


Dear Readers, 

Ever since I can remember-and I have a very long memory-I made up stories to put myself to sleep. As I got 

older, I progressed to imagining stories within my stories. The heroine (someone like me, of course) would face a 

traumatic situation, write a novel based on the experience, and then emerge triumphant. 

So, as early as high school, when my heart had been bruised, my nightly imaginings would follow a writer through 

an unrequited love affair. That sad writer would pen a short novel to soothe her wounded spirit. Out of the 

novel-writing, a new love-the waiter in a coffee shop, the librarian, the head of the debate team-would appear. 

Now, decades later, I realize that's why I wrote Finding Napoleon the way I did. It starts with Albine de 

Montholon, Napoleon's last lover, telling you, dear reader, that she is writing this book. Then you have the book, 

which ends with Albine transformed owing to the traumas she experienced in the very book you are reading. 

As for Napoleon Bonaparte, he, too, is writing a novel, as he really did when he was twenty-six. In Finding 

Napoleon, the older, defeated emperor struggles to overcome his humiliating exile on St. Helena Island. As he 

learns whom to love and whom to distrust, he finishes writing that idealistic, romantic manuscript from his 

youth. Whether he emerges triumphant, I leave to you to judge. 

In a sense, writing Finding Napoleon has been like a 

many-chaptered novel in my life. I traveled halfway around the 

globe, gained many friends, and acquired new skills. I also 

struggled through low points, as a writer must. If you and 

other readers find enjoyment in it, I will emerge triumphant. 
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