will forever be my hometown hero. In the streets and gardens of Pau, home to about seven thousand inhabitants, seven generations of children have played within view of his palace. The people’s love was his reward. I dared not dream of how my life would echo Henry’s.

So, dear Readers, if my narrative contains echoes of gasconading as I am wont to do – we know from where it comes.

Horses and army uniforms

As a youngster I developed a lifetime love of horses. From age ten to fourteen I spent my spare time in the livery stable at the local post exchange. Supplying fresh horses and housing the tired ones – that was Pau’s most important function. Horses were rested between long-distance runs throughout southwest France, to Spain and to the Atlantic coast, to Marseille and Paris and beyond.

I enjoyed making myself useful by helping the stable lads – feeding and walking the tired horses, cleaning stalls – relishing the mixed odors of leather, sweat, damp hay and horse dung. I could soon be relied upon to handle a horse from the moment the harness was removed. I learned life-lessons in drudge work, cooperation with others and attention to detail. Eventually my pals taught me to ride and drive. I knew the coachmen, postillions and mounted couriers who were transporting travelers, the post and other goods from near and far. They spoke in different tongues of many lands – Basques, Spaniards, Catalans – plus a mélange of French dialects from the Rhine to the Atlantic. My eyes and ears opened to the outside world. And the tips were very encouraging.

At home my passion was not appreciated. My parents disdained both my long hours of absence and my interest in a socially downscale environment. I came home dirty and hungry. Although the extra money impressed them, they had different ideas for me. At age fourteen I was apprenticed to read the law with a prominent lawyer, preparing to join the family line at the royal court. I dutifully toiled away at my law books, bored and restless, for what seemed like an eternity. Then tragedy struck. Two years into my studies my father died. Besides inflicting emotional pain, his loss created a severe economic setback to the family. I was not pulling my weight.

One day when I was seventeen, I encountered a recruitment effort on behalf of the king's Royal-la-Marine Regiment. The recruiter was a young sergeant also from Pau. I was still mourning Father, forced to consider my future. At present that meantthe bottom rung and years of drudge paperwork before I could earn much income, a drab life not for me. With Father’s income gone I was but another mouth for Mother and Brother to feed and house. The army life appealed to my yearning for adventure and glory – and family, as I would learn. But at the time I mostly cared that the army would feed me and clothe me in something other than the dull civilian clothes of a tedious notary.

And what clothes! The army recruiter had me don a Royal-la-Marine uniform just for fun. It fit and I liked the look on my athletic frame. I was smitten. There was no turning back, despite the skepticism of my family. Mother, although conceding it was my decision, implored me to continue my apprenticeship. My brother warned me about the very limited career for us commoners then available in his majesty's service. A captain with regimental command was the highest post I could achieve. I knew my brother was correct, but I stubbornly enlisted for an eight-year hitch as a marine infantryman.

Soon I entered King Louis’s army and found myself in my new uniform with my new regiment consisting of mostly southern boys. Since my fellow soldiers were from the lower classes, literacy was an asset. Thanks to my family's guidance I had attended a Benedictine school and was better educated than most of my comrades in arms. This was noticed by my superiors, and they employed me accordingly.

We were based in the small harbor town of Collioure near Spain with peace-keeping operations in Corsica at the time. The island had recently transitioned from Genovese to French authority. As Readers may know, a certain Italian speaking family was residingthere, a family that was to have enormous influence on my life as well as all of France and far beyond – the Buonaparte clan. While I was on Corsica the two elder sons, Joseph and Napoleon, thanks to their petty noble roots, were attending schools on the mainland. I did not then meet anyone from the family to whom I would be related by marriage some years later.

I did, however, have an amusing encounter with the popular governor of Corsica, the Count de Marbeuf. The food rations and sanitation for we rankers were rather poor, and some of my comrades stole food from the natives, making us unpopular in some quarters. Not I. I happily befriended a fellow Bearnais who was employed as the chef in Count de Marbeuf’s fancy villa. Once, when my friend was sharing some of the fine food in the kitchen, the governor showed up in person. The chef impulsively handed me a chef's hat so I could pass as his “assistant” and thus prevent the governor's rebuke! Meanwhile, de Marbeuf was sponsoring Napoleon Buonaparte’s military education in France, an example of his role as benefactor of the Buonaparte family.

A duel, then adieu to Pau

In my early years of service I learned all about the needs and duties of the lowly soldier as well as how to fulfill the demands of my superiors. While many of my comrades were running away from something and cloaked in anonymity, I was intent on a career and building a name. This was noticed. At age nineteen I received my first promotion – from my lowly status as fusilier to a grenadier. About ten percent of us made the grade – only those deemed sufficiently intelligent and mentally and physically reliable to lead assaults in the field of battle.

As I said, our conditions on Corsica were miserable and disease afflicted the troops. When the weather turned very hot, I was taken down by malaria with only a brief stint as grenadier. That ended my eighteen months in Corsica. After some time in the infirmary, I was sent home to Pau for six months of sick leave.

I got rather comfortable there, rather too comfortable in my hometown as I had matured – or thought I had. My mother implored me to stay – abandon the army and resume my law apprenticeship in the interest of my security and status and health. After all, I had left Pau a hearty, growing boy of seventeen and returned a frail, if taller, nineteen. I persisted, reading books during my convalescence including the biographies of two great marshals of France: Catinet, who fought heroically for Louis XIV, and Fabert, the first commoner elevated to marshal, known for his bravery and engineering skills utilized by Henry IV. These life stories are inspiring to a young soldier with ambition.

When the sick leave was extended by a year, I eventually got teased by some of the lads who called me a mama's boy. They made light of my aspiration for an army career. As my health improved, I got into a quarrel with a fellow by the name of Castaing. There was a girl involved, Lucille, and his calling me a boorish grenadier. Standing up for my sense of honor, it escalated into a duel by swordplay. Having recently trained in fencing I had an advantage. In some woods west of Pau, I defeated my opponent and seriously wounded him just below the heart. The taunts diminished. My mother was mortified. Castaing healed and became a gendarme. For me it was time to rejoin my comrades in the army.

Since I said goodbye to Pau a half-century ago, I have not yet returned. I maintain the company of two old friends, Jean Gre and foster brother Louis Camps, with whom I shared the same wet nurse as babes. I managed a cherished correspondence with my actual brother, Jean-Evangeliste, as long as he lived. I greatly esteem the peoples of Bearn and Gascony. I treasure all the proofs of their affection they have shown toward me, the second son of Pau to wear a crown.

I am Sergeant Pretty Legs.

Returning to my regiment in the Royal-la-Marine was the choice of a maturing young man to reinforce his adolescent decision, to prove something to others – and to himself. I had reached full height of one-hundred eighty-five centimeters (six feet-one) and fully recovered from my illness. I was a grenadier in the king’s service! My uniform looked resplendent with new shoulder patches and my nickname was “Monsieur” because of my proud bearing. My regiment had left Corsica and moved to the fortified garrison town of Grenoble, which lies near frontier mountain passes leading to Savoy and to Switzerland. There were many new faces and the scenery changed, but I was glad to be “home.”

For now, the status of a grenadier continued to whet my ambition. But alas, in those days Frances’s coffers were empty due in part to our support for the American colonies’ war of independence. There were severe cuts to military spending that made promotions more precious. The army was in decline, underfunded, shrunken from its past glory days of Louis XIV. Adding to our woes, a decree came down from the Minister of War to slam the door of advancement even further. The superior ranks were henceforth restricted to include only men who could point to four quarters of nobility. This was worse than my brother's bleak vision of my future.The ban on meritocracy was a leading reason for the Revolution's popularity among army men such as my future comrades Massena and Oudinot, who were frustrated by an unjust system that discouraged talent.

Despite these limitations, I was determined to work toward my potential, one step at a time. It took years of soldiering in the ranks, learning to value patience the hard way, through experience and necessity.

I exhibited a great zeal in soldiering, wanting to make up for time lost in Pau: shiny buttons and polished boots, clean and spiffy. Punctual, polite, personable. I could read fluently and write legibly. Consequently, they promoted me to corporal in 1785, less than a year after my return. Five weeks later came a promotion to sergeant in a company of chasseurs, or light infantry, with a pay raise and my own batman to attend me!

I applied for and was promoted to sergeant-instructor. Some of my natural gifts suited my new assignment: dedication to service and authority and talents for eloquence and persuasion. As new recruits came under my wing, I assumed responsibility for drilling them and teaching them French history and regiment history and basic tactics. I learned to treat men sternly, but also with patience and humanity.

The men respected me but soon discovered they could have fun with me. I put on airs, dressed very smartly, and carried myself pompously. They called me Sergeant Belle Jambe (Pretty Legs) and the nickname stuck. Since there was sentiment of admiration behind it, I took it in stride. There were far worse nicknames.

Meanwhile, my superiors noted my efficiency, integrity and professional demeanor. Being on the frontier, our base was prone to deserters trying to escape from France. They were a nuisance for the commanders who were responsible for hunting them down. The task fell on me. In one three-month period I pursued and caught three deserters, two of whom were a hair’s breadth away from Chambery – and freedom. The third was a young man of good family who regretted his decision to join the army. I followed him one hundred seventy miles to Avignon – a Papal enclave at the time – where he was seeking sanctuary. His arrest brought me great praise from the regiment and the officers.

The pay remained very low considering I had served five years, but to offset the low rank I was appointed quartermaster-sergeant. The post came with an office and staff to help me with dealings with the baker, the tailor, the bootmaker and all the other tradesmen necessary for the men's housekeeping. Two years as quartermaster was excellent preparation for my stint as minister of war years later. However, it then felt like eternity before I could climb the next rung – sergeant-major – which paid some decent money. I had no choice but to bide my time.

The ups and downs of non-military life did not escape me in those years at Grenoble. I kept company with a lady friend, Catherine Lamour. She delivered a baby girl for whom I accepted responsibility, but sadly the infant died only a few days later. Fate was kinder to my person: one time, while suffering a relapse of malaria, I slipped out of consciousness. The doctor, a highly respected surgeon, declared me dead. Only after I had been removed to the coroner did I revive!

I became a Freemason through the sponsorship of our new commander, Colonel d’ Ambert, who was high ranking in French freemasonry. The colonel – the Marquis d’ Ambert – was considered a hotheaded tyrant by some of his men, but he liked me for my attention to the details of garrison duty and my impressive appearance on parade. He gave me extra responsibilities; I trained recruits and oversaw the issue of uniforms. I gave fencing lessons to officers. I captured more deserters, and it was noted that while some search parties came back empty handed due to incompetence or bribery, I usually got my man.

Colonel d’ Ambert treated me as a gentleman and that rubbed off on some of his colleagues. I felt at ease in the company of aristocracy. At last, in May 1788, I was promoted to sergeant-major, age twenty-five. I could now better afford the distinguished uniforms I fancied that signaled the raised status I had earned – not to mention their sharp looks. Four weeks later I would witness history unfold before my eyes.

The Day of the Tiles.

Like my native Pau, Grenoble had the distinction in Bourbon France of being a seat of a parlement, one of twelve provincial districts in the kingdom. The government of Louis XVI, crushed by low revenues, sought to centralize administration by curbing the power of the parlements. This created a stir in districts where people feared higher taxes. While Pau was a quiet backwater, Grenoble was a livelier border town with access to the enlightened cantons of Switzerland and Italy and therefore of great interest to Paris.

Leading citizens clung to ancient rights to manage their own finances. Their parlement resisted the king, leading the military governor to order their arrest and exile from Grenoble. That task was assigned to my regiment, the Royal-la-Marine, and a light Infantry unit which shared garrison duties with us.

The soldiers assigned to escort the Grenoble rebels were unarmed so as not to rile the populace, but the duty fell on market day, June 7, when the streets were streaming with people. Women selling fish and vegetables flung insults at the escorts. A group of youths began throwing rocks. Fresh troops sought to clear a path with bayonets but sadly a hatter's apprentice was fatally wounded. The military governor called in the rest of the garrison, including Sergeant-Major Bernadotte, to defend the escorts and restore order. This sent angry citizens scurrying out of the way, many onto rooftops. From there townsfolk flung tiles and other improvised weapons at the troops.

One of the roof tiles struck the infantry colonel in the face, but he ordered no retaliation since his mission was to refrain from violence. However, my commander, Colonel d’ Ambert, reacted rashly. A detachment of his marines fired upon the demonstrators, killing two. The governor gave up after two hours of rioting. He withdrew the troops while failing to arrest the parlement. The townspeople celebrated by raiding the governor’s wine cellar.

All of France was aroused by Grenoble’s act of defiance with mounting calls for assembling the States-General, that half-forgotten assembly of deputies no king had summoned for one hundred seventy years. I need not lecture my informed Readers how the Day of the Tiles is linked to the ongoing social turmoil over outrageously priced bread and ultimately to the cataclysmic events in Paris in the coming seasons. That year also saw the worst harvest failure anyone could remember. But I should mention that one of Colonel d' Ambert’s junior officers was soon arrested and reprimanded for ordering the fatal shots that led to the rioting.

Some years ago, long after I was adopted by the king and queen of Sweden, a story came to light invented by an enemy of mine intended to paint me as that guilty officer. This questionable account of that day describes a non-commissioned officer with an “insolent and provocative” manner, “a Bearnais with the hooked nose of a vulture – bird of prey, bird of night – with black eyes full of darkness and cunning” had offended the women in the marketplace – “later the king of Sweden!” Needless to say, it was not me. I was then a sergeant-major not the junior officer who was reprimanded. I was there – it was my first time under attack – but only to do my duty, which was to quell the disturbance as peacefully as possible. I had attracted no attention.

In the aftermath of Colonel d’ Ambert’s overreaction, the townspeople cooled to our presence. While we once adapted to the local inhabitants, now we were met with suspicion and outright derision. There were cries for our removal from Grenoble and by October we were relocated further down the Rhone river to the frontier bordering the papal enclave, Avignon.

My amiable association with Colonel d’ Ambert continued, along with his lovely wife, the madame marquise. Several other aristocratic officers were friendly to me because I could do them favors – Sergeant Belle-Jambe at your service! Also, I set a good example for the troops with my integrity, loyalty and respect for authority. The men, by and large, felt the same. This was the family I found, so naturally when my eight years enlistment was up, I decided to remain with the Royal-la-Marine.

I had thus far been more or less apolitical, having sworn an oath to the king as a soldier in the ranks. But in the year one thousand seven hundred and eightynine, no one could ignore the crumbling of institutions and assumptions going on at the Versailles, in Paris and in many of the provinces. I clearly saw the contradictions in my oath to the king and my own interests in the revolutionary ideals of a man's right to seek his own destiny without regard to rigid class lines determined at birth. As of Bastille Day July 14, I stood among the class of undeserving sufferers serving a Bourbon king who was invested in the status quo.

‘Liberty! Equality! Fraternity!’

Those were the righteous cries from Paris that rippled into rumblings of discord throughout the provinces. No better example existed than Marseilles in Provence. In September, we were sent to that great old Mediterranean port city of one hundred thousand souls to reinforce several other regiments. In Paris, the new revolutionary National Guard already stood center stage, led by Lafayette, the French hero of the American revolution. (While he is a friend, reports that I served there with him are false). In Marseilles, a local militia was preparing to challenge the army’s authority.

The most visible manifestation of the New Order was the pervasiveness of red, white and blue cockades replacing the white ribbons that symbolized the old Bourbon rule. Citizens goaded us soldiers to adopt the revolutionary colors, usually taking rejection in stride. But one time an impassioned gang of citizens insisted I replace the white cockade in my hat. I put revolutionary colors on my sword but the citizens were unsatisfied. I bluntly addressed them, “No, the white cockade remains there until my military chiefs command me to change it. A soldier cannot follow his feelings as you do. He must obey and observe discipline. Otherwise, there is no guarantee for your defense or for that of the nation.” The mob was stunned and some applauded; they let us pass unmolested. Here is a good early example of my ability to respond spontaneously in such direct terms that quell even a fever-pitched crowd. This special talent has served me in war and peace, with civilians and soldiers alike.

Although popularity of the Revolution crossed class lines, stark prejudices existed among our civilian “superiors.” As it was necessary to find private quarters, I was sent to the home of a wealthy Marseilles family headed by a prominent silk merchant. I presented my requisition billeting me in his villa. Wishing to avoid the noise and chaos of which soldiers are sometimes guilty, the merchant rejected me, politely, with a letter to my colonel requesting that an officer be billeted instead of a soldier. I had to look elsewhere.

In February 1790 I was promoted to adjutant, the highest post a non-commissioned officer could attain. This significant assignment served as a link between the officers and the lower ranks. To indulge my vanity I engaged the service of a portrait artist.

Many low-ranking soldiers deserted, no longer willing to serve their class enemy. No doubt some were defecting to the local militia, which with the backing of various political clubs – including the revolutionary Jacobin Club – vied with the army for authority over the populace. The militia/national guardsmen sneered at the soldiers. Although the rankers sympathized with the guardsmen, our aristocratic officers held only contempt for the poorly trained and clothed militia.

Sharing this disdain for the Revolution was our own Colonel d’ Ambert, who compounded his rash behavior at Grenoble. Upon returning to Marseilles from an inspection tour to Avignon, he was stopped at a city gate by a guardsman who demanded identification. The colonel treated him rudely, refusing to recognize a “national guard” and drunkenly challenged the entire guard to take on just one company of his troops. Although the incident was temporarily smoothed over, by the next day exaggerated and widely believed reports made the colonel look much worse. The inflamed populace called for the removal of the regular army from Marseilles, especially our regiment.

I volunteered to lead a group of my fellows to city hall in defense of the colonel, but the colonel also showed up and was harassed by citizens who threatened to lynch him. I helped remove him from danger and made this plea to the gathering mob: “Citizens of Marseilles, surely you do not wish to stain the honor of your city by an assassination. If the colonel has done wrong let the magistrates who are guardians of the law judge him. If however you attempt any illegal violence against him it shall be over the dead bodies of myself and my comrades.”

This speech had the desired effect, for the colonel was taken inside city hall where the ruling magistrates decided his fate would be left up to the National Assembly in Paris. In the coming days it looked like the colonel would be unfairly judged, so I wrote a memoir in his defense, signed by twelve NCOs. This, along with reports of my earlier oral defense which had been very highly reviewed, persuaded the Assembly to pass the issue of d’ Ambert’s fate to the king. This effectively spared his life from the Revolution which he so poorly understood. He was stripped of his command but still threatened by the mob. I then smuggled him in the dark to the city gate. From there my fellow Freemason and colonel – to the delight of his men who considered him a thieving tyrant – headed toward his presumed exile to Piedmont.

Our entire regiment was removed from Marseilles a month later to Lambesc. Here the revolutionary Jacobin fever had spread throughout the ranks to the extent that the men wanted to democratize the army by electing Adjutant Bernadotte as their new colonel. I humbly thanked them for their confidence – I who had defended their hated colonel! But I advised them to return to the path of discipline and obedience, which they did. Paris soon replaced d’ Ambert.

The currents of change were upon us. One of the new revolutionary laws opened doors to promoting the better non-commissioned officers. Some of the lieutenants and sub-lieutenants would be elected by the votes of regimental officers and the remainder eligible for appointment by the minister of war.

I lost the first election to fill a sub-lieutenant vacancy. The officers regretted they “had to yield to certain considerations” – my rival’s political connections. I reminded them that my work had created order and discipline, that I had faced many dangerous risks on their behalf. Next vacancy they voted unanimously for me. I was about to be named adjutant-major when the minister of war appointed me to the same rank but in the Thirty-sixth Regiment, headquartered at St. Servan. A momentous occasion for me it was, in March 1792, even more so when war broke out a month later.

OPS/images/image_009.jpg





OPS/images/image_008.jpg





OPS/images/image_014.jpg







OPS/images/cover.jpg
I'm Bernadotte -
Forget Me Not

Autobiography of a French stableboy who became
Napoleon’s nival and King Karl Johan of Scandinavia

with Roy Everson





OPS/images/image_007.jpg





OPS/images/image_006.jpg





