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CHAPTER T, -

DEPARTURE OF THE CHANCELLOR—I FOLLOW HIM TO SAAR-
BRUCKEN——JOURNEY CONTINUED TO THE FRENCH FRONTIER
—THE MOBILISED FOREIGN OFFICE.

N the 31st July, 1870, at half-past five in the afternoon,
O the Chancellor, who had some days before pa.rtaken of
the Sacrament in his own room, drove from hlS residence in the
Wilhelm Strasse to the station, accompanied®by his wife and
daughter, in order to start with King William fer the Seat of
‘War, in the first instance for Mainz.  Several Councillors of
the F01e10'n Office, a secretary of the despatch department of
the Central Bureau, two experts in secret ciphering, and three
or four messengers of the Chancellor’s department were ap-
pointed to go with him. The rest of us followed him only with
our good wishes, as, helmet on head, he walked down the stairs
between the two Sphinxes, through the great hall, and stepped
into the carriage. I had resigned myself to taking part in the

2



10 Bismarck in the Franco-German War.

war only on maps and in newspapers. But a much better fate
was in store for me.

On the evening of the 6th of August the Government re-
ceived the telegram announcing the victory at Waorth. Half an
hour afterwards, work being over, I carried the joyful news,
still fresh and warm, to a company of friends who were waiting
in expectation in a wine-shop in Potsdam Street. ~ Every one
knows how Germans celebrate good news, and this was so good
that it was celebrated by many too well, and by most of us at
any rate, toolong. In consequence I was still in bed when
next morning a cha.ncery messenger appeared, bnngm« the
copy of a telegraphic despatch, requiring me to set out for
headquarters in the course of the day.

Benignant fate ! say I.  So quickly were my few necessaries
collected, that by midday I had my railway-pass, my passport,
and my military billet ; and by eight o’clock in the evening I
was joined by the two companions ordered by the Minister to
accompany me. We travelled by the Anhalt railway, going by
Halle, Nordhausen, and Cassel, anxious, by God’s help, to
reach headquarters as fast as possible.

‘We began our journey in a first-class coupe, but we came
down to a third-class, and at last to a luggage-van.  Every-
where there were long delays, which seemed longer to our im-
patience than they really were. We crossed the Rhine by
night. As the day broke we found, lying beside us on the floor
of the van, a well-dressed gentleman, who was talking English
to some one, whom we afterwards discovered to be his servant.
‘This turned out to be the London banker, Mr. Deichmann, who
was bound for headquarters, in the hope of obtaining leave from
‘Roon to serve as a volunteer in a cavalry regiment, for which
‘purpose he had brought his horse with him. ~ The train being
mnow brought to @ stand in consequence of the many others
blocking up the line in front of us, we drove across the plain,
by Deichmann’s advice, in a fast-trotting country car to Neu-
stadt in the Palatinate, which we found swarming with soldiers
—DBavarian riflemen, Prussian red hussars, Saxons, and other
uniforms. From Neustadt we proceeded, amidst much discom-
fort, to St. Johann, a suburb of Saarbriicken lying on the right
bank of the Saar, where we saw few traces of the French bom-
bardment of a few days before, though it presented a lively
picture, in other respects, of a state of war. A medley of for-
age-carts, ba.wwane-wa"r'ons, soldiers on horse and on foot,
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Knights of St. John with their crosses, and such like, hurried
through the streets.  Hessian troops, dragoons and art.llery,
were marching along, singing the while:

“Red d. w1 that lights me to my early zr. ve,”

At the inn where we alighted, I heard that the Chancellor
was still in the place, and had taken up his quarters at the
house of one Haldy, a merchant and manufacturer.  In spite
of all difficulties, I had thus happily reached the desired haven.
It was not a moment too soon, for as I was going to Haldy’s
house to report myself I heard on the stairs from Count Bis-
marck-Bohlen, the Minister’s cousin, that we were to move on
immediately in the afternoon.

I took leave of my fellow-travellers from Berlin, for whom
there was no room in the Minister’s carriages, and of the Lon-
don banker. I then moved my baggate from the inn to the
cook’s van, which, with other vehicles, had crossed over at the
Saar bridge. Having arranged this, I turned back to Haldy’s
house, where, in the ante-room, I presented myself to the
Chancellor, who was just coming out of. his own room on his
way to the King. I then sought out the newly-established Bu-
reau, that I might hear whether there was anything for me to
do. There was plenty to do! The gentlemen had their hands
- full; and I immediately undertook the translation of the Queen
of England’s speech on opening Parliament, which had just
come, for the use of the King.  Of the highest interest, even
though I did not quite understand it, was the declaration in a
despatch, which they gave me to dictate in secret, cipher to one
of the experts, that we on our side should not be content with
the mere overthrow of Napoleon. "

It seemed like a miracle!  Strassburg! Perhaps the
Vosges! Who could have even dreamed of this three weeks
ago?

° A little before one o'clock, in the bright sunshine, the car-
riages drove to the door, all with four horses, with soldiers for
outriders, one for the Chancellor, one for the councillors and
Count Bismarck-Bohlen, one for®the secretary and the two
cipherers. After the Minister had taken his seat with Privy-
Councillor Abeken and his cousin, and the two other councillors
had mounted their horses, the others followed with their port-
folios beside them. I took a seat in the carriage of the coun-
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cillors, as I always did afterwards, whenever those gentlemen
rode on horseback. Five minutes afterwards we crossed the
river and entered the long main street of Saarbriicken. From
thence the poplar-shaded road led up to Forbach, past the battle-
field of the 6th of August, and in half an hour after leaving
St. Johann we were on French soil. Of the bloody battle
which had raged here just on the frontier, five days before,
there were still many traces to be seen : trunks stripped by the
balls, knapsacks thrown away, tattered garments, linen rags
lying about the stubble fields, trodden-down potato fields, broken
wheels, holes made by shells, little wooden crosses roughly tied
together to show the place where some of the fallen were in-
terred, and so on. But, so far as we could see, all the dead
were already buried.

And here at the beginning of our journey through France, I
will interrupt my narrative fora little, to say a few words about
the mobilised Foreign Office, and the mode and fashion in
which the Chancellor travelled, worked, and lived with his peo-
ple. The Minister had in his suite the acting Privy-Councillors
Abeken and von Keudell, Count Hatzfeld, and Count Bismarck-
Bohlen. There were besides, the private secretary Bilsing
from the Central Bureau, the cipherers Willisch and Saint-
Blanquart, and lastly myself. Engel, Theiss, and Eigenbrodt
acted as messengers and attendants ; the last of whom was re-
placed in the beginning of September by the active and intelli-
gent Kriiger. 'We were accompanied by Herr Leverstrom in a
similar capacity, the “black horseman,” so well known in the
streets of Berlin as a government apurier. For the care of our
bodies we had a cook, whose name was Schulz or Schultz. Let
it be noticed, how exact I am trying to be, and that I rob no
one of his nameor title! In Ferriéres the group of Council-
lors was completed by Lothar Bucher, and a third cipherer,
Herr Wiehr, also joined us there. Holnstein, young Count
Wartensleben and Privy-Councillor Wagner joined us at Ver-
sailles. Bolsing, being unwell, was replaced there for some
weeks by Wollmann, and business increased to such an extent
that we required the services of a fourth secret cipherer, as well
as of one or two additional messengers whose names have
escaped me. The kindness of our “ Chief,” as the Chancellor
was called in ordinary conversation, by those belonging to the
Foreign Office, had arranged things so that his fellow workers,
both secretaries and councellors, were all to a certain extent

-
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members of his household. We lived, whenever eircumstances
would permit, in the same house with him, and had the honor
of dining at his table. f

The Chancellor wore uniform during the whole of the war-
generally the undress of the yellow regiment of heavy Land-
welir cavalry, with its white cap and great top-boots. When
riding, after a battle, or in watching its course, he wore a black
leather case, fastened by a strap round the chest and back,
swhich held a field glass, and sometimes a revolver and a sword.
During the first months he generally wore as a decoration the
eross of the order of the Red Eagle ; afterwards he also wore
the Iron Cross. I never saw him but once, in Versailles, in a
dressing-gown, and then he was not well—his health was ex-
cellent through the whole campaign. During the journey he
generally drove with Councillor Abeken, since dead, and once,
for several days in succession, with me also. As to quarters,
he was most easily satisfied, and even where better were to be
had, he put up with the most modest accommodation. At
Versailles, when colonels and majors had splendidly furnished
suites of apartments, the Chancellor, all the five months we
were there, was content with two little rooms, of which one was
study as well as bedchamber, and the other, on the ground floor,
though neither spacious nor elegant, served as a reception-room.
Once, in the school-house at Clermont, in Argonne, where we
stayed some days, he had not even a bed, so that we had to
make him up one on the floor.

During the journey we generally drove close behind the
King’s carriage. We started about ten in the morning, and
usually accomplished nearly forty English miles a day. On
arriving at our quarters for the night we at once established a
Bureau, in which work was seldom wanting, especially when
the field telegraph Teached us; by its means the Chancellor
again hecame—what, indeed, he always was at this time, with
brief interruptions—the centre of the civilized world of Europe.
Even where we only halted for one night, restlessly active him-
self, he kept all about him in constant employment till quite
late. Orderlies came and went, couriers arrived with letters
and telegrams, and were immediately sent off again. Accord-
ing to the directions of the Chief, the Councillors prepared
notes and orders; the clerks copied and registered, ciphered
and deciphered. Dlaterial streamed in from all points of the
compass in the shape of reports, questions, articles in the
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newspapers, and such like, most of which required immediate
attention.

Among the councillors the one who was fastest at work before
the arrival of Bucher, was, undoubtedly, Abeken. He was in
fact a very power in himself. From long years of service he
was thoroughly acquainted with all the ins and outs of busi-
ness, a lover of routine, furnished with a fine store of phrases,
which dropped from his pen without much necessity for thought. .
Master of several languages, so far, at any rate, as was needed
for the work required of him, he scemed made to put the
thoughts of his Chief into proper dress. He did it with the
rapidity of a steam-engine. The substance was supplied by the
genius and knowledge of the Minister, who occasionally im-
proved the style in which Abeken had presented his ideas.

The almost superhuman capacity of the Chancellor for work,
sometimes creating, and sometimes appropriating and sifting
the labours of others, his power of solving the most difficult
problems, of at once seeing the right thing, and of ordering
only what could be practically done, was, perhaps, never so
wonderfully displayed as at this time ; and this inexhaustible
power of work was the more remarkable as his strength was
kept up with so little sleep. The Minister lived in the field
much as he did athome. Unless an expected battle summoned
him before daybreak to the army at the side of the King, he
generally rose late, as a rule about ten o’clock. But he passed
the night sleepless, and fell over only when the morning light
shown through his window. Often, hardly out of bed, and not
yet dressed, he began to think and work, to read and make
notes on despatches, to study the newspapers, to give instruc-
tions to the Councillors and other fellow-workers, to put ques-
tions or state problems of the most various kinds, even to write
or dictate. Later in the day there were visits to receive, or
audiences to give, or a statement to be made to the King. Then
came the study of despatches and maps, the correction of papers
he had ordered to be prepared, the jotting down of ideas with
the well-known big pencil, the composition of letters, the news
to be telegraphed or sent to the papers for publication, and in
the midst of all this the reception of unavoidable visitors, who
must sometimes have been far from welcome. Tt was not till
two or often three o’clock that the Chancellor, in places where
a halt of any length was made, allowed himself a little breath-
ing-time ; then he generally took a ride in the neighborhood.

v
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Afterwards he went to work again till dinner at five or six
o'clock, and in an hour and a half at the latest he was back
once more in his room at his writing-table, midnight frequently
finding him reading or putting his thoughts on paper.

The Count differed from other men in the matter of sleep,
and he arranged his meal times in a peculiar manner.  Early
in the morning he took a cup of tea, and perhaps one or two
eggs ; after that, generally nothing till dinner in the evening.
He very seldom took a second breakfast, and then only tea,
which was served between nine and ten o’clock.  Thus, with
very few exceptions, he ate only once during the four-and-twen-
ty hours, but then, like Frederick -the Great, he ate plentifully
and with appetite. Diplomatists provezvially keep a good table,
and, I am told come next to prelates. It is part of their daily
business to entertain distinguished guests, who, for some reason
. or other, have to be put into a good humor by the contents of
a well-stocked cellar and the efforts of a skilful cook.  Count
von Bismarck therefore kept a good table, which, when circum-
stances permitted, rose to the rank of a very good table. This
was the case, for instance, at Rheims, Meaux, Ferrieres, and
Versailles, where the genius of the artist who wore the livery
of the household prepared breakfasts and dinners for us, to
which persons accustomed to simple fare did justice, feeling al-
most as if they were sitting in Abraham’s bosom, especially
when, beside the other good gifts of God, champagne was not:
wanting in the list of drinkables.  For such feasts the travel-
ling kitchen contained pewter-plates, tumblers of some silver-
like metal, gilt inside, and cups of the same kind. During the-
last five months of the campaign, presents from home added

e to our hospitable board : for home, as it was right it
should, thought lovingly of its Chancellor, and liberally sent him
dainty gifts both solid and fluid, corned geese, game, fish, phea-
sants, cakes, capital beer, and fine wine, with many other excel-
lent things.

To conclude this chapter I remark that, beside the Chancel-
lor, only the Councillors at first wore uniform, von Keudell that
of the Blue Cuirassiers, Count Bismarck-Bohlen that of a regi-
ment of Dragoon Guards, Counts Hatzfeld and Abeken the un-
dress uniform of officers in the Foreign Office. It was after-
wards suggested that all persons belonging to the Minister's
permanent staff, not of course the two firstnamed gentlemer,
who were also military officers, should wear this dress. ~ The
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Chief consented, and so Versailles saw the chancery messengers
in a costume which consisted of a dark blue coat, with two rows
of buttons, with black velvet collar and cuffs, a cap of the same
color, and for the Councillors, secretaries and cipherers, a sword
with a gold porte-épée. In this costume old Privy Councillor
Abeken, who made his horse prance about bravely, had quite a
military air, and I think he knew this and liked it. = He was
well pleased to look like an officer, just as he once travelled
through the Holy Land in Oriental costume, without under
standing either Turkish or Arabic,
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CHAPTER IL

FROM THE FRONTIER TO GAVELOTTE.

N the preceding chapter I halted at the French frontier.
I That we had crossed it, was evident from the names of the
villages. “Departement de la Moselle” was to be read on all
the way-posts. The white road swarmed with carts and wag-
gons and troops on the march, while soldiers were quartered
everywhere. In the neighborhood, which was hilly and part-
ly wooded, little camps were to be seen rising up here and
there, with horses fastened to picket-posts, guns, ammunition
waggons, forage-carts, holes for the cooking fires, and soldiers
in their shirt-sleeves, busied in the preparation of food.

In about two hours we reached Forbach, which we passed
through without stopping. 1In the streets where wé drove, we
observed that while the goods and trades of the different shops -
were described in French, the names of the proprietors were
mostly German : for instance, “Schwarz, Boulanger.” Many
of the inhabitants who were standing before their doors saluted
the carriages as they passed ; most of them looked very cross,
which did not add to the charm of their appearance, but was
very easily explained, for they had evidently more soldiers
quartered on them than they liked. Every window was full of
blue Prussians.

‘We went up hill and down dale, through woods and villages,
till we reached Saint-Avold, where, about half-past four
o’clock, we were quartered with the Chancellor in the house of
a M. Laity, No. 301, in the Rue des Charrons. It was a one-
storied house with white blinds, and though it had only five
windowsinfront it wentback a longway,and was tolerably roomy.
It opened behind on a well-planted garden, with trim walks
among fruit and vegetables. The day before our arrival the
possessor, apparently a retired officer, and well-to-do, had gone
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away with his wife, and had left an old woman, who could
speak nothing but French, and a maid. The Minister had the
one front-room ; the rest of the party shared the rooms open-
ing on the passage leading to the back parts of the house. In
half an hour, the Bureau was established in the first of these
back rooms, which served also as a sleeping-room for Keudell.
The next room, which looked out on the garden, was given
to Abeken and me. He slept in a bed placed in a recess in the
wall. At the head of the bed there was a crucifix, and over
the feet a Madonna with a bleeding heart. The people in the
house, therefore, were thorough Catholics. They made a very
comfortablebed up for me on the floor. The Bureau was at
once set to work ; and as there happened to be nothing to be
done in my particular line I endeavoured to help in decipher-
ing some despatches, a task which presented no great difficulty.

After seven we dined with the Count in the little parlor
next his room, the window of which looked into a court prettily
ornamented with- flower-beds. The conversation at table
was lively, the Minister taking the lead. He thought a sur-
prise not impossible ; for, as he had seen for himself, our out-
posts were only three English miles from the town, and very far
apart. ' He had asked at an outpost where the next one was,
but the men did not know. Afterwards he remarked that in
his flight our landlord had left all his drawers full of clean
linen, and added: ¢If the people from the ambulances come
here, they will cut up his wife’s fine chemises to make lint and
bandages, and very properly too. But then, of course, it will
be said that Count Bismarck carried them off.”

We then talked of the disposition of the troops, and the
Minister said, “Steinmetz has shown himself very self-willed
and disobedient. He will,” said he, in conclusion, *come to
grief with his obstinancy, in spite of the laurels he won at
Skalitz.”

We had on the table cognac, red wine, and sparkling Mainz
wine. Some one spoke of beer, and remarked that we had
none. The Minister rejoined : “That is of no consequence.
The wide-spread use of beer is much to be deplored. Beer-
drinking makes men stupid, lazy, and impotent. It is the
cause of all the democratic pot-politics which people talk over
it. Good corn brandy would be better.”

I do not know, how or in what connection the subject of the
Mormons came up, but the conversation turned on the question,
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whether they and their many wives should be tolerated. The
Count took the opportunity to express his own opinion on re-
ligious liberty, and declared himself very decidedly for it ; only
it must, he said, be impartially managed. ¢ Every man
must be saved after his own fashion,” he added, “I will one
day agitate this question, and the Reichstag will certainly vote
with me. But the Church property must of course remain
with those who stand by the old Church which acquired it.
A man who secedes from the Church ought to beable to make a.
sacrifice for his conviction, or rather for his unbelief. It does
not offend us when Catholics or Jews are orthodox. Where
Lutherans are so it does ; and the Church is constantly accused
of a ¢ persecuting spirit’ when she casts out the non-orthodox ;
but people consider it quite en regle that the orthodox should
be persecuted and maligned by the press and in their lives.”

‘With the morning there arrived a green orderly from Berlin
with dispatches. Such messengers have winged feet, yet this
one had not been quicker than I in my fright lest I should ar-
rive too late. He had started on Monday, the 8th of August,
and had changed horses several times, and yet it had taken him
quite four days and nights to reach us. Early in the morning
I again assisted the cipherers with their work. Later, while
the Chief was with the King, I went with the Councillors to
see the fine large church in the town, over which the sacristan
conducted us. In the afternoon, when the Minister rode out,
we inspected the Prussian park of artillery, placed on a hill be-
hind the town.

The Chancellor returned by four o’clock, when we dined.
He had been a long way to find his two sons who were serving
as privates in the Dragoon guards, and he had learned that the
German Cavalry had already gone forward to the upper Moselle.
He seemed to be in good humor, perhaps because our cause
was prospering, and quite inclined to talk. When the con-
versation turned on mythology, he said that ‘“he never
could bear Apollo. He had flayed Marsyas from conceit and
envy, and for the samereasons had killed Niobe’s children. He
is,” he continued, ‘‘the very type of a Frenchman ; that is, one
who cannot bear that another should play the flute as well or
better than he. That he had sided with the Trojans, did not
prejudice him in his favour. Honest Vulean would have been
his man, and Neptune would have suited him still better, per-
haps because of the quos ego/” He did not, however, say this.
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After dinner we had to telegraph the following joyful mes-
sage to Berlin: “By the Tth August, we had above 10,000
prisoners. The effect of the victory at Saarbriicken turns out
to be much greater than we at first believed. They left behind
a pontoon train, with about forty waggons, nearly 10,000
blankets, which are now of great use for the wounded, and a
store of tobacco worth a million of francs. Pfalzburg and the
pass over the Vosges at that place are in our hands. Bitsch is
watched by a company, as it has a garrison of only 300
Mobile Guards. Our cavalry is already close to Luneville.”
A little later we were able to send another pleasant mes:
sage, namely, that the Minister of Finance in Paris, evi
dently in consequence of the approach of the German army,
had issued a proclamation warning the ¥rench people not
to keep their money at home, but to send it all to the Bank
of France.

On the 13th of August, we arrived at Faulquemont, or, as it
isnow written, Falkenberg. Like that which we had traversed
at Saarbriicken, the country through which we drove was hilly,
often covered with brushwood, and equally full of martial
sights. The road was covered with trains of waggons, artillery,
ambulances, gensdarmes and orderlies. Long lines of infantry
were marching on the road and to the right across the stubble
fields to follow the course of the columns, marked out there
by poles with wisps of straw round them. Sometimes we
saw a man fall down in the ranks ; and here and there stragglers
lay in the ditches, for the August sun shone fiercely from a
cloudless sky. The troops who were before us, and, latterly,
mostly behind us, were the 84th Regiment (Schleswig-Holstein-
ers), and the 36th. At last we got out of the thick eloud of
yellow dust which rose from their steps, and entered the little
town, where I was quartered on one Schmidt, a baker. The
Minister had disappeared in the clouds of dust, and it was
some time before I learned from one of the Councillors re-
maining in Falkenberg that he had gone on with the King
to the village of Herny, five English miles further.

Falkenberg is a place of some 2,000 inhabitants, with only
one tolerably long principal street, and sundry little narrow
lanes on either side. It lies on the ridge of a gently-sloping
hill. Nearly the whole of the day troops continued to march
through. Ameng them were some Hessian infantry. The
Saxons were stationed close by. They sent their sutlers even
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in the night-time to my baker to,get bread, who was soon left
in consequence without any.

The people with whom I was quartered ‘were very polite and
agreeable. They cleared out for me the best of their rooms,
and though I begged them not to trouble themselves on my ac-
count, they brought me a good breakfast with red wine, and
coffee in the French manner, in a little bowl with a silver spoon,
with which I was to drink it; and this they made me take in
spite of my reluctance. The woman spoke only broken Ger-
man, but the man talked fluently, though in a German patois,
and with here and there a word of French. The pictures in
their rooms showed them to be Catholics.

Sunday, August 14.— After luncheon, we followed the Minis-
ter to Herny. The sky over, our heads was of the deepest
blue, and the fields reeked from the scorching heat. Near a
village on the left of the road some Hessian infantry held di-
vine service in the open air, the Catholic soldiers in one circle,
the Protestants a little distance off in another; each round their
own clergyman. The latter sang the hymn—

¢ Ein, feste Burg ist unser Gott,”®

Arrived at Herny, we found that the Chancellor had taken
up his abode in the first story of a long, low, whitewashed
house, a little aside from the principal street where his window
looked on to a dung heap. The house was tolerably roomy, so
that we joined him there, and I was again with Abeken. Hatz-
feld’s room was also the Bureau. The King took up his quarters
with the pastor, near a fine old church the windows of which
were filled with painted glass. The village consists of one
broad straggling street, with a well-built mairie, which contains
also the parish school, and of houses mostly crowded close to-
gether, looking at the back into the little railway station. Tn
that we found a great deal of wanton destruction, papers scat-
tered about, books, torn up, and such like. Near it some sol-
diers were guarding two French prisoners. After four o’clock
we heard for several hours the heavy thunder of artillery from
the neighbourhood of Metz. At tea-time the Minister said,
“T did not think a month ago that I should to-day drink tea
with you gentlemen in a peasant’s house in Herny.” Amongst
other matters we talked of Gramont, and the Count wondered
that this strong, healthy man, after such unhappy antecedents,
had not joined a regiment, in order to atone for his stupidity.
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He certainly was big and strong enough. “I should have
acted differently in 1866, if things had not gone well with me,”
said he ; “I should have joined a regiment at once; I never
would have allowed myself fo be seen alive.”

‘When he returned to his room, which by the way was a low,
countrified little parlour with very little furniture, I was fre-
quently called to receive orders. It seemed useful to enable
our illustrated papers to give a representation of the storming
of the Spicherenberg. Then the assertion of the Constitutionnel
had to be contradicted, according to which the Prussians
burned down everything in their march through France, and
left nothing but ruins behind them ; of which, with every op-
portunity to know the facts, we could honestly declare we had
seen nothing.  Finally it was desirable to counteract the Neue
Freie Presse, which had hitherto shown itself to be friendly to
us, but these last few days its circulation had, according to the
Constitutionnel, suffered, perhaps because of its partiality to
the Prussians, and perhaps because there was something in the
report that the Hungarian French party had bought the jour-
nal and had givenit another tone. “Say this,” said the Chan-
cellor, concluding his directions with regard to another article
of the Constitutionnel, * that there has never been the least
question in the Ministerial Council of ceding Saarbriicken to
the French, the matter not having been mentioned except in
confidential communieations ; and of course a national minister
—one in sympathy with the national feeling-—could not there-
fore entertain it. Yet this rumour may have a little founda-
tion’; it may be a misunderstanding, or a perversion of the fact
that the question was mooted and discussed in the Ministerial
Council before 1864 whether it might not be advisable to make
over the coal-mines at Saarbriicken, which are national prop-
erty, to companies. I proposed to pay the cost of the Schles-
wig-Holstein war in this way, but the thing came to nothing in
consequence of the King’s aversion to any such transaction.”

Monday, August 15, seemed to begin all at once and unus-
ually early. At daybreak, by four o’clock, the attendant called
out in the room where Abeken and I slept, ¢ His Excellency is
going off directly ; the gentlemen will please to get ready.” I
got up at once and packed up. It was, however, a mistake.
By the “gentlemen” only the Councillors were meant. About
six o’clock the Chancellor started with Count Bismarck-Bohlen.
Abeken, Keudell, and Hatzfeld followed him on horseback.
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We others remained in Herny, where there was plenty to do,
and where, when we had finished our work, we could make our-
selves useful in other ways. Thick yellowish-gray clouds of
dust were rising from long lines of infantry passing through
the village ; amongst others, three Prussian regiments, partly
Pomeranian, almost all large, fine men. The band played
< Heil dir im Siegerkrantz,” and ¢Ich bin ein Preusse.” One
could see in the eyes of these men the burning thirst they were
enduring, so we organized, as quickly as possible, a little fire-
extinguisher’s brigade. We carried the water in pails and jugs,
and reached it out to them as they marched along—for they dare
not stop—in their ranks, so that at least one here and there
could get a mouthful to carry him on a bit, either in the hollow
of his hand or in the little tin cup which he carried by his side.

Our Councillors returned from their ride about three o’clock ;
the Minister was rather later. Meanwhile Count Henckel, a
stately dark-bearded gentleman, and Bamberger, a member of
the Reichstag, had arrived ; also a Herr von Oldberg, who was
to be Prefect, or something of that kind, so that we begin to
feel that we are masters of the conquered land, and are settling
down in it. How much of the country it is intended to keep
had been told me in the morning by a telegram sent eastwards,
in the deciphering of which I had been helpful, and which had
said plainly that, God willing, we should keep Elsass.

As we learned at dinner, the King and Chancellor had made
a sort of reconnoitering tour to within three English miles of
Metz, and had seen General von Steinmetz. The French army
stationed outside the fortress had been violently attacked by
him the day before near Courcelles, and driven into the town
and forts. The enemy’s loss was estimated at 4,000 men ; they
found forty dead “ Red-breeches” in one ditch, most of them
shot through the head. )4

In the evening, as we sat on a bench near the house door, the
Minister came up for a moment. Whilst he talked with us he
asked me for a cigar, but Councillor Taglioni (one of the King’s
cipherers, formerly in the Embassy at Paris, now dead) was
quicker than I in getting it out of his pocket. The more’s the
pity, for my weed was a great deal better than his.

‘We were told that we were to proceed next day to Pont-
a-Mousson, and as we turned in for the night, I thought to pay
Abeken a compliment by telling him that the day’s ride was
quite 2&0nishing far one of his years ; he really ought to be con-
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gratulated. But he did not take it altogether well ; he did not
like-to appear old, and I vowed to myself quietly that in future
I would be more sparing of my surprise and my good wishes.
On August 16, at half-past nine, a lovely, but warm morn-
ing, we set off again. I drove in the Councillor’s carriage, as
some of thém rode, and by me sat Landrath Jansen, one of the
Free-Conservative party in the Reichstag; a good-looking,
pleasant man, who had come to take part in the administration
of the conquered district. The journey took us over a broad
undulating plain, to the chain of hills on the right banks of the
Moselle, among which stood out the cone of the Mousson, with its
extensive ruins. We drove on an excellent road, through some
more villages with handsome mairies and schools. It was
everywhere full of life and bustle, with the infantry soldiers,
the detachment of Saxon horsemen in bright blue, and all kinds of
carriages and carts. Here and there, too, there were little camps.
At last about three o’clock we drove over the slope of the
hill, and down into the valley of the Moselle towards Ponte-a-
Mousson. It isa town of about 8000 inhabitants, stretching
along both sides of the river, over which is a beautiful stone
bridge, and with a great old church on the right bank. We
crossed the bridge and came into a market-place surrounded
with arcades, hotels, cafés, and an old town-house, before which
the Saxon infantry were lying on straw spread on the ground.
Here we turned into the Rue Saint-Laurent, where the Minis-
ter, with Abeken, Keudell, and Count Bismarck-Bohlen, were
quartered in a small mansion at the corner of the Rue Raugraf,
which was covered with a red-blossomed climbing plant. His
involuntary host was, so we heard, an old gentleman who had
gone off with Madame on his travels. The Chancellor took
possession of the apartments on the ‘first floor, which looked
out on the little garden at the back. The Bureau was estab-
lished on the ground floor, in a° back room, and a smaller room
next it served as the dining-room. The Landrath, I, Secretary
Bolsing, Willisch, and St. Blanquart, the other temporary
cipherer, were about ten doors off, in the Rue Saint-Laurent, in
a house which seemed to be inhabited only by some French
ladies and their maid servants. I slept with Blanquart, or to
give his full title for once, Hofrath St. Blanquart, in a room
which a chance visitor might have called an omnium gatherum
of memorials from every country ;dried flowers, wreaths of
roses, palm branches, photographs from the city of David, also
L
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Vino di Gerusalemme, a darabuka, cocoa-nuts, corals, cray-fish,
sponges from the bottom of the sea, a sword-fish, and other
monsters with gaping jaws and sharp teeth; threc German
tobacco pipes, next which came three Oriental cousins of theirs
—a tschibbuk, a nargileh, and a schischi ; then came a Spanish
Madonna with half-a-dozen swords in her breast, reminding one
of a bull fight ; antelopes’ horns, pictures of saints from Moscow,
and, lastly, framed and glazed, a French newspaper, with an
article in it obliterated by a Russian censor of the press. In
short, a complete enthnographical cabinet.

‘We remained here only long enough to make ourselves de-
cent. Then we hastened to the Bureau. On the way we saw
different proclamations nailed up at the corners of the streets
one, of our victory, of the 14th, a second, about the abolition
of the conscription, and a third in which the mayor of Ponte-
a-Mousson exhorted the inhabitants to circumspection,-—which
must have been issued the day before the attack of the civilians
in this place on our soldiers, or even before. The inhabitants
were also ordered by our people, under thredat of punishment,
to put lights in all the windows at night, and to leave open all
shutters and doors, and to deliver up all their weapons at the
town-house.

The distant thunder of cannon was heard during the greater
part of the afternoon,and in the evening,at dinner, we learni that
there had again been a hardly-contested action near Metz , upon
which some one remarked that perhaps we should not succeed
in preventing the French from accomplishing their object.
and withdrawing to Verdun. To this the Minister replied
jestingly, “Molk, the hard-hearted reprobate, said that such a
mishap would not be to be lamented, for then we should bave
them safe.” Which meant, I suppose, that then we should shug
them in on every side, and prevent their further retreat,—in
fact, annihilate them. Of the other sayings of the Chanceilor
on this oceasion, I give only this, that he said * The little black
Saxons, who looked so intelligent,” had pleased him greatly,
during the visit he had paid them the day before. He wmeant
the dark green riflemen, or the 108th regiment, with the same
colour of uniform. “They seem to be sharp, nimble fellows, and
we ought to mention this in the public press.”

The following night T was awakened several times by the
measured tread of infantry marching through, and the rolling
and rumbling of heavy wheels over the uneven pavement. As

3
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we learnt afterwards in the Bureau, they were Hessian sowuiers.
We were told that the Minister had already, about four o’clock
in the morning, ridden off towards Metz, where a great battle
was expected to-day or to-morrow. As there was every proba-
bility of my having little or nothing to do, I seized the oppor-
tunity to take a walk with Willisch in the neighbourhood o
the town. 5

‘We descended once more to the confusion of war time and
to our house in the Rue Raugraf, but only to hear that the
Chancellor had not returned. News had been received of a
battle the day before to the west of Metz. We heard of the
heavy losses of our side, and that Bazaine had with great diffi-
culty been prevented from breaking through. The chief scene
of the fighting seemed to have been the village of Mars-la-Tour.
The Chassepot balls literally fell like a shower of hail. A
Cuirassier regiment, so it was said then, with an exaggeration
not uncommon in such cases, had been almost annihilated, and
the dragoons of the guard had also suffered severely. There
was no division whose battalions had not had terrible losses.
To-day, however, when we would have the superiority of foree,
as the French had yesterday, a victory might be expected if the
French attempted to advance.

This, however, seemed not quite certain. Consequently we
were rather uneasy—no sitting still, no steady thinking, was
possible ; as in a fever, certain thoughts were constantly recur-
ring. On going to the market and to the bridge we found the
slightly wounded gradually dropping in on foot, those badly
wounded in waggons. Along the road from Metz we met a
long line of about one hundred and twenty prisoners. They
were chicfly small, meagre men, but still there were amongst
them some well-grown, broad-shouldered fellows—Guards, recog-
nizable by the white cord on the breast. Coming back from the
market we went into the garden at the back of the Bureau,
where, on the left hand, in a eorner not far from the house,
“the dog was buried,” the dog of Herr Aubert, who was, appar-
ently, our landlord, and who erected a stone in memory of the
departed, with the following touching inscription :

GIRARD AUBERT’S EPITAPH ON HIS DOG.

Ici tu gis, ma vieille amie,

Tu n’es done plus pour mes vieux jours,
O toi, ma Diane chérie,

Je te pleurerai toujours,
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At last, about six o’clock, the Chancellor came back. No
great battle had taken place to-day, but something would most
likely happen next morning. The Chief told us at the table,
that he had been to visit his eldest son, Count Herbert, who
had been wounded by a shot in the upper part of the thigh
during a cavalry attack at Mars-la-Tour, and who was lying in
the field hospital of Mariaville. The Minister, riding about, at
last found it in a farmyard at the top of a hill, where were
also a considerable number of other wounded men. They were
left in the hands of a doctor who could not contrive to get
water for them, and who, from a kind of prudery, refrained
from taking the hens and turkeys which were running about
the yard for the use of thecick. ¢ He said he dare not,” con-
tinued the Minister. ¢ Friendly representations made to him
were no use. Then I threatened, first to shoot the hens with a
revolver, and afterwards gave him twenty francs with which he
could buy fifteen of them. At last I remembered that I wasa
Prussian general, and I told him so. Upon which, he listened
to me. But the water I was obliged to look for myself, and
get it taken to them in barrels.”

Meantime the American General Sheridan, had entered the
town. He came from Chicago, was staying in the market-square
in the Croix Blanche, and wanted an interview with our Chan- _
cellor. I waited upon him by the Count’s wish, and said that
he would expect him in the course of the evening. The gen-
eral, a little corpulent gentleman of about forty-five, with a
dark mustache and a tuft, spoke a most decided Yankee dialect.
He had with him his adjutant, Forsythe, and as interpreter,
McLean, a journalist, who was also war correspondent for the
New York World.

In the night, from our room, we heard again the heavy tramp
of soldiers marching through the town, and we afterwards
found they were Saxons.

Next morning they told me in the Bureau that the King and
the Minister had already driven out about three o’clock. There
was fighting again almost on the battle-field of the 16th, and it
seemed as if matters were coming to a crisis. As may be easily
imagined, we were more excited by this news than any time
before in these last days. Restlessand impatient to know what
was going on, we started to walk in the direction of Metz, and
arrived in a state of mental and bodily stew, at a spot about
two miles and a half from Pont-8-Mousson. On the road we
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met some who were slightly wounded, walking-—some singly,
some in pairs, some in larger bodies—to the town. Many still
carried their muskets ; others were supporting themselves with
sticks, and one had enveloped himself in the red-lined cloak of
a French cavalry soldier. They had taken part in the action
the day before at Marsla-Tour, and Gorze. About the fight
which was going on this day they bring reports, good and bad,
which were repeated in the town with exaggerations. At last,
good news got the upper hand, but even when the evening was
far advanced nothing absolutely certain was known. We dined
without our Chief, for whom we waited in vain till past mid-
night. At last, however, we heard that he along with Sheri-
dan and Count Bismarck-Bohlen waswith the King at Rezonville.

Friday, August 19.—When we knew for certain that the
Germans had been victorious the day before, Abeken, Keudell,
Hatzfeld and I, drove towards the battle-fields.

Immediately after passing Gorze we came upon traces of
battle ; ditches ploughed by cannon balls, branches torn from
the trees by shot, and a few dead horses. Further on there
were more ; in some places we counted two or three close to-
gether, and in another there was a heap of eight such carcasses.
Most of them were frightfully swollen and their legs were
stretched up in the air, with their heads lying limp on the
ground. Near Mars-la-Tour there was a Saxon camp. The
battle of the 16th, as it appeared, had done little harm to the
village ; only on€ house was burned down. I asked a lieuten-
ant of Uhlans here where Rezonville was. He did not know.
“Where is the King?” ¢“At a place about six (English) miles
from here,” was the answer. “Out there,” said the officer,
pointing toward the east. A peasant woman, who tried to show
us where Rezonville lay, also pointed in that direction, so we
drove on straight along a road which brought us after a time
to the village of Vionville. Just before we reached that place
I stumbled on the first of those killed in this fight—a Prussian
musketeer lying between the ditches on the edge_of the road and
a stubble field. His face was as black as a Turco’s and his
body fearfully swollen. All the houses in the village were full
of badly wounded soldiers ; German and French doctors were
moving along the road, and ambulance men with the Geneva
Cress hurried backwards and forwards.

T determined to wait here for the Minister and the Council-
lors, for I thought they would certainly come to this place, and
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that probably before long. I walked to the battle-field through
a narrow path on the left side of the road, where, in a dlt(:h,
man’s leg which had been cut off lay under a mass of bloody
rags. About four hundred paces from the village I came to
two ditches about 300 feet long, running parallel to each other,
neither wide nor deep, which men were st1]l digging, and near
them great heaps of dead bodies, French and German huddled
together. Some were half-dressed, most of them still in uni-
form, all blackened and frightfully swollen from the heat.
There must have been 250 bodies, which had been brought to-
gether here, and carts were still arriving with more. Many
others had, no doubt, already been buried. Farther on to-
wards Metz the battle-field sloped upwards a little, and here
more seem to have fallen than elsewhere. The ground was
strewn with French caps, German helmets, knapsacks, arms,
and uniforms, linen, shoes, and papers, all strewn about.
Among the furrows of the potato field lay some single bodies,
some on their faces, some on their backs; one had lost the
whole of his left leg to a span above the knee; another, half
his head ; some had the right arm stretched stiff towards the
sky. Here and there we came upon a single grave marked by
a little cross made of the wood of a cigar-box and tied together
with string, or by the bayonet from a Chassepot. The odour from
the dead bodies was most perceptible, and at times, when the wind
blew from the direction of a heap of horses, quite unbearable.
It was time to go back to the carriage, and I had had
quite enough of this picture of the battlefield. I took another
road, but here, too, I had to pass heaps of the dead ; this time,
“Red-breeches” only, heaps of discarded clothing, shirts, shoes,
papers, and letters ; prayer-books and hooks of devotion. Near
some dead bodies lay whole packets of letters which the poor
fellows had carried with them in their knapsacks. I took two or
three of them as memorials, two of them German letters from one
Anastasia Stampf, from Scherrweiler, near Schlettstadt, which
I found beside a French soldier, who must have been stationed
at Caen just before the outbreak of the war. One was dated
from 25, hay month, 1870” (July), and concluded with the
words, “We commend thee always to Mary’s holy keeping.”
‘When I got back to the carriage the minister had not yet
arrived, and it was four o’clock. We now turned round and
took a nearer way back to Gorze, and I saw that we had driven
round the two long sides of an acute-angled triangle, instead of
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choosing the shortest route. Ilere we met Keudell, to whom
I explained our mistake and the unfortunate roundabout road
we had taken. He had been with Abeken and Count Hatzfeld
with the Chief, in Rezonville. While the battle of the 18th
was raging, the decisive struggle taking place on Gravelotte,
Bismarck had advanced with the King rather too far, and for
a little time they were in some danger. Afterwards he, single-
handed, had been carrying water to the badly wounded. At
nine o’clock in the evening I saw him safe and sound in Pont-
a-Mousson, where we all met together once more at supper.
The conversation at table turned naturally on the two last
battles, and the gain and loss which accompanied them. The
French had left masses of people on the field. The Minister
had seen their Guards laid down at Gravelotte in rows and
heaps. DBut our losses, too, were, he said, very great. Those
of the 16th of August were only now known. ¢ A number of
Prussian families will be thrown into mourning,” remarked the
Chicf. “Wesdehlen and Reuss are laid in one grave ; Wedell,
dead ; von Finkenstein, dead ; Rahden (Luca’s husband), shot
through both cheeks; a great number of commanders of regi-
ments and battalions killed or severely wounded. The whole
field at Mars-la-Tour was yesterday still white and blue with
dead Cuirassiers and Dragoons.” In explanation of this re-
mark we learned that a great cavalry attack had been made,
near that village, on the French who were pressing forward in
the direction of Verdun ; that though this attack had been re-
pulsed by the enemy’s infantry in the style of Balaklava, it had
so far been successful, that it had arrested the enemy, till rein-
forcements reached us. The sons of the Chancellor had been
present at this action, and had displayed great bravery; the
eldest had received no less than three shots, one ‘through the
breast of his coat, another on his watch, and a third through
the fleshy part of the thigh. The youngest seemed to have
come through it unhurt; and the Chief related with manifest
pride, that Count Bill in the retreat had, with his strong arms,
dragged out of the fray one of his comrades who was wounded
in the leg, and ridden off with him slung across his horse, till
they got assistance. On the 18th still more German blood was
shed, but we had won the victory and attained the object of
this destructive war. By nightfall Bazaine’s army was decisive-
ly driven back on Metz, and the officers who were taken prison-
ers themselves admitted to the Minister that it was all over
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with them. The Saxons, who on the two previous days had
made very stiff marches, and had reached a position to take
effective part in the fight at the village Saint-Private, stood now
across the road to Thionville, and thus Metz was entirely sur-
rounded by our troops.

The Chancellor, as it appeared, had not approved of some of
the measures of the military in these two fights. Among other
things, he said of Steinmetz, ““that he had made a bad use of
the really prodigious bravery of our troops—a blood-spendthrift!”
He spoke with vehement indignation of the barbarous manner
in which the French waged war ; they had fired, it was said, on
the Geneva Cross flag, and even on the bearer of a flag of truce.

The Minister seemed to have quickly got on very good terms
with Sheridan ; for I had to invite him and his two companions
to dinner next evening.

On the 20th, early, came Herr von Kuhlwetter, who was to
be civil commissioner, or prefect, in Elsass or Lothringen. At
eleven the Crown Prince, who with his troops was stationed
some twenty-five miles from Pont-2-Mousson, on the road from
Naney to Chalons, came to visit the Chancellor. In the after-
noon there passed through the Rue Notre Dame nearly twelve
hundred prisoners on foot, and amongst them two carriages
with officers, guarded by Prussian cavalry. In the evening,
Sheridan, Forsythe, and McLean were guests of the Chief, who
talked eagerly with the American General in good English,
whilst champagne and porter circulated. The latter was drunk
out of the metal pots I have described, one of which filled up
to the brim he sent to me, saying: “Doctor, do you still drink
porter?” I mention this because at this time no one took
porter but the Minister and the Americans, and because the gift
was extremely welcome and agreeable ; for though we had more
than enough of wine, champagne, and cognac, we had had no
beer since Saarbriicken.

The General, well known as a successful general of the
Unionists in the latter part of the war of Secession, talked a
good deal. e spoke of the fatigues he had undergone during
his ride from the Rocky Mountains to Chicago, of the hor rible
swarmos of gnats, of a great bone cave in Ca.hforma, in which
fossil animals were found, and of buffalo and bear hunting.
The Chancellor also told a hunting story in his best style. He
was one day, in Finland, in considerable danger from a great
bear, which he could not see plainly, as he was covered with

L]
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snow. ‘At last I fired,” he continued, ““and the bear fell,
about six steps in front of me. He was not dead, however,
and was able to get up again. I knew what was the
danger, and what I had to do. I did not stir, but loaded again
as quietly as possible, and shot him dead as he tried to stand up.”

In the forenoon of the 21st we worked hard for the post
and the telegraph in order to send off the news, and articles
commenting on it, to Germany. The parlementaire who had
been shot at by the French, as he approached them with his
white flag, was, we heard, Captain or Major Verdy of Moltke’s
staff; the trumpeter who accompanied him was wounded. We
received certain intelligence from Florence, that Vietor Em-
manuel and his minister, in consequence of our victories, had
determined to remain neutral, which hitherto had been far from
certain. Lastly, we were now able to calculate, at any rate
pretty nearly, the losses of the French on the 14th at Cour-
celles, on the 16th, at Mars-la-Tour, and on the 18th at Grave-
lotte. The Minister put these, for all the three days, at nearly
50,000 men, of whom 12,000 were dead, and added, *“The
jealousy of some of our leaders was the cause of our losing so
many of our men.”

Monday, August 22,—1 wrote in my journal:

“Went early with Willisch again to bathe before the Chief
wasup. At half-past ten I was summoned to him. He asked
at once how I was, and whether I had not been attacked by
dysentery. He had not been well in the night. The Count
and dysentery? God preserve him from that! That would
be worse than a lost battle. All our affairs would fall into un-
certainty and confusion.”

There is no longer any doubt that, in the event of ultimate
victory over France, we shall keep Elsass and Metz, with the
surrounding country, and the following was, perhaps, the train
of thought which led the Chancellor to this decision.

A contribution, however great it might be, would be no com-
pensation for the enormous sacrifices we have made. We must
secure South Germany, exposed as it is, from the attacks of the
French : we must put an end to the pressure which France has
exercised upon it for two centuries, especially since this pres-
sure has essentially contributed to the derangement of Geerman
relations during the whole of that time. DBaden, Wiirtemburg,
and the other countries on the south-west, must not again be
threatened from Strassburg and overrun at pleasure. It is the
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same with Bavaria. During the last two hundred and fifty
years the French have undertaken more than a-dozen wars of
conquest against the south-west of Germany. Guarantees
against such disturbances of the peace were sought, in 1814
and 1815, in a policy adopted towards France, which, however,
proved to be too forbearing. This forbearance was useless, and
even now would be fruitless and without result. The danger
lies in the incurable assumption and dominating spirit inherent
in the French character ; attributes which may be abused by
any ruler—not merely by the Bonapartes—to provoke attacks
on peaceful neighbors. Our protection against it does not lie
in fruitless attempts momentarily to weaken the susceptibility
of the French, but in the gaining of a well-secured frontier.
France has, by her continued appropriation of German terri-
tory, and of all our natural defences on our west frontier,
placed herself in a position to penetrate into the heart of
South Germany with an army, relatively speaking, not very
great, before any help can be brought down:from the north.
Since the time of Louis XIV.—under him and his successor,
under the Republic, under the first Empire,—there has been a
constant repetition of these attacks, and the feeling of insecur-
ity compels the States of Germany to keep their eyes incessantly
onFrance. That a feelingof bitterness will becreated in the minds
of the French by taking away a piece of territory, is really not
worth considering.- This bitterness would exist even without
cession of territory. In 1866 Austria had not to cede one
square rood of her territory ; and what thanks did we get for it ¢
Our victory at Koniggratz filled the French with aversion, hatred
and bitter vexation ; how much more effect will our victories at
Worth and Metz have upon them! Revenge for this defeat of
the proud nation will, therefore, even if we took no territory,
Le the war-cry in Paris and the provinces influenced by Paris,
just as, for many years, they thought of vengeance for Water-
loo. But an enemy which cannot be turned into a friend by
generous treatment after defeat, must be rendered permanently
harmless. It is not the levelling of the French fortresses on
the east frontier of France, but their cession, that can alone be
of service to us. Those who cry out for disarmament must be
the first to wish to see the neighbors of the French adopt
these measures, for France is the sole disturber of the peace of
Europe, and will remain so as long as she can. ¥

Tt is quite” astonishing how naturally such opinions of the
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Chief already flow from my pen! What ten days ago still
looked like a miracle, is now quite natural and self-evident.

At table the conversation again turned on the improper, not
to say base, manner in which the Red-breeches carry on the
war, and the Minister said that at Mars-la-Tour they had fallen
upon one of our officers, who was sitting, wounded, on a stone
by the wayside. Some said they shot him; others said, and
a doctor who examined the body was of the same opinion,
that he was thrust through with a sword, whereupon the Chief
remarked that if he had to choose, he would rather be stabbed
than shot. Then he complained of Abeken’s movements dur-
ing the night, so that he, who was a bad slecper in any case,
was disturbed by Abeken’s calling out, running backwards and
forwards, and banging the doors. “ He thinks he is feeling for
his connections by marriage,” said he. This referred to the
Counts York, with whom our Geheimrath had become distantly
connected by his marriage with Friulein von Olfers—a rela-
tionship on which, with his perpetual “my cousins, the Yorks,”
he plumed himself more than a man of self-respect and high
feeling-would have done. One of the two Yorks had been
wounded at Mars-la-Tour or Gravelotte, and the old gentleman
drove that night to see him. I can easily imagine him, under
the pressure of high-wrought feeling, reciting on the way, as he
sat behind the coachman, something gushing, or thrilling, or
dithyrambic, from Goethe, or Ossian, or even out of the old
Greek tragic poets.

Count Herbert was brought here to-day, from the field-
ambulance to his father, on the floor of whose room they made
him a bed. I saw him and spoke with him. His wound is
painful, but apparently not at present dangerous. He will go
back to Germany in a few days till he recovers.

Note 1.—According to the Constitutionnel of August 8, the pressure of
public opinion in Vienna had grown steadily. It showed itself in this way,
that in a single day the Neue Freie Presse received more than a thousand
letters from subscribers, to give notice to stop their papers, as they would
no longer take in a print which continued to promote the interests of Prus-
sia to the injury of Austria.

NotE 2.—According to one of the articles inspired from Vienna in the
Constitutionnel, the Morgenpost of that city, of August 2, contained revela-
tions said to come from ‘‘a personage on a very friendly footing with the
Grand Duke of Baden,” ‘““according to which M. de Bismarck ” is said to
have ‘‘proposed in full Ministerial Council to give up Saarbriicken and
Landau to IE)‘rance. The Grand Duke himself,” it goes on to say, ‘“told the
fact to the person, who published it in the Morgenpost, and the Grand Duke
had it from the King of Prussia, who asserted that it was only through his
own opposition that the proposition of M. de Bismarck was not adopted by
the Council.” ¥ 4 ;
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CHAPTER IIL

COMMERCY-——BAR-LE-DUC—CLERMONT IN ARGONNE,

UESDAY, August 23.—We set out again on our journey

westwards. Sheridan and his people were to accompany
us, or follow us immediately. President von Kuhlwetter re-
mains here for the present as prefect; Count Renard, of gigantic
frame and corresponding beard, at Nancy, and Count Henckel
at Saargemiind, in similar positions. We saw the Imperial en-
voy Bamberger again. Herr Stieber, too, made his appearance
in the neighborhood of the house at the corner of the Rue
Raugraf. Lastly, as I paid a parting visit to the interior of
the town, in order to take away a mental image to remember
the place by, I saw the refined, wrinkled, smooth-shaven face~
of Moltke, for the first time since I saw him along with the
Minister of War mounting the steps of Bismarck’s residence,
eight or ten days before the declaration of war.” It wore
to-day, as it seemed to me, a very happy and pleasant ex-
pression.

An account of the way in which Thiers had spoken not long
ago of the immediate future of France interested me not a
little as I returned to the Bureau. He had clearly pointed out,
that in the event of victory we should take possession of Elsass,
that Napoleon would, after the loss of battles, certainly lose
also his throne, and that he would be succeeded for some months
by a Republic, and then by some member of the Orleans
family, perhaps even by Leopold of Belgium, who, as my in-
formant claimed to know from certain knowledge, was very
ambitious.

We left Pout-2-Mousson at ten o’clock. The fine weather
of the last few days had changed between morning and after-
noon to a gray cloudy sky and showers of rain. I drove in the
Secretaries’ carriage, which carried the portfolios of the Foreign
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Office from place to place. Beyond Gironville the road ascend-
ed a steep hill, from which there was a fine view over the plain
beneath., We left the carriage here, to ease the horses, the
Chancellor walking with Abeken at the head of the procession
for a quarter of an hour, in great wide top boots, which in size
and shape reminded one of those one sees in portraits from the
Thirty Years’ War. Next to him walked Moltke, the greatest
artist in war of our days, by the side of the greatest statesman
of our time, on a French road leading to Paris, and I could bet
that neither thought it specially remarkable.

‘When we returned to the carriages, we saw, to the right of
the road, that a telegraph had been established by some smart
soldiers. Soon afterward we descended into the valley of the
Upper Meuse, and shortly before two reached Commercy, a
pretty little town with about 6,000 inhabitants, close to a great
forest. The stream here is still narrow and muddy. On it is
an old mansion, with a collonade in front. The white shutters
of the better houses in the street were mostly closed, as though
the proprietors were determined not to see the hated Prussians.
The people in blouses, on the contrary, seemed more curious
and less hostile. Over several dodrs was to be seen “Fabrique
de Madeleines.” These are biscuits in the shape of little melons,
which are in great request all through France, so we did not fail
to buy some boxes to send home. i

The Chief was quartered with Abeken and Keudell at the
house of Count Macore de Gaucourt, in the Rue des Fontaines,
in which not long before a Prince of Schwarzburg had lived,
and where only the lady of the house remained behind. Her
husband was in the French army, and was theréfore in the field.
He was & man of very good family, descended from the old
Dukes of Lorraine. There was a pretty flower-garden near his
house, and a park with charming shade stretched behind it.
I was not far from the Minister, at No.”l, Rue Heurtebise, on
the ground floor dressing-room of a man living on his means,
whom I found a friendly and obliging host. He gave me an
excellent four-poster bed. In walking through the town I met
Sheridan’s adjutant, in front of a house with steps leading up to
the door. He told me that he left California in the beginning
of May, and travelled to Chicago in great haste, and from thence
to London ; then to Berlin, and from there to Pont-a-Mousson
in five days. He and the General, who was looking out at a win-
dow on the first floor, now wear uniform. Afterwards, I sought
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for the Chancellor, found him in the garden, and inquired wheth-
er he had anythipg for me to do. After some thought, he said
“Yes,” and an hour afterwards I set the field post, as well as
the telegraph to work. I wrote, for instance, the following
article :

“It is now quite certain that, the Princes of the Orleans
family, in the expectation of seeing the star of the Napoleons
pale and sink still lower, consider their time come. Emphatic-
ally declaring themselves Frenchmen, they have placed their
sword at the command of France in the present crisis. By
their indolence, for the most part—by adhering to the principle
of laissez faire in dealing with the affairs of their neighbors,
the Orleans family lost their throne. It seems as if they de-
sired to reconquer it by energy, and as if by indulging the pas-
sions of Chauvinism, the craze for glory and the assumption of
the guardianship of the world, inherent in Frenchmen,—they
would seek to maintain themselves upon the throne. We are
by no means at the end of our work. A decisive victory is
probable, but not yet certain ; the fall of Napoleon is some-
what nearer, but it is not yet a fact. If Napoleon actually
falls, could we be content—in view of what we have just re-
marked——merely with this result of our enormous exertions ?
Ought we to feel that we had attained, in that cvent, whai
must be our supreme ohject-—a peace with France, secured for
many years? No one will assert this. A peace with the Or-
leanist family reseated on the throne of France would be, with-
out any doubt, far more delusive than a peace with Napoleon,
who has had enough to do with glory. Sooner or iater, we
should be again challenged by France, when Frauce probably
would be better armed, and more secure of powerful alliances.”

Three reserve armies are to be formed in Germany . one,
the strongest, at Berlin; another an the Rhinc, and a third--
on account of Austria’s suspicious attitude—in Seclesia at Gio-
gan. The latter was purely a defensive measure. The troops
on the Rhine were to be commanded by the Duke of Mecklen:
burg ; those at Berlin by General von Canstien, and those at.
Glogan by General von Lowenfield.

Towards evening the military band played before the house
of the King, who had been quartered in Commercy during the
war of Liberation, and the street boys were quite pieased io
hold the notes of the music for the men who played the horns
and hautboys.



L]

38 Bismarck in the Franco-German War.

The Chancellor at dinner began to speak of his sons, and said,
“I hope now that I shall keep at least one of my young fellows—I
mean Herbert, who is on his way home. He had got very
much in his place in the field. When he lay wounded near us in
Pont-a-Mousson, and common dragoons came to see him, he
conversed with them more freely than with the officers.”

At tea it was mentioned that in 1814 the Kirg had lived
in the very same street, and, indeed, in a house close by the
one he was quartered in now.  The Minister said, My plan
for his Majesty in the future campaign is to send the Staff
Guard on in front. The country right and left of the road
must be thoroughly searched by a company of soldiers, and the
head-quarters must keep together. Sentinels must be placed
at short distances from one another. The King agreed to this
plan, when I told him that it had been followed in 1814. At
that time the monarchs did not drive, but always rode, and
Russian soldiers, twenty feet apart, lined the road.” Some
one observed that it was quite possible that peasants or Francs-
tireurs might fire on the King in the carriage.

In the evening some more articles were sent to Germany,
amongst others one on the co-operation of the Saxons at
Gravelotte, whose praises the Chief never tired in repeating. It
ran thus:

“In the battle at Metz on the 18th, the Saxons distin-
guished themselves by their usual heroic bravery, and con-
tributed most essentially to the attainment of the object of the
German troops. To bring the Saxon Army Corps into the
field, very long marches from the right to the extreme left
wing had been made the day before, and even on the 18th it-
self. In spite of these fatigues they attacked with extraordin-
ary energy, drove the enemy back, and completely fulSlled the
duty they were charged with, preventing the enemy breaking
through towards Thionville. Their losscs in these actions
amounted to 2200 men.”

About nine o’clock the Bavarians began to march through.
They went along the Rue de la Banque, and therefore passed
the King’s abode as well as ours. There were more French
spectators than was convenient to us, on the pavement, on both
sides of the rows of trees which border the wide street. The
light cavalry in green uniforms turned up with red ; dark-blue
cuirassiers, among whom were many fine men ; lancers, artillery,
infantry, regiment after regiment marghed for several hours
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past the Commander-in-Chief of the German armies. As they
marched in front of the house where the King stood, they raised
loud rimging hurrahs, while the cavalry brandished their sabres,
and the infantry held up their right hands and lowered their
colours, amid blaring fanfare of the trumpets of the cavalry, and
music from the bands of the infantry. Who, after the war of
1866, or even three months ago, would have thought it pos-
sible ?

More articles were written for the post, and others for the
telegraph. Our people press rapidly forwards. The heads of
the German columns already stand between Chalons and Eper-
nay. In Germany the three reserve armies which have been
talked of for some days are in process of formation. In oppos-
ition to our plan of creating a safe frontier on the west, by the
incorporation of Fremch territory, neutral powers for the
most part raise difficulties, especially England, which, jeal-
ous of us for some time past, shows a disposition to tie our
hands. The accounts from St. Petersburg appear to be better,
where the Emperor, though not without some doubts of the
measures we have in view, seems disposed to favor us,®and
where too the Archduchess Helena has given us her active sym-
pathy. We stand, however, by our plan, dictated by the
necessity of securing South Germany from the attacks of France
once and for all, and of thus making it independent of French
politics, the achievement of which will doubtless be demanded
by the national feeling with an energy quite irresistible. The
troops before us report much exciting news about the bands of
Francs-tireurs which have been formed. Their uniform is of
such a kind that they can hardly be known as soldiers, and
what they do wear to distinguish them as such can be easily
thrown away. One of these fellows when a troop of our caval-
ry is going along the road, lies apparently sunning himself in
the ditch near a wood. Assoon as our men have passed, up.
he starts and fires his rifle at them, which he had kept concealed
in the neighboring bush, and runs into the wood, out of which,
perfectly acquainted with the paths in it, he comes again, a
little further on, an innocent countryman in a blouse. I am
inclined to think that these are not defenders of their country,
but assassins, who should be hanged without ceremony, if they
fall into our hands.

At dinner Count Seckendorf, Adjutant in the Crown Prince’s
general staff, was one of the guests. (Fide note 1, at end of
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chapter.) He denied that the Crown Prince had, as reported,
caused some treacherous French peasants to be shot; on the
contrary, said the Prince, he had always behaved with great
mildness and forbearance, even towards officers of the enemy,
who showed great want of soldier-like breeding.

Count Bohlen, who is always full of fun and aneedotes, said,
“When the battery von Breinitz, on the 18th, was sustaining
such a sharp fire that in a short time nearly all its horses, and
most of its men, were lying on the ground either dead or
wounded, the captain said, as he rallied the last who were left
standing, ¢ A fine fight this, isn’t it ¥”

The Chief said, “Last night I asked’the sentinel outside the
door, who he was, and what he got to eat, and I heard that the
man had not had anything to eat for four-and-twenty hours.
Then I went in and found the cook, and cut a great hunch of
bread, and took it to him, which seemed to be most acceptable
to him.”

The conversation then turned from Hatzfeld’s prefecture to
other prefects and commissaries in spe, and when first one and
thert another name, which were all well known, were objected
to, the Minister remarked, ¢ Our officials in Franee may be
allowed to do a few stupid things, if only their administration
in general be energetic.”

Friday, August 26.—They say that we are to advance to-day
towards Sainte-Manehould, where our troops, as I telegraphed
this morning to Germany, have taken prisoners 800 of the
Mobiles. This expected move was announced by Taglioni, who
by the way gave us yesterday some most excellent caviare,
which he had, I believe, from fat Borck. The first thing this
morning, I wrote an artiele on the Francs-tireurs, and deserib-
ed in detail their delusions as to what is permitted in warfare.
Then—for the Chief had gone out, some said to see the King,
others to make a tour of inspection in the upper town (wide
note 2, at end of chapter)—in company with Abeken I went to
see the fine old church of Saint-Picrre. The walls and pillars
in this chureh are not so high, and the latter much less slender
than is usual in Gothie churches, but the whole is very elegant.
On one of the walls is a skeleton of marble, presented by one
of the duehesses, who loved her husband in such a marvellous
fashion that when he died she had his heart preserved in the
hand of this skeleton. The windows are filled with painted,
glass, which throws a colored shade over the nave. Abeken
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was strangely moved and excited by it. He cited passages
from ¢ Faust,’ and showed himself for ones quite the romanticist
he is or wants to be taken for. I fear that with the sesthetic
tendencies of his character he imbibed during his residence in
Rome, where he was preacher to the embassy, a strong leaning
to the Catholic church, which was not weakened by the fact
that distinguished people in Berlin, to whose circles he had the
entree, were enthusiastic for it, and his heart will never be in
the work if he has to form front against that Church.

On the 26th we did move on, but not towards Sainte-Mene-
hould, where it was still unsafe, and Francs-tireurs and Gardes
Mobiles were hovering about, but to Clermont in Argonne,
where we arrived about seven o'clock in the evening.  We met
first some Bavarian troops and baggage wagons, from whom
the King, who was just before us on the road, received a salvo
of hurrahs, of which the Chancellor came in fora share. Then
we overtook, one after the other, the 31st Regiment, the 96th,
and the 66th, and afterwards passed some Hussars and Uhlans,
and lastly some Saxon artillerists. Just outside a wood, not
far from a village that, if I mistake not, is named Triancourt,
we passed a vehicle containing captured Francs-tireurs, and be-
hind them a second containing their arms and knapsacks, and
the weapons of some other people of the same kind. Most of
these fellows hung their heads, and one was crying. The Chief
halted and spoke to them. He did not seem to have had any-
thing very cheering to say. Afterwards a superior officer, who
rode up to the Councillors’ carriage and got a friendly glass of
cognac, told us that these fellows or comrades of theirs, had, the
day before, not far from this place, shot or murdered a major
of Uhlans, named von Fries or Friesen. When taken prison-
ers, they had not behaved like soldiers, but had escaped from
their escort, but in the vineyards to which they had crept, the
troopers, assisted by some riflemen, had driven them up into
a corner like game, and some of them were again captured,
others shot or cut down. It isevident that the war is now
beginning, in consequence of the practices of these Francs-
tireurs, to take a savage turn. The soldier looks on them
henceforward as men who meddle with things with which by
right they have nothing to do, as those who do not belong to

» the profession, as mere bunglers, and he hardly needs to add
to that that they are likely enough to lie in wait to shoot him,

‘We arrived at Clermont wet through, for we had, twice on

4 .
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the way, been overtaken by heavy showers of rain and hail,
and with the exception of Keudell and Hatzfeld, we took up
our abode in the town school, on the left side of the principal
street. The King was quartered just opposite. In the even-
ing we had an opportunity of taking a look at the place. Te-
turning to our quarters we found the Minister had gone, and
left word for us to follow him to the Hatel des Voyageurs,
where we’ were to dine with him, our cooking wagon being
late, or not having arrived. We.went there and found food
and places at the Chief’s table, in a sort of back-room used for
skittles, and full of noise and tobacco-smoke. An officer with
a long black beard, wearing the cross of St. John, dined with us.
This was Prince Pless. He said that the captive French officers
at Pont-a-Mousson behaved in a very arrogant and shameless
way, and spent the whole night in drinking and playing hazard.
A general had wanted a private carriage, as proper for his
rank, and had behaved in a very unseemly way when it was, as
was natural, refused him. The Francs-tireurs and their un-
mentionable mode of warfare were then talked of ; and the
Minister mentioned, what Abeken had told me already, that
when he overtook some of them in the road this afternoon, he
had given them a terrible lecture. “I told them, ¢Vous serez
tous pendus; vous wétes pas soldats, vous étes des assassins;’
upon which some of them began to whine.” That the Chancel-
lor is anything but hard we “have already seen, and shall see
often agai.

In the morning a y little quiet but ingenious contrivance and
re-arrangement was required to fit our sleeping-room for our
very different requirements. It became, without loosing its
fundamental character, at once Bureau, dining-room, and tea-
room. In the artistic hands of Theiss some trestles, on which
stood a kneading-trough, a cask raised to the necessary height
by a not very high box, a door which we appropriated, and
which was laid by the artist on the top of the kneading-trough
and cask, made us a magnificent table, at which the Chancellor
himself afterwards dined and breakfasted, and which between
the meal times served as writing table for the secretaries and
Councillors, at which world-stirring ideas of the Count in the
room below were reduced to shape and written out, and the
most important dispatches, instructions, telegrams 1 news- ©
paper articles penned. The want of chairs was ly sup-
piied by a form from the kifchen and an empty box or two ; a



The Chancellor’'s Work-roomi. 43

cracked and altogether shaky washhand-basin was found, which
Willisch, clever as an old sailor in mending and patchmor made
tight again by the help of sealing-wax. For candlesticks, the
Minister and ourselves made use “of the empty wine-bottles—
champagne bottles answer the purpose best—and in the necks
of these, good stearine candles burn as brightly as in the sockets
of silver candlesticks. Not so easily and happily as in the
matters of utensiles, furniture and lights, did we contrive about
getting the necessary water either for washing or drinking
purposes, for the crowds of men who had been besieging the
little wells of Clermont during the two days before had pumped
away all the water for themselves and their horses. Only one
of us, who was something of a grumbler, complained of these
little misfortunes ; the rest, including Abeken, who was an old
traveller, seemed to take them, as I did, good-humoredly, as
giving a flavor to the expedition.

In two little school-rooms on the ground-floor the Bureau of
the War Minister, or the general staff, was established ; and
there quartermasters and soldiers wrote on the school tables
and the masters’ desks. On the walls were different kinds
of apparatus for teaching, on one were maps and sentences and
a black-board for teaching arithmetic, on the other an advice
most applicable to these bad times: “Faites-vous une étude de
la patience et sachez céder par raison.”

‘While we were still drinking our coffee in the morning, the
Chief came and angrily mqulred why the proclamation, accord—
ing to which certain offences of the population contrary to
military law were to be punished with death had not yet been
posted up. By his order.I went to inquire of Stieber, who had
found out good quarters for himself in the other part of the
town, and I returned with the answer that Abeken had given
the proclamation to the general staff, and that it was his duty
as the director of the field police to post up only such procla-
mations as issued from his Majesty.

I took this message to the Chancellor and received some more
commissions. I saw that he washardly better put up than we.
He had slept that night on a mattréss on the floor, his revol-
ver within reach, and "he worked at a table so small that he
could hardly put both elbows on # at once, in a corner near the
door. Tim room was meanly furnished ; there was neither sofa,
arm-chair, nor anything of the kind. He who for years had
made the history of the world, in whose head its currents met and
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changed character according to his plans, had hardly a place to
lay his head, while stupid courtiers in their comfortable four-
posters had the sound sleep of the idle classes; and even M.
Stieber himself had managed to get much more comfortably
housed than our master. -

On this occasion I saw a letter which had fallen into our

hands, having been sent from Paris some days ago, and address-
ed to a French officer of high rank. According to its contents,
the circles to which he belonged neither believed in the possi-
bility of further resistance nor hoped to maintain the dynasty
on the throne. The writer did not know what to hope or ex-
pect in the immediate future ; a Republic without Republicans,
or a monarchy without believers in monarchy, appeared to be
the choice which he saw before him. To him the Republicans
appeared too much in love with moderation ; the Monarchists
too self-seeking. They were enthusiastic, he said, about the
army, but no one showed any great activity in joining itin order
to fight the enemy.
- I shall here introduce some interesting notes from the jour-
nal of a Bavarian superior office, which have been placed at my
disposal. In May, 1871, on the return march to Clermont he
was quartered in the same house in which King William had
lived during our residence there, and he alse visited the hill and
its chapel to St. Anne. There, too, he met the priest, made
his acquaintance, and learnt from him all sorts of interesting
things. The remains of walls which we noticed had belonged
to an old castle, which was afterwards. turned into a cloister,
destroyed at the time of the first French Revolution. The
priest was an old man who had lived in the place for fifty-six
years. He was a man of much feeling, and a good patriot.
The misfortunes of his country lay heavy on his heart, but he
did not deny that it was a mischievous arrogance which had
brought this sad fate upon it. Of this arrogance he gave a
‘curious proof, which I will give as nearly as I can in the
Father’s own words.

“Like you, gentlemen, the French Cuirassiers appeared here
suddenly last August. The beautiful hill tempted them too,
to admire the country from its summit. They went joking
along, and coming to my church, standing cpen, as usual, they
said that a public-house would have been more in pjace here.
Whereupon they got a cask of wine, which they drank in the
chapel, after which they had dancing and singing. Suddenly
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there appeared a sturdy cuirassier, who carried on his back a
dog dressed in woman’s clothes, which he set down in the circle
of dancers. ¢(’est Monsieur de Bismarck /!’ he cried, and their
noisy delight over this wretched joke seemed as if it would
never end. They pulled the dog by the tail, and as he howled
they shrieked, ‘C’est le langa_//e de Zl[onszeur de Bismarck I’
They danced with the creature, and at last the soldier got it on
his back again ; after which they formed a procession, which
was to go down the hill and through the town. This excited
me past bearing. I begged a hearing, and told ‘them it was a
shame to compare any man, even an enemy, to a brute. In
vain ; they overpowered me with noise and thrust me on one
side. Inaragel called out to them: ‘Look to it, that the
punishment due to insolence does not fall on your head.” How-
ever, they would not be warned ; the noise went on and the
crowd went away with their dog, shouting and brawling, un-
happily, meeting only applause all through the town. Ah? all
that I feared was only too completely realized. Fourteen days
had not passed before Bismarck stood as conqueror on the very
spot where he had been ridiculed in so absurd a fashion. I saw
this man of iron, but I did not then think him such a terrible
person, or that he would make my poor France bleed to death.
Yes, I can never forget the day when these soldiers sinned
against him so.”

The author of the journal continues: ‘“We returned to our
quarters, and our host willingly showed us the room in which
the Emperor William lived and the bed on which he slept. The
old gentleman could not sufficiently praise the Emperor’s chival-
rous manners, and he did not think Bismarck nearly so dread-
ful as he was represented. The Count had come there one day
to see the Emperor but had to wait a very long time, for
Moltke was already engaged with him. He had taken a walk
with Bismarck throuvh the garden while he was waiting, and
found him very pleasant He spoke French admirably, and
no one would have thought him such a terrible Prussian. He
had talked with him about all kinds of rural matters, and had
shown himself as much at home there as in politics. Such a
man, he said emphatically, is what France needs.”

Sunday August 28.—When we got out of bed a fine, soft
rain was g from a dull grey sky, reminding us that Goethe,
not far from here, in 1792, in frightful weather, amidst mud
and dirt, had passed the days before and after the cannonade at
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Valmy. I went to General Sheridan, who had found a home
for himself in the back-room of an apothecary’s shop, and by
the Chief’s directions, took him the Pall Mall Gazette. Then 1
wished to get from the Saxons some details of the 18th, but at
first I could only find single soldiers who had no time to tell
me anything. At last, by chance, I came upon one of the
Landwehr officers, a country gentleman, Fuchs-Nordhof, from
Mocker, near Leipsie. But he eould not tell me much that was
new. The Saxons had fought nobly near Sainte-Marie-aux-
Chénes and at Saint-Privat, and had saved the Guard there, who
had fallen somewhat into disorder, from entire defeat. The
Freiberg riflemen had taken the French position on the right
attack, at the point of the bayonet without firing a shot. The
Leipsic regiment, the 107th, had lost many men and almost all
its officers. This was all.  He told me also that Krausshaar
had fallen.

‘When the Minister rose we had plenty to do. Our cause
makes excellent progress. I am to telegraph that the Saxon
cavalry at Voussieres and Boumont, in the North, have scattered
the Twelfth Chasseurs. I learnt, and was allowed to repeat
to others, that the determination to take some provinces from
France was still firmly adhered to, and that peace would be
concluded on no other terms. An article sanctioned by the
Chief, explained our reasons in the following manner :

The German armies, since the victorious days of Mars-la-
Tour and Gravelotte, have continually advanced, and the time
appears to have come when the question may be put, under
what conditions Germany will conclude peace with France. In
this we must not ve governed by the love of glory or the lust
of conquest, and as little by the magnanimity dinned into our
ears by the foreign press. In all our proceedings we have to
consider merely how best to protect Germany, and especially
South Germany, from fresh attacks of French ambition, such as
we have had renewed more than a dozen times from Louis XIV.
to the present day, and which will be repeated as often as
France feels herself strong enough to do so. The emormous
sacrifices, both in men and money, which the German people
have made in this war, and all our victories, would be in vain,
if the power of France to attack were not weakened, and Ger-
many’s capacity of defence not strengthened. The German
people have a right to demand this. If we contented ourselves
with a mere change of dynasty or with a contribution, no sub-
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stantial improvement in our condition would ensue. Nothing
would prevent this war from being the first of a series of wars
and especially the sting of the present defeat would drive the
pride of the French to revenge the German victories. The
contribution would soon be forgotten, the riches of France
being so great in comparison with our own. Each new dynasty,
in order to maintain itself, would seek compensation for the
disaster of the dynasty now in power by victories over us
Magnanimity is no doubt a very estimable virtue; but, in
politics, magnanimity, as a rule, gets little thanks. In 1866
we took not a single acre of territory from the Austrians.
Have we found that we are thanked in Vienna for this self-
denial? Are they not full there of bitter feelings of revenge,
simply because they were beaten? And further, the French
growled at us from envy because of Koniggriitz, where, not they,
but a foreign power were conquered. How will they ever for-
give us the victories of Worth and Metz, whether we magnani-
mously renounce or do not renounce any cession of territory %
How they will dream of vengeance for the defeats which they
have now suffered at our hands !

If in 1814 and 1815 the French were treated otherWlse.
than as we here indicate, the result of the leniency with which
France was then dealt with has sufficiently proved that it was
a mistaken clemency. Had the French been weakened in
those days, as it was desirable they should have been in the in-
terests of the peace of the world, we should not have had to
be carrying on this war now.

The (hnoer Hes, not in Bonapartlsm although Bonapartlsm
is specmlly pledged to a Chauvinistic foreign policy. It lies in
the incurable, ineradicable arrogance of ‘that portion of the
French people which gives the tone to France. This trait of
the French national character, which will prescribe its line of
action to every dynasty, let it call itself what it may, even to a
French republic, will continually be a goad to attacks upon
peaceable neighbors. He who desires the load of military
armament in Europe to be lightened, he who wants to see such
a peace as will permit nothing of the kind, must wish for a
solid and impregnable barrier against the war-chariot of the
French lust of conquest, not in a moral but a material form ;
that for the future it may be made as difficult as possible to
the French to invade South Germany with an army compara-
tively small, so as by the possibility of such an invasion to con-
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strain the Germans of the south, even in a time of peace, to
consider France. To secure South Germany by defensible
frontiers is our present task. To fulfil it is to liberate Ger-
many entirely—is, in fact, to complete the war of liberation of
1813 and 1814, .

The least, therefore, which we must demand, the least which
the German nation in all its parts, but especially our country-
men and fellow-soldiers beyond the Maine, will demand, is the
cession of the sallyports of France towards Germany, the
conquest of Strassburg and Metz for Germany. To expect a
lasting peace from the dismantling of these fortresses would be
a short-sighted illusion of the same kind as the hope that it is
possible to gain the French by mere clemency. It must not be
forgotten, moreover, that when we demand these cessions we
are demanding the cession of territory originally German, a
considerable part of which is still German, the inhabitants of
which may perhaps again learn in time to feel their German
nationality.

To us change of dynasty is a matter of indifference; a war
contribution might weaken France for a time financially.
What we want is the increased security of the German frontier,
and this is only attainable by the transformation of the two
fortresses which threaten us, into bulwarks to protect us. From
being French fortresses of aggression Strassburg and Metz must
become German places of defence.

He who sincerely desires peace on the continent of Europe,
he who wishes that nations should lay down their arms, and
that the plough should prevail over the sword, must wish above
all that the neighbors of France on the East may secure this
position, for France is the only disturber of peace, and will re-
main so, so long as she has the power.

‘NoTE (1).—Among other matters we talked at dinner of the Aungusten-
burg prince who was serving with the Bavarians. The opinion expressed of
him was much what was said to me some months later by a kindly disposed
friend of his, who was at that time professor in Kiel, in a letter to myself.
*“ We all know that he is not born for any heroic exploits. It is not his na-
ture. Itisa family trait that he rather takes to a persistent waiting on
Providence, an expectation of the marvellous things his inheritance is to
bring him. He has never once made any attempt at heroism. It would
have been much more seemly if, instead of hanging about the army as a
mere amateur of battle-fields, he had led a. company or a battalion of the
soldiers who were once almost his own, as a captain or a_major, or, if he
preferred it a Bavarian company. Probably little would have come of
itl:, but ,one would have been glad at least of the goodwill it would have
shiown.
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NotE (2).--In the latter case thefollowing may refer to our stay in Bar-le-
Due. Charles Loizet says in the Paris Revue Politique et Litteraire for Feb-
ruary or March, 1874 :—*“In a town in eastern France which had the sorry
honor of harboring the highest personages of the invasion for several days,
and where the forced march on Sedan was decided on at a moment’s notice,
the famous Bismarck took a walk round alone, up and down through the
most outlying quarters of the town, indifferent to the ill-wishes and the
amazement of the people who pointed at him. A man whose heart was
made bitter by domestic trouble, and who aad ceased to ¢are for his own
life, secretly sought a concealed weapon for an enterprise which would have
made a great sensation. It was refused him, the people were terrified for
fear he should find one. The inhabitants of the town, who were very pa-
triotic, had been previously disarmed. The man hung about for days, and
his plan went to the grave with him. And the Chancellor went alone, in
uniform, for a walk through the meadows above the upper town!” The
vegres with which M. Loizet concludes his story has something tragi-comical
n it
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CHAPTER IV.

WE TURN NORTHWARDS—THE CHANCELLOR IN REZONVILLE—
BATTLE AND BATTLE-FIELD OF BEAUMONT.

UNDAY, August 28.—At tea we were surprised by great
news. With the whole army, except what remains behind
for the investment of Metz, we alter the direction of our mareh,
and instead of going westward to Chalons we move northwards
under the edge of the forest of Argonnes to the Ardennes, and the
Meuse district. Our immediate object will be, it is said, Grand
Pré. This movement is owing to Marshal MacMahon, who,
with a strong force to the north of us, is ufarching to Metz to
relieve Bazaine.

On the 29th, by ten o’clock, we started. The weather,
which was at the beginning of the day rainy and cold, now im-
proved, and the sky gradually cleared. We passed different
villages, and sometimes a pretty chateau and park. On the
road were Bavarian eamps, line infantry, riflemen, light caval-
ry, and cuirassiers. We drove through the little town of
Varennes, by the small two-windowed house where Louis XVI.
was arrested by the postmaster of Sainte-Menehould, and
which now contains a store of scythes belonging to the firm of
Nicot-Jacquesson. The first market we came to in the town,
with square-trimmed lime-trees, the little three-cornered square,
which eame next, and the large market-place further on, were
all full of foot and horse soldiers, wagons, and guns. The
crowd of men and animals was so great that we could with dif-
ficulty get through them out into the open ground, and then it
was only to pass through other villages and by more camps,
past the Prussian artillery, to Grand Pré, where the Chancelior
took up his quarters in the Grand Rue, two or three houses
from the market. The King lived at the apotheeary’s, not far
off on the left side of the road, towards the gloomy old castle
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above the town. The second division of the head-quarters, in
which was Prince Karl, Prince Leopold of Bavaria, the Grand
Duke of Weimar, and the Hereditary Crand Duke of Meck-
lenburg-Schwerin had arrived at the neighboring village of
Juvin. The quartermaster had got a lodging for me not far
from opposite the Chief, in a modest little room belonging to a
milliner, who had left home. On our arrival in the market-
place we saw there some French prisoners, and towards evening
more came in. I heard that a collision with MacMahon's army
was expected the next day.

In Grand Pré, too, the Chief showed that he had no fear of
any murderous attack upon his person. He went about the
narrow streets of the town freely in the twilight without a
companion, in lonely places where he was quite likely to be at-
tacked. I say this from my own knowledge—for I followed
him at a little distance. It seemed to me possible that I might:
be of use to him.

I heard the next morning that the King and- the Chancecllor
were going out together, to be present at the great battue of this
second French army. Remembering what the Chancellor said
to me at Pont-d-Mousson, one day when he came back from
Rezonville, and the proverb he quoted another time, “It is he
who makes himself green that the goats will nibble,” I took
heart as the carriage drove up, and begged him to take me with
him. He answered “Yes, but if we stay out the nighs,
what will you do?” I replied, “Never mind, Excellency, T
shall be able to take care of myself.” < Well, then, come
along,” said he smiling. He then took another stroll to the
market-place, while I joyfully got together my bag, my water-
proof, and my faithful diary, and when he came back and got
into the carriage, he beckoned to me to take a seat by his side.
A man must have luck, as well as do his duty, to get on.

It was a little after nine when we started. First we went
back a little way on the same road we had come by a few days
before, then to the left, up through vineyards, past more vil-
lages in a hilly country, with columns of troops and parks of
artillery everywhere before us marching or resting, then down
another road to the right, through the valley to the little town
of Busancy, which we entered at eleven o’clock, where we hals
ed 1 the market-place to wait for the King.

The Count was very communicative on the way. First I
complained that he was so often disturbed at his work by people
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talking outside his door, ‘“especially as some of the gentlemen
speak so loud. The common inarticulate noises do not irritate
me. Music, or the rattle of carriages, does not put me out;
but talking, if the words are audible, is quite a different thing.
I then want to know what is being said, and lose the thread of
my thoughts.”

Further on he remarked that it was not proper for me to re-
turn the military salutes of officers who passed the carriage.
The salute was not to him as Minister or Chancellor, but simply
to his rank as general, and officers might take it amiss if a civ-
ilian took their salutes as including himself.

He feared that nothing decisive would be done to-day, an
opinion which was shared by some Prussian artillery officers
standing by their guns close to Busancy, whom he asked about
it.  ““This,” said he, “reminds me of a wolf hunt I once had in
the Ardennes, which began just here. 'We were for many long
days up in the snow, and at last heard that they had found the
tracks of a wolf. When we went after him he had vanished.
So it will be to-day with the French.”

Then he expressed a hope that he might meet his second son
here, about whom he frequently inquired of the officers, and he
remarked, “You see how little Nepotism there is with us. He
has been serving now twelve months, and has not been promot-
ed, whilst others, who have not served much more than one
month are ensigns already.” I ventured to ask how that could
be. “Indeed, I don’t know,” replied he. “I have particular-
ly inquired whether there was any fault in him—drinking or
anything of that kind ; but no, he seems to have conducted
himself quite properly, and in the cavalry fight at Mars-la-Tour
he charged the French square as bravely as any man among
them.” A few wecks afterwards both sons were promoted to
the rank of officers.

Then, amongst other things, he told another of his experi-
ences on the evening of the 18th : “I had sent my horse to water,
and stood in the dusk near a battery which was firing. The
French were silent, but,” he continued, ¢ when we thought their
guns were disabled, they were only eoncentrating their guns
and mitrailleuses for a last great push. Suddenly they began
a quite fearful fire with shells and such like—an incessant crack-
ing and rolling, whizzing and screaming in the air. We were
separated from the King, who had been sent back-by Roon. I
stayed by the battery, and thought to myself, ‘if we have to
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retreat, put yourself on the first gun-carriage you can find.”
‘We now expected that the French infantry would support the
attack, when they might have taken me prisoner unless the
artillery carried me away with them. But the attack failed,
and at last the horses returned, and I set off back to the King
‘We had gone out of the rain into the gutter, for where we
had ridden to the shells were falling thick, whereas before they
had passed over our heads. Next morning we saw the deep
holes they had ploughed in the ground.

“The King had to go back farther, as I told him to do, after
the officers had made representations to me. It was now night.
The King said he was hungry, and what could he have to eat?
There was plenty to drink—wine and bad rum from a sutler—
but not a morsel to eat but dry bread. A# last, in the village,
we got a few cutlets, just enough for the King, but not for any
one else, so I had to find out something for myself. His
Majesty would sleep in the carriage, among dead horses and
badly-wounded men. He afterwards found accommodation in
a little public-house. The Chancellor had to look out some-
where else. The heir of one of the greatest German poten-
tates (the young Hereditary Grand Duke of Mecklenburg)
kept watch by our common carriage, that nothing should be
stolen, and Sheridan and I set off to find a sleeping place. We
came to a house which was still burning, and that was too hot.
I asked at another, ‘full of wounded soldiers’” In a third, also
full of the wounded. In a fourth, just the same; but T was
not to be denied this time. I looked up and saw a window
which was dark. ‘What have you got up there? I asked.
‘More wounded soldiers.” ‘That we shall see for ourselves.’ I
went up and found three empty beds, with good and apparently
fairly clean straw mattresses. Here we took o omr night
quarters and I slept caplta]ly

“Yes,” said his cousin, Count Bismarck-Bohlen, when the
Chancellor told us this story the first time, and with less detail ;
“you did sleep sound; and so did Sheridan, who—where he got
it T don’t know—nhad rolled himself up in white linen .all over,
and who must have been dreaming of you, for I heard him
several times murmuring, ‘O, dear Count!” H’m, and the
Hereditary Grand Duke, who took the thing very well, is a
particularly pleasant and agreeable young fellow.” “The best
of the story is,” said Bohlen, “that there was no necessity for
such a pinch, for we found out that quite close by there was an
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elegant country-house, which had been prepared for Bazaine—
with good beds, sack in the cellar, and what noi—everything of
the best. One of our generals lodged there and had a capital
supper with his friends.”

On our way to Busancy, the Chancellor went on to say,
“The whole day I had had nothing to eat but the soldiers’ bread
and fat bacon. Now we found some eggs—five or six—the
others must have theirs boiled ; but I like them uncooked, so I
got a couple of them and broke them on the pommel of my
sword, and was much refreshed. When it got light I took the
first warm food for six-and-thirty hours—it was only pea-sau-
sage-soup, which General Goben gave me, but it tasted quite
excellent.” -

Afterwards they gave us aroast fowl, “ over whose toughness
the best teeth would have despaired.” This had been offered to
him by a sutler, after he had bought one uncooked from a sol-
dier. Bismarck had taken the former and paid for it, and gave
the soldier’s to the sutler, telling him, “If we meet again in
the course of the war, you shall give it to me roasted ; if not,
then I hope you will pay it me back in Berlin”

The market-place in Busancy, a small provincial town, was
full of officers, Hussars, Uhlans, messengers, and vehicles of
every kind. After a time Sheridan and Forsythe came. At
half-past eleven the King appeared, and immediately afterwards
we started again, news coming that the French were unexpect-
edly going to make a stand.

Some four kilométres from Busancy we came on higher land
with bare depressions to the right and left, with heights again
beyond. Suddenly, a dull heavy crack in the distance. “A
cannon shot,” said the Minister. A little farther on, beyond
the depression on the left, on a treeless rise, I saw two
columns of “infantry stationed, and in front of them two guns,
which were being fired. But it was so far from us that we
hardly heard the shots. The Chief was surprised at my sharp
eyes, and put on his spectacles, as I now for the first time notice
that he is obliged to do when he wants to make out anything
distant. Little white round clouds, like air balloons, floated
for two or three seconds in the air over the hollow beyond which
the guns stood, and vanished with a flash ; they were shrapnels.
The guns must be German, and seem to aim at the slope be-
yond the declivity on the other side. We could make out a
wood on the slope, and in front of it dark lines which were
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. probably Frenchmen. Still further off on the horizon a high
spur of hill, with three or four large trees on the top of it, stood
forward ; on the map this was called the village of Stonn,
where, as we afterwards heard, the Emperor Napoleon remain-
ed to watch the battle.

The firing on the left soon ceased. Bavarian artillery, blue
cuirassiers, and green light horse eame along the road past us
at full trot. A little further on, as we drove through some
brushwood, we heard a crackling, rather like a long drawn out
and badly-fired platoon salvo. ¢ A squirt of shot,” said Engel,
turning round on the box.

Not far from this, on a spot where Bavarian riflemen were
resting in the ditches and in a eclover field by the side of a road,
the Minister mounted his horse, in order to ride on with the
King, who was before us. 'We remained some time standing on
the same spot, and artillery kept continually galloping past.
Many of the riflemen seemed to be dropping out of the ranks.
One of them begged mournfully for water. ‘I have had dysen-

tery for five days,” he murmured. ¢ Ah, dear eomrade, I am
dying ; no doetor can do me any good! Burning heat inside,
nothing but blood running from me!” We eomforted him, and

gave him water with a little cognac. Battery after battery
rushed past us, till at last the road was again free. Right'in
front, on the horizon, which was here very elose to us, the white
clouds from shells were again rising, so that we concluded that
the fight was going on in a valley not far off. The thunder of
the guns was more distinct, and the snarl of the mitrailleuses, the
noise of whieh sounds to us something like a eoffee-mill at work.
At last we turned into a stubble field, on the right from the
road, which goes down at that point into a broad depression
to the left. The ground now sloped gently to a height on which
the King had taken his stand with our Chief and a number of
prinees, generals, and other officers of high rank, about a thou-
sand paces in advance of the horsesand carriages which broughz
them here. I followed them over fresh ploughed fields and
stubble fields, and a little apart from them I watched, till night
fell,.the Battle of Beaumont. 5

A broad not very deep valley stretched before us, at the bot-
tom of which was a beautiful deep green wood of leafy trees.
Then an open, gently rising country in which the small town of
Beaumont, with its fine church, was visible a little to the
right. Still further to the right were more woods. To the left
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also, at the edge of the valley in the background, there were
woods to which led a road bordered with Italian poplars. In
front of them was a small village, or rather a collection of
buildings, belonging to an estate. Beyond the gently-sweiling
ground before and behind Beaumont the prospect terminated
with dark hills in the distance.

Now the guns could be seen distinctly firing. From the
heavy cloud of smoke hanging over it, the town seemed to be
burning, and soon afterwards smoke burst up from the village
or farm at the wood beyond the poplar-trees. .

The firing now slackened a little. First it was in the neigh-
borhood of the town, then it moved upwards some to the left,
and at last it came from the wood at the bottom of the valley,
apparently from the Bavarian artillery which had passed us.

To our left, behind a village which lay a little below our
station, and is named in the maps Sommauthe, a regiment of
Bavarian hussars and another of light cavalry filled up the
foreground of the picture for some time. About four o’clock
these bodies of cavalry galloped off towards the wood below,
and disappeared there. Afterwards more cavalry, Uhlans, if I
remember right, went down into the hollow, beyond which we
first saw the firing from the road behind the place where the
carriages were left, and rode on to Stonn. At the edge of the
wood beyond the burning village in front and to the left, the
battle again seemed to be raging furiously. Once there was a
bright burst of light, and then a dull report. Probably a munition
wagon had exploded. It was said that the Crown Prince him-
self had been for some time taking part in the battle.

It began to get dark. The King now sat on a chair, near -
which a straw fire had been kindled, for the wind blew keenly,
and watched the battle through his field-glass. The Chancellor
watched it too ; but he had taken his place on a grassy ridge,
from which Sheridan and his adjutant also observed the spec-
tacle. 'We now distinctly perceived the flash of the exploding
shells, changing the little round balls of vapor in a moment
into jagged stars of fire, and the flames as they burst forth from
Beaumont. The French were retiring more and more rapidly,
and the battle disappeared behind the ridge of the treeless
heights, which closed the horizon on the left of the woods be-
yond the burning village. The battle, which from its com-
mencement appeared like the enemy covering his retreat, was
won. We had caught the Minister’s wolf, or would catch him
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that day or next. The following morning I wrote home, after
making out additional details.

The French, with whom were the Emperor and his son, gave
way at all points, and the whole battle was in fact, a constant
advance of our side and a constant retreat of theirs. They
never showed the energy which they displayed in the actions
at Metz, and which showed itself there latterly in vehement at-
tacks. They were either greatly discouraged, or the regiments
had in their ranks many Mobile guards, who, as may be easily
imagined, do not fight like real soldiers. Even their outposts
were badly set, so that their rearguard could be at once sur-
prised by an attack. Our losses in killed and wounded were
far less this time than in the battles at Metz, when they were
not far from equal to those of the French. They had lost,
however, frightfully, especially in that surprise, and still more
frightfully at Mouzon, where they were crowded back over the
Meuse. As far as yet ascertained we have captured about
twenty guns, among which there are eleven mitrailleuses, the
equipages of two tents, masses of baggage and military stores.
Up to the present we have taken nearly 15,000 men prisoners.
The French army, which was estimated at from 100,000 to
120,000 on the morning of the day of battle, is now in Sedan,
cut off from the possibility of a farther march round about the
extreme end of our right wing towards Metz. I think we have
cause to count August 30 as one of the best and most produo-
tive of our days of victory in this war.

From the position whence we had witnessed the fight at
Beaumont, we returned, as darkness came on, towards Busancy.
~ Everywhere along the road, and a great way off from it we
were reminded of the night life of a great army. The road
was full of Bavarian infantry. Further on gleamed the spiked
helmmets of Prussian line troops, whom, when we approached,
we found to be the King’s Grenadiers. Lastly, there were long
lines of wagons, which had sometimes lost their way, so that
we were detained some time. At one place, where there wasa
steep declivity between two hills, and we were forced to make
an unusually long halt, the Chief said, “I wonder whether the
reason why we are stuck fast here is the same as that which
made the five Swabians capable, after they had eaten the
dumplings, of blocking up the defile.”

It was pitch dark when we reached Busancy. Round iv
blazed a hundred little fires, in the lights of which glided the

5
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silhouetted tfigures of men, horses, and wagons. We dismount-
ed at the house of a physician, who lived at the end of the
principal street, not far from the house in which the King had
taken up his quarters, and in which those who had been left
behind in the morning in Grand Pré had also meanwhile found
accommodation. I slept here in an almost empty back room on
the ground floor, on a straw mattress, under a blanket fetched
from the town hospital by one of our soldiers somewhere about
ten o’clock. But the sleep of the righteous was none the worse
on that account.

Wednesday, August 31.—In the morning, between nine and
ten o’clock the King and Chancellor drove ocut to inspect the
battle-field of the preceeding day. I was again to accompany
the Minister. At first we took the same road as the day be-
fore, past Bar de Busancy and Sommauthe, and between these
two villages we passed some squadrons of Bavarian Uhlans,
who were resting, and who greeted the King with loud
“Hurrahs.” It seemed to me as if their lances were shorter
than the others. Behind Sommauthe, which was full of the
wounded, we drove through the beautiful wood between it and
Beaumont, and it was after eleven when we reached the latter.
King William and our Chancellor here took horse and galloped
across the fields to the right. I took the same direction on
foot. The carriages went on to the town, where they were to
wait for us.

Before I started, indeed, as soon as I was alowe, as on the
day before, I carefully noted the commissions which I had re-
ceived on the road, and any other remarks which had fallen
from the Chief this morning were committed to paper as aceur-
ately as was possible. The Chancellor was again unusuaily
communicative and very accessible to questions. He spoke
rather as if he had a cold. He had had cramp, he said, in his
legs all night, which often happened with him. He was then
obliged to get up and walk about for a while in his room with
bare feet, and that usually gave him cold. Soit was this time.
“One devil drove out the other; the cramp went away, and
the snivelling came on.” He then said that he wished me
again to notice in the press the horrible way in which the war
is being carried on by the French, and their repeated violations
of the Geneva Convention, “which indeed is good for nothing,”
said he, “ and cannot be carried out in practice,” and of their
unjustifiable firing at those bearing white flags of truce, with
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, their trumpeters. “They have allowed German prisoners in
Metz to be ill-treated by the mob,” he eontinued, ‘ giving them
nothing to eat and shutting them up in cellars. But it is not
very much to be wondered at. They have barbarians for com-
rades, and from their wars in Algiers, China, Cochin China, and
Mexico, they have become barbarians themselves.”

Then he related how the Red-breeches had yesterday made
no great stand, and shown very little foresight. ‘At Beau-
mont,” he said, “ they were attacked in their camp on a clear
morning by a surprise party of heavy artillery. We shall see
to-day where their horses are lying, shot at the picket posts,
with many dead soldiers lying in their shirt-sleeves, chests
rifled, bowls full of potatoes, pots with meat half-cooked in
them and such like.”

While driving through the wood—perhaps the Temark was
suggested by our havmv met before we came to it the King’s
suite, to which, by the way, Counts Hatzfeld and Bismarck-
Bohlen had attached themselves—he spoke  of Borck, the
Keeper of the King’s Privy Purse, and from him passed to
Count Bernstorff, who was then our ambassador in London,
and who had (while he was in office) * kept him for a long time
from entering on his diplomatic duties while he was laboriously
weighing and considering whether London or Paris was the
better embassy to appoint him to.” I ventured to ask what
sort of a man von der Goltz, of whom one hears such different
opinions, had been—whether he was really as clever and as
considerable a man as people say. ‘“Clever! Yes, in a eer-
tain sense, a rapid worker, well informed, but changeable in his
judgment of men and things: to-day for this man, or these
plans ; to-morrow for another man_and quite opposite arrange-
ments. Then he was always in love with the Queens to whose
courts he was aecredited : first, with Amalia of Greece, then
with Eugenie. He seemed to ‘think that what I had had the
good fortune to do, he with his larger intellect might have done
still better. Therefore he was continually intriguing against
me, although we had been acquaintances when young. He
wrote letters to the King in which he complamed of me, and
warned him against me. This did him no good, for the Iun"
gave me the letters and T answered them. But in this respect
he was unchanoeable, and eontinued writing letters, unexhaust-
ed and indefatigable. For the rest, he was not much liked by
his subordinates. In fact they hated Him. I remember, when
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I went, in 1862, to Paris, and called upon him, he had just
gone to take a nap. I wished to leave him undisturbed, but
the seeretaries were obviously delighted that he would have to
get up, and one of them went off at once to announce me to
him so as to cause him annoyance. He might so easily have
gained the respeet and attachment of the people about him.
Any man ean do so as ambassador. It was always a great object
with me. But as Minister there is no time for that ; there are
so many other things to do and to think of, that I am obliged
to manage at present in a more military fashion.”

From these characteristic traits we see that von der Goltz
was a kind of intelleectual kinsman and forerunner of Arnim.

The Minister spoke, lastly, of Radowitz, and said, amongst
other things : “They ought to have placed their army sooner in
position before Olmutz, and it is his blame that this was not
done.” The very interesting and characteristic remarks with
which he supported this assertion must, unhappily, for the
present, be suppressed, like some others made afterwards by the
Chaneellor.

The King and the Chancellor had ridden to the place where
the “surprise patrols of heavy artillery ” had done their work,
and as soon as I had finished my notes, I followed them there.
The part of the field referred tolay to the right of the road which
brought us here, and about eight or nine hundred paees from it.
Before it, near the wood at the bottom of the valley, were some
fields surrounded with hedges, in which lay about a dozen
dead German soldiers, Thuringians of the 31st Regiment. One
of them was lying on the hedge, shot through the head. He
was caught in the thornbush just as he was getting over it.
The eneampment itself looked horrible, all blue and red, with
dead Frenehmen, some of whom had been blown to pieces by
the bursting shells of the surprise party belonging to the Fourth
Corps—in a manner quite impossible to describe Blackened
with powder, stiff in their blood, they lay, some on their backs,
others on their faces—many with staring eyes like wax figures.
One shot had scattered about five in one place—like so many
ninepins; three of them had their heads quite or half shot
away, some had their bodies ripped up, whilst one whose face
had been covered with a cloth seemed to have been even more
frightfully mangled. Further on lay a piece of a skull like a
dish with the brains on it like a eake. Caps, shakoes, knap-
sacks, jackets, papers, shoes, clothes and blacking-brushes, were



After the Battle. 61

strewn about. Officers’ chests open, horses shot at the picket
post, pots with peeled potatoes, or dishes with bits of meat
which the wind had salted with sand, at the extinguished
cooking-fires—all showed how unhoped for had been success to
us, how unexpected their loss to them. A bronze gun even had
been left where it stood. I took a brass medal from one of the
dead, which he wore next his bare breast on a bit of elastic. A
saint was represented on it with a cross in his hand, and below
it the episcopal insignia—the mitre and crosier, over which
were the words and letters, “ Crux S. P. Bened.” At the back
in a circle of dots was a figure resembling one on our Landwehr
crosses, covered with several letters, perhaps the initials of the
wordsof a prayer or some pious charm. Also an amulet, seemingly
of ecclesiastical origin, given no doubt to the poor fellow by his
mother or by his pastor, but which had not made him bullet
proof. Sutlers and soldiers went poking about. “Are you a
doctor ¥’ they called to me. “Yes, but not a physician ; what do
you want1” “Thereis a man here still alive.” This was true,
and he was removed on a hand-barrow covered with linen. A
little further on, in front of me, at a field path which ran into
the main road, lay a man stretched on his back, whose cyes
turned as I approached, and who still breathed, although he
had been hit in the forehead by a German rifle bullet. In a
space of five hundred paces square there must have been a hun-
dred and fifty dead bodies, but not more than ten or twelve of
them were ours.

T had once more had enough of such sights, and hastened
towards Beaumont, to reach our carriage. On the way, just
before the first houses in the town, I saw a number of French
prisonersin a redstone quarry to the right of the road. ¢ About
seven hundred,” said the lieutenant, who with a detachment
was guarding them, and who gave me some muddy Bavarian
beer out of a cask, for which I showed my gratitude by giving
him a pull at my flask of cognac. Further on along the road
was a young wounded officer in a carriage, shaking hands with
the men of his company. In the market-place and round
the principal church of the town, which stood on a small
patch of elevated ground, there were more captured Red-
breeches, and amongst them some of high rank. I asked a
Saxon rifleman where the King’s carriages were. “Gone
already—a quarter of an hour ago—that way.” So I was
too late. Alas! I hurried in the direction indicated, in the
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piping heat, along the poplar-bordered road, uphill towards the
town which was in flames last night, and asked the soldiers
there. “They are just gone through.” At last at the edge of
the wood, behind the last house, where lay a great number of
dead Bavarians as well as of Frenchmen on both sides of the
ditches in the roadside, I saw the carriage of the Chief stop.
He was evidently pleased that I had returned. “Ah! there he
is,” he said ; “T wanted to have sent back for you before—I
would if it had been anyone else. But I thought to myself,
The doctor will take no harm. He will stay all night by a
watch-fire if necessary, and can soon ask his way back to us.”

He then told me what he had seen and experienced since I
left him. He also had seen the prisoners in the quarry, and
among them a priest, who was said to have fired on our peo-
ple.  “When I charged him with it he denied it. ‘Take
care,’ said I to him, ‘for if it is proved against you, you will
most certainly be hanged.” T allowed him in the meantime to
take off his priest’s gown.”

“Near the church,” the Chief continued, *the King noticed
a soldier who was wounded. Although the man looked some-
what dirty from his work of the day before, the King held out
his hand, to the great surprise, no doubt, of the French officer
who was standing by, and asked him what was his trade. . He
was a doctor of philosophy. ¢Well, you must have learned to
bear your wounds philosophically,’ said the King. ¢Yes,’
answered the soldier, ‘that I had already made up my mind
tO.’ ”

On the road, near a second village we overtook some Bavar-
ian stragglers, common soldiers, who were dragging themselves
slowly along in the burning sun. ‘Halloa, fellow-country-
men !” cried the Chancellor to one, “will you have a drop of
cognac?” Naturally he would, and another with his longing
cyes looked like wanting it, and then a third and so they and
some more each had his pull at the Minister’s flask and then at
mine, after which each of them got a genuine cigar.

A mile further on, at a village the name of which my map
did not give, but which sounded something like Crehanges, the
King had arranged a breakfast, to which Count von Bismarck
was also invited ; and there were all the princes of the second
grade and gentlemen of the suite of the Crown Prince. Mean-
time I made my pencil notes on a stone by the roadside, and
then went to assist the Dutch, who had set up their ambulance
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close by in a large green tent, where they brought the wounded
and nursed them. When the Minister came back, he asked
me what I had been doing. I told him. ¢ should have liked
to have gone too,” he said, drawing a deep breath.

On the road afterwards, the conversation wandered for «
while into high regions, and the Chief discussed good-naturedly
and fully all the questlons suggested by my curiosity. 1 regret
that, for various reasons, 1 must keep these utterances to my-
self, the more so as they were as wise as they were characteris-
tic, and as they were full of geni#l humor. At last we came
down from the sphere of the gods above the clouds back to
men ; out of the region of the supernatural, or, if my reader
likes it better, the extra-natural, back to the natural. There
we stumbled upon the Duke of Augustenburg in his Bavarian
uniform. “He might have done better,” said he—I mean the
Minister—continuing, “I wanted originally no more from him
than what the minor princes had conceded in 1866. But he would
not yield (Thank goodness, thought I to myself, and thanks to
the wisdom of Samwer the advocate!). I remember a conver-
sation which I had with him in 1864—he was with usin the bil-
liard-room beside my study—and which lasted till late at night.
At first T called him ¢ your Highness,” and was rather especial-
ly polite. But when I began to speak of Kiel harbor, which
we wanted, and he said, ‘that would be about twenty square
miles of water,” which I could not but allow;and when he
would also have nothing to say to our demands with regard to the
military,—I put on a different face. I now called him ‘illus-
trious person,’ and said to him at last quite calmly—plattdeutsch
—that we were quite able to wring the neck of the chicken we
had ourselves hatched.”

After an unusually long drive over hill and dale, we arrived
about seven in the evening at to-day’s destination, the town of
Vendresse. On the way we passed several large villages, a few
mansions, one very old with towers in the corners, like a castle,
by a canal with oid trees on both sides, and latterly through a
district which the Chancellor said reminded him of a Belgian
landscape. At a window in one of the villages was Ludwig
Pietsch from Berlin, who must have been here as war corres-
pondent—who saw me and screamed down his salutations to
me. In the next village, Chéméry, a halt was made for half
an hour, whilst more mfantry regiments defiled before the King
and saluted him with the usual hurrahs.
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In Vendresse the Chancellor went to the house of Widow
Baudelot, where the other gentlemen of the suite had already
settled themselves. Keudell and Abeken, who I think had
ridden here from Busdncy, had met with an adventure on the
way. When they were in the wood behind Sommauthe, or
near Stonn, suddenly eight or ten French soldiers, with Chasse-
pots, rushed on them out of a thicket, and then disappeared.
The Councillors, thereupon, as was very natural, had turned
round and taken a less suspicious road. It was not impossible
that each party wished to give the other a wide berth. But
Saint Blanquart, who had travelled the same road, with Bolsing
and Willisch, and seen the same suspicious Red-breeches, was
firmly convinced that he had risked his life for the Fatherland.
Lastly, Hatzfeld and Bismarck-Bohlen could boast of a pretty
little heroic deed, for at that place, if I remember right, where
the Chancellor had breakfasted with the Princes, they had dis-
covered a fugitive Red-breeches hiding in a vineyard, had start-
ed him out of it, and had either themselves made him prisoner
or got some one else to catch him.

In Vendresse I saw Wiirtemberg soldiers for the first time.
They were mostly fine strong fellows. Their uniform, dark
blue, with two rows of white buttons and black straps, reminded
wme of the Danish soldiery. g
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CHAPTER V.

THE DAY OF SEDAN.—BISMARCK AND NAPOLEON AT DONCHERY.

On the st September, Moltke’s chase after the French in the
district of the Meuse, according to all that we heard, was evi-
dently drawing to an end, and it was permitted me to join in
it the very next day. Having risen very early to get forward
in my journal—that book which was waiting for so many in-
teresting entries—1I left the house where I liad been quartered
for that of the Widow Baudelot, and just as I was entering it
a large squadron of cavalry, consisting of five Prussian hussar
regiments, green, brown, black, and red (Bliichers), passed by
the railing of the little garden before the Chief’s window. He,
we were told, was going to drive with the King, in about an
hour, to a commanding point of view near Sedan, to witness
the catastrophe which was now confidently expected. When
the carriage came, and the Chancellor appeared, he looked
round, and his glance fell upon me. “Can you decipher, Doc-
tor?” “VYes,” I replied, and he rejoined, *Then get a cipher,
and come with us.” I did not need to be told twice, and soon
took my seat in the carriage, in which Count Bismarck-Bohlen
had a place at the Minister’s side, this morning.

A few hundred paces on we stopped in front of the house
where Verdy was quartered, behind the carriages of the King,
who was not quite ready. In this interval Abeken came to us,
to receive his orders respecting some papers he brought with
him. The chief explained his views precisely, and Abeken, as
his habit is, insisted a little on a point he wanted made clear.
Just at that moment Prince Karl, with his negro in Oriental
costume, passed by. Now the old gentleman, who on such oc-
casions had generally ear and thought for nothing but the
Chief’s words, had the misfortune to be over-much interested
in everything concerning the Court, which this time brought
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him into trouble. The appearance of the Prince was evidently
more engrossing than the words of the Minister, who must have
noticed it. On asking Abeken what he had just been saying,
he got a rather mooning answer. He had a rather sharp re-
buke. “Listen to what I say, Mr. Privy Councillor, and in
God’s name let princes be princes. We are talking business
here.” Afterwards he said to us, “The old gentleman is quite
carried away if he sees anything belonging to the Court.” Then,
as if apologizing for him, ¢ But after all I could not do without
him.”

When the King appeared, preceded by his bright uniformed
life-guards, we followed him, and so passed once more the towns
of Chéméry and Chéhery, which we saw yesterday, and then by
a third village, which lies to the left of the road in a hollow,
at the foot of a bare hill, halting in a stubble-field on the right
hand of the road. Here the King, with his retinue of princes,
generals, and courtiers, mounted their horses, our Chief doing
the same, and all hastened towards the flat top of the rising
ground before nus. The expected battle was already going on, as
the distant thunder of the guns informed us. DBright sunshine
from a cloudless sky lighted the scene.

After a time I followed the riders, leaving the carriage under
the care of Engel. I found the party in a stubble field at the
. top of the hill, where there was a view of the country far and
near. Before us it dropped into a broad, deep green valley, on
the hills enclosing which a wood was here and there to be seen,
and through whose meadows the blue waters of the Meuse
wound along to a middle-sized town, the fortress of SEDAN. On
the rocky hill on our side, about a rifle shot off, began wood,
and to the left there was some brushwood. The foreground
below our feet was formed by a slanting descent, over which
we looked down the valley. Here on our right stood Bavarian
batteries, which kept up a vigorous fire at and over the town,
and behind were dark columns first infantry, then cavalry.
Still further to the right a column of black smoke curled up out
of a hollow near the descent to the bottom of the valley. This
was, as we heard, the burning village of Bazeilles. Sedan is,
in a direct line, about a mile from us; the weather being so
clear, its houses and*churches can be distinctly seen. Above
the fortress, which joins the town on the left, and looks some-
thing like a straggling suburb, rises, not far from the farther
bank of the stream, a long chain of hilltops, with its middle
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clothed with a wood, which also runs down into the hollow
which here divides the ridge, bare on the left, and covered on
the right with a few solitary trees and bushes. Near this gorge
there are some cottages, if I am not wrong ; or they may be
villas. To the left of this ridge is a plain, from which swells
up an isolated hill, with a group of tall trees ypon it with dark
tops. Not far from' this, in the river, are the pillars of a bridge
which has been blown up. In the farther distance, to the left
and right, are three or four villages. Behind, towards the hor-
izon, the picture before us is closed in by ranges of high hills,
covered all over with dark woods, seemingly pine forests. These
are the Ardennes on the Belgian frontier.

The main position of the French now appears to be on the
hills immediately beyond the fortress, and it looks as if our
troops were intending to surround them there. At present,
however the advance of our men is only obvious on the right ;
the line of their artillery fire is slowly pushing nearer and
nearer, with the exception of the Bavarian artillery below our
point of view, which appear stationary. Gradually clouds of
gunpowder smoke rise behind the line of hills with the gorge
in the centre, and we infer from this that our masses enclos-
ing the enemy are endeavoring to continue farther the semi-
circle they now form, so as to complete the circle. On the
left of the picture, however, all is yet perfectly still. About
eleven o’clock there rises from the fortress, which, by-the-way,
is not firing, a black grey pillar of smoke, edged with yellow. Be-
yond it the French are firing furiously, and above the wood of
the gorge, rise unceasingly a number of little white clouds from
bombs, whether German or French we know not ; sometimes
also the crackling and snarling of a mitrailleuse.

On our hill a brilliant assemblage had gathered ; the King,
Bismarck, Moltke, Roon, a crowd of princes, Prince Karl, their
Highnesses of Weimar and Coburg, the Hereditary Grand
Duke of Mecklenburg, generals, aides-de-camp, marshals of the
household, Count Hatzfeld, who after a time disappeared,
Kutusoff the Russian, Colonel Walker the English military
plenipotentiary, General Sheridan and his adjutant, all in uni-
form, all with field-glasses at their eyes. The King stood.
Others, among whom was the Chancellor, sat on a grassy ridge
at the edge of the stubble. I heard that the King had sent
round word that large groups must not stand together, as the
French in the fortress might fire on them.
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After eleven o’clock our lixe of attack on the right bank of
the Meuse developed itself by a further advance in order to
surround the French position in a narrower ring, and in my
zeal T was explaining this perhaps somewhat more loudly than
was necessary or befitting the place, to an elderly gentleman of
the Court, when the Chief hearing me with his sharp ears,
turned round and beckoned me to come to him. “If you are
developing your strategical ideas, Doctor,” said he, ‘it would
be better to do it less audibly, otherwise the King will ask,
‘Who is that? and I must then present you to him.” Soon
afterwards he received a number of telegrams, and came and
gave me six of them to deecipher, so that the contemplation of
the spectacle, for me at least, came to an end for a time.

Our line of fire by one o'clock” swept the larger half of the
enemy'’s position on the heights on the other side of the town.
Clouds of smoke from the powder rose in a wide curve, and the
litlle white balls of smoke from the sharpnels which we knew
the look of so well, kept rising and shattering. Only to the
left there was still one quiet gap. The Chancellor now sat on
a chair and studied an official document of many sheets. I
asked whether he would like something to eat or drink, as we had
it ready. He declined. “I should like it, but neither has the
King anything,” he answered.

The enemy on the other side of the river must now have
been very near, for we heard more frequently than before the
hateful sound of the mitrailleuses, of which, by-the-way, we
had been told meantime that their bark was worse than their
bite. DBetween two and three o’clock by my watch the King
came close past the place where I was standing, and said to the
people about him, after looking for some time through a glass
towards the suburb: “They are pushing great masses forward
there to the left—that, T think, must be an attempt to break
through.” They were, in fact, columns of infantry advaneing,
but soon going back, apparently because they found that the
gap, though quiet, was not at all open. Shortly afterwards we
could see, through a telescope, French cavalry on the crest of
the hill to the left of the wood and the gorge make repeated
charges, which were met by quick fire, after which at a semi-
circular sweep of the field we could see, even with the naked
eye, the ground strewn with white objects—horses or cloaks.
Soon after the artillery fire became weaker at all points, and
the French everywhere fell back into the town and its imme-
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diate neighborhood. They had been surrounded, except for a
small gap near the Belgian frontier, and for some time, on the
left, there also, as the Wiirtembergers had planted a eouple of
batteries not far from our hill, to which, as we were told, they
had now brought up the Fifth and Eleventh Army Corps.
After half-past four all the enemy’s guns were silent, and a
little afterwards ours also.

Once more the scene became more lively. Suddenly there
rose, first in one part of the town, then in another, great whit-
ish-blue clouds, signs that the town was burning in two

laces. Bazeilles, too, was still in flames, and sent up from
just below the horizon to the right a column of thick yellow-
ish-grey vapor into the clear evening sky. The burning light
of the late afternoon became more and more intense, the valley
below looking every moment brighter and more golden. The
hills of the battlefield, the gorge in its midst, the village, the
houses and towers of the fortress, the suburb of Torcy, the
ruined bridge to the left in the distance, shown bright in the
evening glow, and their details became clearer every minute, as
if one were looking through stronger and stronger spectacles.

About five o’clock General Hindersin talked with the King,
and I thought I heard him speak of the “bombardment of the
town” and the “ruins of the houses.” A quarter of an hour
afterwards a Bavarian officer galloped up the hill to us: Gen-
eral von Bothmer wished to tell the King that General Mail-
linger said that he was with his riflemen in Torcy, that the
French wished to capitulate, and that they were ready to sur-
render unconditionally. The King answered, “ No one can ne-
gotiate this affair but myself. Say to the General, that a bearer
of a flag of truce must come to me.”

The Bavarian rode back again down the valley. The King
talked it over with Bismarck—then groups of these two with
the Crown Prince, who had come up some time before from the
lett, Moltke, and Roon. Their Highnesses of Weimar and Co-
burg stood close by, but a little aside. After a time a Prus-
sian adjutant appeared, bringing word that our losses, so far as
was yet known, were not large ; moderate with the Guards,
somewhat larger with the Saxons, less with the other corps
which had taken part in the battle. Only a few of the French
had escaped by the woods towards the Belgian frontier and
were being pursued. All the rest had been driven into Sedan.

% And the Emperor?” asked the King.



70 DBismarck in the Franco-German Wanr.

“ Nobody knows,” answered the officer.

About six o’clock another adjutant appeared, and said that
the Emperor was in the town, and would immediately send out
a flag of truce.

*This is indeed a great success!” said the King, turning
vound to his retinue. “And I thank thee” (to the Crown
Prince), ¢ that thou hast contributed to it.” 5

With that the King gave his hand to his son, who kissed it ;
then to Moltke, who kissed it also. Lastly, he gave his hand
to the Chancellor, and talked with him for seme time alone,
which seemed to me to make some of their Highnesses uncom-
fortable.

About half-past six, a guard of honor of cuirassiers ap-
peared a little way off, and the French general, Reille, as the
bearer of Napoleon’s flag of truce, rode slowly up the hill
He dismounted about ten paces from the King and went up to
him, took off his cap, and presented him with a letter having a
large red seal. The general is an oldish, middle-sized, slight
man, in a black overcoat, open, with straps and epaulettes,
black vest, red stockings, and polished riding boots. He wore
no sword, but carried a walking stick in his hand. All stepped
back from the King, who opened and read the letter, and then
told the now well-known contents to Bismarck, Moltke, the
Crown Prince, and the other gentlemen. Reille stood a little
way apart, below him, at first alone, then in eonversation with
the Prussian generals. The Crown Prince also, Moltke, and
the Coburg Highness, talked with him, whilst the King con-
ferred with the Chancellor, who then commissioned Hatzfeld to
sketch an answer to the Imperial letter. After some minutes
he brought it, and the King wrote it cut, sitting on one chair,
while the seat of a second was held up by Major von Alten,
who knelt before him on one knee, with the chair supported on
the other by way of table.

Shortly before seven o’clock, the Frenchman rode back in the
twilight to Sedan, a,ecompamed by an officer and a Uhlan trum-
peter, with a white flag. The town was still blazing in three
places, and the red lights flashing in the pillar of smoke rising
over Bazeilles showed that the conflagration there wasstill raging.
But for these signs the tragedy of Sedan was played out, and
the curtain of night fell on the scene.

An after-piece only was left for the next day. -For the pre-
sent we went home. The King went again to Vendresse. The
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Chief, Count Bismarck-Bohlen, and myself, drove to the little
town of Donchery, where when we arrived it-was quite dark.
‘We took up our quarters in the house of a Doctor Jeanjot.
The place was full of Wiirtemberg soldiers, encamped in the
market-place. 'We made this diversion to Donchery, because
it had been arranged that the Chancellor and Moltke should
meet the French plenipotentiaries this evening, with a view to
settling the terms of the capitulation of the four French Army
Corps shut up in Sedan. .

I slept here in a little alcove in a back room on the first
floor, separated only by the partition from the Chancellor, who
had taken possession of the large front room. About six
o’clock in the morning I was awakened by hasty steps, and I
heard Engel say, ¢ Your Excellency! your Excellency! there
is a French general down here at the door ; I don’t understand
what he wants.” The Minister seems at once to have jumped
out of bed, and held a short parley with the Frenchman out of
the window—it was again General Reille. He then dressed as
quickly as possible, mounted his horse—without touching
breakfast, just as he had arrived the night before—and rode off
at full speed. I went at once to the window of his room to
see in what direction he had gone, and saw him trotting to-
wards the market-place. -+ Everything was lying about his
room in great disorder. On the floor there lay, “Tagliche
Lisungen and Lehrtexte der Briidergemeinde far 1870,”* and
on the night table there was another book of devotion, ¢ Die
tagliche Erquickung fir gliubige Christen” t; books in which,
as Engel told me, the Chancellor was accustomed to read at
night.

DI, too, now dressed quickly, and after I had learned down-
stairs that the Count had ridden off to Sedan, in order to meet
the Emperor Napoleon, who had left the fortress, I followed
him as quickly as possible. About 800 paces from the bridge
over the Meuse, at Donchery, there stands on the right of the
high road, which is lined with poplars, a solitary house, which
was then inhabited by a Belgian weaver. It is a one-storied
house, painted yellow, with four windows in front, white shut-
ters on the ground. floor, and on the first floor white venetian
blinds. It is slated, like most of the houses in Donchery.

* ‘Daily Watchwords and Texts of the Moravian Brethren for 1870."
+ ¢ Daily Refreshment for Believing Christians.’
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Close beside it on the left there was a field of potatoes
in flower, while to the right there were a few bushes across the
path leading to the house which was about fifteen paces from
the high road.

Here I saw that the Chancellor had already found the Em-
peror. In front of the weaver’s little house, six French officers
of superior rank were standing, of whom five wore red caps
with gold lace, the sixth a black one. On the high road a
carriage with four seats, apparently a hired one, was waiting.
Opposite the Frenchmen stood Bismarck, his cousin Count
Bohlen, and a little way off Leverstrom and two hussars, one
in brown and the other in black uniform. About eight o’clock
Moltke came, with some officers of the general staff, but after
a short time he removed to a distance. Soon afterwards a little
thick-set man came forward, behind the house, who wore a red
cap with a gold border, a " black paletot lined with red, with a
hood, and red trousers. He spoke first to the Frenchmen, some
of Whom were sitting on the bank near the potatoes. He wore
white kid gloves, and was smoking a cigarette.

It was the Emperor. From the short distance at which I
stood I could see his face perfectly. The look in his light grey
eyes was somewhat soft and dreamy, like that of people who
have lived hard. He wore his cap a little on the right, to
which side his head also inclined. His short legs were out of
proportion to the long upper body. His whole appearance was
a little unsoldierlike. The man looked too soft, I might say
too shabby for the uniform he wore: he gave one the impres-
sion that he could be occasionally sentimental—feelings which
forced themselves upon one the more on comparing this little
molluscous gentleman with the erect and lofty form of our
Chancellor. Napoleon looked unstrung, but not very much
broken down, and not so old as I had imagined him to be: he
might have been a tolerably preserved man of fifty.

After a while he went up to the Chief and spoke for about
three minutes with him, then he again walked up and down
alone, smoking, with his hands behind his back, through the
potatofield in flower. Another short conversation followed
between the Chancellor and the Emperor, which the Chancellor
began, After it Napoleon conversed with the French officers
of the suite. About a quarter to nine o’clock Bismarck and
his cousin went away in the direction of Donchery—whither I
followed them



The Terms of Surrender. 73

The Minister repeatedly spoke of the events of this morning’
and of the preceding evening. I throw these different state-
ments together in the following paragraphs, which give always
the sense, generally the very words.

“Moltke and I, after the battle of the st September, had
gone to Donchery, about three miles from Sedan, with a view
to negotiations with the French. We passed the night there,
while the King and the head-quarters returned to Vendresse.
These negotiations lasted till after midnight without coming to
any conclusion. Besides Moltke and myself Blumenthal and
three or four other officers of the general staff were present.
General Wimpffen was the spokesman for the French. Moltke’s
terms were short : the whole French army to surrender as pris-
oners of war. Wimpffen found that too hard. ¢The army,
said he, ‘had merited something better by the bravery with
which it had fought. We ought to be content to let them go,
under the condition that as long as this war lasted the army
should never serve against us, and that it should march off to
a district of France which should be left to our determination,
or to Algiers. DMoltke coldly persisted in his denand,
‘Wimpfen represented to him his own unhappy position : that
he had arrived from Africa only two days ago ; that, only to-

-wards the end of the battle, after MacMahon had been wound-
ed, had he undertaken the command ; now he was asked to put
his name to such a capitulation. He would rather endeavor
to maintain himself in the fortress, or attempt to break through.
Moltke regretted that he could take no account-of the position
of the general, which he quitc understood. He acknowledged
the bravery of the French troops, but declared that Sedan
could not be held, and that it was quité impossible to break
through. He was ready, he said, to allow one of the general’s
officers to imspect our positions, to convince him of this.
‘Wimp#fen now thought that from a political point of view it

would be wise for us to grant them better conditions. We
must, he said, desire a speedy and enduring peace, and this we
could have only by showing maonanmuty If we spared the
army, it would bind the army and the whole nation to grati-
tude, and awaken friendly feelings; while an opposite course
would be the beginning of endless wars. Hereupon I put in a
word, because this matter seemed to belong to my province. I
said to him that we might build on the gratitude of a prince,
but certainly not on the gratitude of a people—least of all on

6
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the gratitude of the French. That in France neither insti-
tutions nor circumstances were enduring; that governments
and dynasties were constantly changing, and the one need not
«carry out what the other had bound.itself to. That if the Em-
peror had been firm on his throne, his gratitude for our grant-
ing good conditions might be counted upon ; but, as things
stood, it would be folly if we did not make full use of our suc-
cess. That the French were a nation full of envy and jealousy ;
that they had been much mortified with our success at Konig-
gratz, and could not forgive it, though it in no wise damaged
them. How, then, should any magnanimity on our side move
them not to bear us a grudge for Sedan ? This Wimpffen would
not admit. ‘France,” he said, ‘had much changed lately ; it
had learned under the Empire to think more of the interests
of peace than of the glory of war. France wasready to proclaim
the fraternity of nations ; and more of the same kind. It was
not difficult to prove the contrary of all he said, and that his
request, if granted, would be likelier to lead to the prolongation
than to the conclusion of the war. I ended by saying that we
must stand to our conditions.

“Thereupon Castelnau became the spokesman, and, as the
Emperor’s personal commissioner, declared that on the previous
day he had surrendered his sword to the King only in the hope
of an honorable capitulation. I asked, ¢ Whose sword was that
—the sword of France or the sword of the Emperor ¥ He re-
plied, ‘The Emperor’s only.” ¢Well, there is'no use talking
about any other conditions,’ said Moltke sharply, while a look
of contentment and gratification passed over his face. ‘Then,
in the morning we shall begin the battle again’ said
"Wimpffen. ‘I shall recommence the fire about four o’clock,
veplied Moltke ; and the Frenchmen wanted to go at once. I
begged them, however, to remain and once more to consider
-the case ; and at last it was decided that they should ask for a
jprolongation of the armistice in order that they might consult
their people in Sedan as to our demands. DMoltke at first would
mot grant this, but gave way at last, when I showed him that
it could do no harm.

“ Early on the 2nd, about six o’clock in the morning, Gener-
al Reille appeared in front of my house at Donchery to tell me
that the Emperor wished to speak with me. I went with him
directly, and got on my horse, all dusty and dirty as I was, in
an old cap and my great waterproof boots, to ride to Sedau,
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where I supposed him still to be. But I met him on the high
road near Fresnois, a mile and three-quarters from Donchery.
He sat with three officers in a two-horse carriage, and three
others were on horseback beside him. I only knew Reille,
Castelnau, Moscowa, and Vaubert. I had my revolver in my
belt, and his eye rested upon it for a moment.* I gave the
military salute. He took his cap off and the officers did the
same ; whereupon I took mine off, although it is contrary to
rule. He said ¢ Couvrez-vous donc.” I behaved to him just as
if in Saint-Cloud, and asked his commands. He inquired
whether he could speak to the King. I said that would be im-
possible, as the King was quartered nine miles away. I did
not wish them to come together till we had settled the matter
of capitulation. Then he inquired where he himself could stay,
which signified that he could not go back to Sedan, as he had
met with unpleasantness there, or feared to do so. The
town was full of drunken soldiers, who were very burdensome
to the inhabitants. I offered him my quarters in Donchery,
which I would immediately vacate. He accepted this. But
he stopped at a place a couple of hundred paces from the vil-
lage and asked whether he could not remain in a house which
was there. I sent my cousin, who had ridden out‘as my adju-
tant, to look at it. 'When he returned, he reported it to be a
miserable place. The Emperor said that did not matter. He
went across to the house and came back again, apparently not
being able to find the stairs, which were at the back. T went
up with him to the first floor, where we entered a little room
with one window. It was the best in the house, but had only
one deal table and two rush-bottomed chairs.

“Here I had a conversation with him which lasted nearly
three-quarters of an hour. He complained at first of this un-
hallowed war, which he had not desired. He had been driven
into it by the pressure of public opinion. I rejoined that
neither had any one with us wished for war—the King least of
all. 'We had looked upon the Spanish question as Spanish, and
not German ; and we had expected, from his friendly relations
with the princely house of Hohenzollern that the hereditary
Prince would easily have come to an understanding with him.
Then he turned to speak of the present situation. As to that,

* T must here omit an expression of the Chancellor’s, very characteristic
both of himself and of the Emperor.
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ise wished above all for a more favorable capitulation. I ex-
Dlained that I could not enter upon a discussion on that point,
as it was a purely military question, on which Moltke must de-
cide. Then we left the subject, to speak of a possible peace.
He answered, he was a prisoner, and therefore not in a position
to decide ; and when I asked him whom he considered competent
for that, he referred me to the Government in Paris. I re-
marked to him, that in that case, things were just where they
were yesterday, and that we must stand by our former demands
with regard to the army of Sedan, so agto have some pledge
that the results of the battle of yesterday should not be lost to
us. Moltke, who had been summoned by me, had now arrived.
He was of the same opinion, and went to the King to- tell him
s0.

“QOutside, in front of the house, the Emperor praised our
army and its generalship ; and when I allowed to him that the
French had also fought well, he came back to the conditions of
the capitulation, and asked whether it was not possible for us
to allow the corps shut up in Sedan to cross the Belgian fron-
tier, and there to lay down their arms and be ¢ interned.” I
tried again to make him understand that this was a military
question, not for me to decide without an understanding with
Moltke. And as he had explained, that as a prisoner he could
not take upon himself the Imperial powers of the Government,
the negotiations on these questions could only be conducted
with the general in command at Sedan.

“ Meantime, efforts had been made to find him better accom-
modation ; and the officers of the general staff had discovered
that the Chateau of Bellevue, near Fresnois, where I had first
met him, was suitable for his reception, and was not yet filled
with the wounded. I told him so and advised him to settle
himself there, as the little weaver’s house was not commfortable,
and he perhaps needed rest. We would inform the King that
. he was there. He agreed to this, and I rode back to Donchery
to dress myself. Then I conducted him with a guard of honour,
consisting of a squadron of the first Cuirassier, regiment to Belle.
vue. At the conferences which now began, the Emperor
wished to have the King present—from whom he expected
softness and good-heartedness—but he also wanted me to take

art. =
: “I on the contrary was determined that the military men,
who can be harder, should have the whole affair to settle. So
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I whispered to an officer as he went upstairs that he was to
call me out in about five minutes—the King wanted to speak
with me—and he did so. With regard to the King, the Em-’
peror was told that he could not see him until after the capitu-
lation was settled. ~The arrangement between Boltke and
‘Wimpffen was thus made much as we had wished it to be the
evening before. Then the two sovereigns came together. When
the Emperor came out after the interview, his eyes were full
of tears. Towards me he was quieter, but friendly throughout.”

We had heard nothing about all these occurrences previous
to the forenoon of September 2, and from the moment when
the Chief in his best uniform with his cuirassier’s helmet on his
head, rode away again from Donchery, till quite late at night,
only indefinite reports reached us. About half-past nine some
Wiirtemburg artillery trotted past our house, and it was said
that the French would renew the fight, that Moltke had grant-
ed them a respite till eleven o’clock for reflection, and that the
bombardment would then immediately commence from five
hundred guns. In order to see this I went with Willisch over
the Meuse Bridge, where, at the barracks, there were many
French prisoners standing, to the high road, passing the little
weaver’s house, now become historical, and up to the top of
the range of hills overlooking it, whence we could overlook
Donchery with its grey slate roofs, and the whole neighbor-
hood. Everywhere on the roads and in the fields clouds of
dust rose under the horses’ hoofs of the passing squadrons of
cavalry, and the weapons of columns of infantry flashed in the
sun. Sideways from Donchery, near the bridge which had been
blown up, we saw a camp. The highway at our feet was taken
up with a long row of wagons with baggage and forage. After
eleven o'clock, when we saw there was ho firing, we came down
the hill again. Here we met the lieutenant of police, von
Czernicki, who meant to drive in a little conveyance into
Sedan, and who invited us to go with him. We had gone as
far as near Fresnois when we—it was about one o’clock—met
the King with a great retinue, amongst whom was the Chancel-
lor. Expecting that the Chief might wish to go home we
got out and went back. The cavalcade, which included Hatz-
feld and Abeken, went on through Donchery, with the inten-
tion of riding round the whole field of battle. Not knowing,
however, how long the Minister might be away, we remained
where we were.
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About half-past one some thousands of prisoners marched
through the town on their way to Germany ; partly on foot,
partly in wagons—a general on horseback, and sixty or seventy
officers of different grades. There were cuirassiers with white
helmets, blue hussars with white lace, and infantry of the
22nd, 52nd, and 58th regiments. The escort consisted of Wiir-
temburg infantry. About two o’clock there came two thousand
more prisoners, amongst them negroes in Arab garb—broad-
shouldered figures with savage faces, looking like apes, and a
number of old troopers wearing the Crimean and Mexican
medals. A tragi-comical incident happened here. One of the
troop of prisoners marching along noticed a wounded man in
the market-place, and recognized his brother, with a cry, * Eh,
mon frére!” He tried to run out to him. But Godfather
Schwab, of the escort, said, “Is it freezing (frieren) you are?
I am freezing too ;” and pushed him back into the column. I
beg my reader’s pardon if this is a pun, but I am only telling
the story, and did not make it.

After three o’clock two captured guns with their ammunition
wagons passed through our street, all still drawn by their own
French horses. On one cannon there was written in chalk,
«“5th Rifles, Gorlitz.” Somewhat later a fire broke out in a
side street close behind our quarters—the Wiirtembergers had
there broken open a cask of brandy and incautiously allowed it
to catch fire ; they were said to have demolished another house
because the people refused them Schnaps. The damage done
could not have been very great, for when we came to the place
there was nothing of it to be observed.

There was hunger now among the inhabitants of our little
town, and our host himself, who as well as his wife was a good
soul, was in want of bread. The place was over-full from the
numbers of soldiers quartered there, as well as of the wound-
ed, some of whom were laid in the stables. People from the
court wanted to take our house for the Hereditary Grand Duke
of Weimar, but we opposed this with success. Then an officer
wanted quarters with us for a Mecklenburg prince. We
showed him the door, and told him it would not do—this was
the Chancellor’s place. But when I was away for a little
time, the gentlemen from Weimar had forced themselves in,
and we might be glad that they had not appropriated the very
bed of our Chief.

About ten o’clock the Minister had not yet returned, and
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we were in trouble and perplexity. Some accident might have
happened to him, or he might have returned with the King
from the lLattlefield to Vendresse. He arrived after eleven,
and I had supper with him, The Hereditary Prince of Weimar,
in the light blue uniform of a hussar, and Count Solms-Son-
nenwalde, formerly of the embassy in Paris, now attached to
our bureau, but hitherto seldom to be seen, supped with us.

The Chancellor told us all sorts of things about his ride over
the field of battle. He had been nearly twelve hours in the
saddle, with only short interruptions. They had gone over the
whole battle-field, and found the greatest excitement in all the
camps and bivouacs. In the battle itself 25,000 prisoners
were taken, and 40,000 more in Sedan after the capitulation,
which had taken place at mid-day.

The Minister had had the pleasure of meeting his youngest
son. ‘I discovered in him”—so he said at dinner—*“a new
famous talent—he possesses exceptional dexterity in pig-driv-
ing. He had found out the fattest, on the principle the fatter
the pig the slower his pace, and the more difficult to run away:
At last he carried it off in his arms like a child. It must have
seemed odd to the French officers among the prisoners, to see a.
Prussian general embrace a common dragoon.”

“In another place,” he went on to say, ‘‘they smelt sudden-
ly a strong odor as™of roasted onions. I remarked that it
came from Bazeilles, and it was probably the French peasants
who had been killed by the Bavarians, and had then been burnt
in their houses, because they had fired at them from their win-
dows.” Then they spoke of Napoleon, who was to set off to-
morrow morning to Germany, and indeed to Wilhelmshihe.
“It was a questlon, said the Chief, ‘“ whether they should go-
b) Stena.y, and Bar-le-Due, or throuOh Belgium.” ¢ But
here,” replied Solws, “he would be no lonfver a pnsoner
“ That would not matter at all, even if he had | gone in another
direction. I was for his going through Bel«lum, and he him-
self appeared inclined to do so. If he should not keep his-
word, it would do us no great mischief. But to make this tour,
we must have asked permission from Brussels, and could not
have got an answer under two days.”

AsT wasw ading about ten o’clock in the morning through
the frightful filth of the market-place in a drizzling rain, there
crowded past me a long row of carriages from the bridge over
the Meuse, escorted by the black Brunswicker hussars. They
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were chiefly covered coaches, then bageace and cooking wagons,
and lastly a number of cavalry horses. In a closed coupe,
immediately behind the hussars, by the side of General Castel-
neau sat the ¢ Prisoner of Sedan,” the Emperor Napoleon,
on his way through Belgium to Wilhelmshéhe. There fol-
lowed him, in an open ckar @ bancs, with Prince Lynar and
some of the French officers, who had heen present the day be-
fore at the meeting of the Chancellor and the Emperor, the
general of infantry, General-Adjutant von Boyen, who had
been selected by the King to accompany the Emperor. “Boyen
will do admirably for this,” said our Chief to us the night be-
fore, probably thinking that the officers who surrounded the
illustrious captive might be somewhat insolent; ‘“he can be
very rude in the most polite manner.”

We learnt some time afterwards that the route round by
Donchery was taken because the Emperor very much wished
not to pass through Sedan again. The hussars rode with them
to the frontier, near Bouillon, the first Belgian town. The
Emperor was not badly received by the ¥rench prisoners
whom they passed on. their way. The officers, on the contrary,
had to put up with some disagreeable remarks. They were
naturally ¢traitors,” as from henceforth every one was who
lost a battle or sustained any defeat from us.
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CHAPTER VL

FROM THE MEUSE TO THE MARNE.

‘WILL now let my journal once more speak for itself.

. Saturday, September 3.—We left Donchery this morning
rather before one o’clock. On the way we were overtaken by
a short but unusually heavy storm, with thunder which echoed
through the valleys for a long time. The terrible downpour
which followed, wet the Chancellor, who was in an open car-
riage, through and through, even under the armpits, as he told
us at dinner. He had pulled on his waterproof, but had not
found much good from it. Fortunately no evil consequences
followed, Jbut the time is arrived when diplomacy must come
mqre to the front again in our affairs, and if the Chief were
to fall ill, who could replace him 1

I drove with the Councillors, and Count Bohlen gave us all
sorts of details of the occurrences of the last few days. Napoleon
had left Sedan so early—it must have been just about day-
break, if not sooner—because he did not feel safe in the midst of
the enraged soldiers, who crowded together in the fortress, were
furious when the news of the capitulation spread through the
town, and broke to pieces muskets and sabres, wherever they
could get them. The Minister had said to \Vlmpffen at their
first interview at Donchery, that he was well aware that the
arrogance and pugnacity of the French, and their envy of
their neighbors’ successes, did not come from the laboring or
industrial classes, but from the journalists and the Parisians ;
but these guided and controlled public opinion. Accordingly,
we could not reckon on those moral guarantees at which the
general hinted, we must have material ones ; the army of Sedan
must first be rendered harmless, and then the great fortresses in
the East must be handed over. The troops had laid down their
arms on a sort of peninsula formed by one of the bends of the
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Meuse. At the interview between the King and the Emperor,
before which Moltke had ridden out a little to meet the King
on his road from Vendresse, the two Sovereigns were left for
about ten minutes alone together in the drawing-room with the
glass verandah, in the little chiteau of Bellevue. The King
afterwards called the officers of his retinue to read the capitu-
lation to them, while he thanked them, with tears in his eyes,

for helping to bring it about. The Crown Prince told the °

Hessian regiments that the King had sent the captive Em-
peror to Cassel as a reward for the bravery with which they
had fought.

The Minister dined with the King at Vendresse, where we
were quartered for one more night, but he came back in time
to eat pancakes with us. He read to us part of a letter from
his wife, which in Biblical, but most energetic language, ex-
pressed her hope of the destruction of the French. He then
said thoughtfully: “ H’'m! 1866 in seven days. This time,
perhaps, seven times seven. Yes ; when did we cross the fron-
tier? On the 4th? No, on the 10th August. It is not yet
five weeks since that. Seven times seven—it is possible.”

I again sent off some articles to Germany, amongst which was
one on the results of the battle of the lst September. These
results have grown greater bit by bit since yesterday, as at
Koéniggritz. We have made prisoners of more than 90,000
Red-breeches, all told, and captured over 300 guns, an army of
horses, and an enormous quantity of war material. In a few
days we shall have still more, for of MacMahon’s army, which,
after Beaumont, was still reckoned at nearly 120,000 men
evidently not many have escaped.

Rethel, September 4, evening.—Early to-day the Chief called
me to him, when we were still in Vendresse, to give me an ac-
count, the latter part of which he almost dictated, of his meet-
ing with Napoleon, for the newspapers.* Soon afterwards,
about half-past nine, the carriages drove up and we began our
journey into Champagne. We arrived here, in Rethel, about
half-past four. The place is a middle-sized town and full of
Wiirtemberg soldiers. As we drove through to the market-
place, we saw French prisoners looking down upon us from the
first story windows of a house in the street. The quarter-
master had assigned us the spacious and elegantly-furnished

*T have worked it in in the last chapter.

™

.
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house .of M. Duval, in the Rue Grand Pont, where 1 had, next
to Abeken, a pretty little room with mahogany furniture and a
four-poster with yellow satin hangings—a pleasant contrast to
last night in Donchery. The whole of the mobilised foreign
office is established here.

Reims, September 5—The French do not seem to look upon
us all as barbarians and villains. Many of them evidently
suppose us to be honorable people. I went this morning to a
shop to buy some shirt collars. The shopman told me the
price of a box, and when I put down two thalers for them, he
handed me a basket full of small money that I might take the
change he had to give me.

We took up our quarters in the handsome house of M.
Dauphinot, nearly straight opposite the grand cathedral. The
Chief here lived in the wing to the right of the entrance into
the court, on the first floor ; the Bureau was established on a
raised ground floor, under the Minister’s chamber, while a room
close by was appropriated for a dining:room, I found my bed-
room in the left wing, near Abeken. The whole house, so far
as I can see, is elegantly furnished. Once more I sleep in a
mahogany four-poster, with silk hangings, have cushioned chairs
covered with crimson damask ; a mahogany commode with
marble top, a washhand-stand and night table of the same kind.
and a marble chimney-piece in my bedroom. The streets are
thronged with Prussians and Wiirtembergers. King William
did the Archbishop the honor to take up his quarters in his
palace. I hear that our host is the Mayor of Reims. Keudell
thinks that the district to be held by usat the conclusion of the
war will not be given to one state, nor be divided among sever-
al, but that it will remain as the property of the whole of Ger-
many.

Inythe evening the Chief was at dinner, and as we were here be-
tween the two great champagne firms of the country, we tried
different brands of that wine. It was mentioned that yesterday
a squadron of our hussars had been fired upon from a coffee-
house. ¢ Then,” said the Minister, ‘‘the house must beat once
destroyed, and the occupier brought before a court-martial.
Stieber must be directed to investigate the matter without de-
lay.” The champagne recommended by Count Bohlen was good,
and he was specially praised for finding it, I suppose by me
among others. The Minister said, “Our Doctor is not like the
rest of the Saxons, who drink nothing but coffee.” I replied,
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“Yes, your Excellency, that is why I am so downright, oceas-
sionally perhaps not perfectly polite ;” at which there was great
laughter. It is said that we shall remain here ten or twelve
days. :

Tuesday, September 6.—Early betimes to the Cathedral, the
chimes of the bells having already awakened me several times
during the night. A magnificent edifice, of the best period of
Gothic architecture, dedicated to Our Lady. From ten till
three o’clock I worked diligently, without once looking up;
amongst other things, on two articles—one of considerable
length, the other shorter—upon the conditions under which
Germany can conclude peace. Our Chief considered an article
in the Volks-Zeitung, of August 31, “very sensible and deserv-
ing to be more widely circulated.” It pronounced against the
incorporation of the conquered provinces of France in Prussia ;
and after attempting to show that this would not strengthen
but weaken Prussia, it ended with these words: “Not the
aggrandisement of Prussia, but the unity of Germany and the
rendering France innocuous, are the objects to be be pursued.”
Bamberger has established in Naney a newspaper in French ;
to which news is to be sent from us from time to time.

Before dinner, Count Bohlen, counting the covers, said, “Are
we not thirteen at table to-day ¥’ “Itis well you mention it,
for the Minister does not like sitting down thirteen.” Dohlen,
to whom our bodily comforts seem to be entrusted, had evident-
ly stimulated the genius of our chef de cuisine to do its very
best. The dinner was quite sumptuous. Von Knobelsdorf,
captain of the guards, Count York, and a tall, slender, rather
shy youth, in the uniform of a lieutenant of dragoons with a
<rimson collar, who as we afterwards heard was a Count Briihl,
were the guests of the Chancellor. The latter brings great news
wwith him, that in Paris the Republic is proclaimed, and a Pro-
visional Government instituted, in which are the leaders of the
former Opposition, Gambetta and Jules Favre. Rochefort, also,
of La Lanterne, sits with them in high counsel. These gentle-
anen, it is said, intend to carry on the war against us. In that
case our position is not improved, in so far as we wish peace,
but it is by no means made worse, especially if the Republic
lasts; and if afterwards they want to win good friends for
France at the different Courts.

With Napoleon and Lulu all is over for the present ; the
Empress has done as Louis Philippe did in 1848 ; she has left
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the field and is said to be in Brussels. What sort of a web,
these advocates and litterati will spin, who have come in her
place will soon be seen. Whether France will recognize their
authority remains also to be seen. Our Uhlans are already at
Chateau Thierry. Two days more and they might be before Paris.
But, as is now certain, we shall be at leastva week longer in
Reims.

Friday, September 9.—In the forenoon till three o’clock 1
was writing all kinds of articles ; amongst others, some on the
inexplicable attachment of the Alsatians for France ; on their
voluntary Helotism, and the infatuation which prevents their
seeing and feeling that’a Gaul regards them only as a French-
man of the second class, and treats them in many respects ac-
cordingly. The news comes that Paris is not to be defended,
but is to be declared an open city, which is doubtful, as accord-
ing to other accounts they have still regular soldiers at their
command, though not many now.

Saturday, September 10.—The Chief drove out early with
Hatzfeld and Bismarck-Bohlen to Chalons, where the Kingalso
was going. They came back about half-past five in the after-
noon. Meantime, after four o’clock, Minister Delbriick arriv-
ed : he had come by Hagenau and Bar-le-Duc, and had had many
unpleasant experiences. He had travelled with General Boyen,
who brought Napoleon—or, as he now calls himself, Count
Pierrefonds—without accident as far as Cassel. Ie complain-
ed that he had not been able to bring with him a box of very
old Nordhausen, which had been entrusted to him, I forget
~where, for head-quarters. Further, he said that Napoleon had
declared to Boyen that he had been forced into the war by
public opinion, and that he had praised our troops very highly,
especially the Uhlans and the artillery.

Sunday, September 11.—About twelve o’clock Abeken and I
went to the Protestant church, or, as they call it here, the
Protestant temple, on the Boulevard, in which there is a high
oratory, with galleries, chancel, and a small organ, but without
towers. The service, which was conducted by the military
chaplain, Frommel, and which the King, Prince Karl, the
Grand Duke of Weimar, the Hereditary Grand Duke of Meck-
lenburg, Bismarck, and Roon, as well as some Prussian and
many Wiirtemberg officers and soldiers attended, began with
military music, instead of organ playing. First, the psalm,
¢ Praise the Lord,” the soldiers singing from their Psalm Books.
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Instead of the Epistle another psalm followed, and then the
Gospel for the Thirteenth Sunday after Trinity. The preacher
took his text from 1 Sam. vii. 11 and 12: “ And the men of
Israel went out of Mizpeh, and pursued the Philistines, and
smote them, until they came under Beth-car. Then Samuel
took a stone, and set it between Mizpeh and Shen, and called
the name of it Eben-ezer, saying, Hitherto hath the Lord helped
us.” The last words were his principal subject ; the subordin-
ate heads dwelt on gratitude for the help of the Lord, and the
vow sworn on the altar-stone Eben-ezer not to act like those
whom the Lord had condemned, and the hope that the Lord
would grant His help still further, especially for the permanent
unity of Germany. The discourse was not unsuitable. Many
good thoughts were well expressed ; but Clovis came in for
somewhat undeserved honor, because he was baptised (it took
place, as every one knows, in Reims), although every student
nowadays knows that he was none the better of it, as after
baptism he continued to be a crafty and sanguinary tyrant.
‘What the preacher said about St. Louis was equally awkward.
In the course of the day a M. Werle was with the Chief, a
thin old gentleman with shaking head and the inevitable red
ribbon in his buttonhole, which seems to be universal among
well-dressed Frenchmen. He is a member of the legislative
body, and proprietor or partner in the firm Veuve Cliequot,
and it is said that he wishes to consult the Minister on
the means of meeting the distress which prevails in the
town, and averting a rising of the poor against the rich.
The latter fear that the Red Republic may be declared by the
workmen, who seem to be in a state of ferment ; and as Reims
is a manufacturing town, having ten to twelve thousand
owvriers within its walls, the danger may well be serious when
our soldiers have to leave the town. No one could have dreamt
of this a month ago: German troops the defenders of the
French from Communism—truly a miracle of miracles! M.
‘Werle speaks German, too; indeed he is, by birth, they say, a
countryman of ours, like many of the proprietors of the great
Champagne manufactories here and in the neighborhood.
Monday, September 12.—1 was writing different articles till
midday. In Laon the French—though it may have been the
act of a single individual person—have been guilty of a wicked
treachery. Yesterday, after the conclusion of the capitulation
and after the entry of our troops, they blew the citadel into the
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air, by which explosion about a hundred men of our 4th battalion
of rifles have been killed or wounded.

The following is the view which the Chancellor takes of the
general position, if I understand him rightly. Peace seems yet
to be far away, as there is no government in Paris which
promises durability. When the time for negotiation comes, the
King will invite his allies to come to a common understanding
as to the terms which we ought to demand. . Our main object is
and will continue to be, the security of the South-West German
frontiers against the centuries old danger of a French invasion.
A new neutral intermediate state, like Belgium or Switzer-
land, would be of no use to us, since such a state would cer-
tainly lean to France, if another war broke out. Metz and
Strassburg, with as much of their surroundings as is necessary
to us, must become our frontier territory and belong to all Ger-
many. A partition of this district amongst our separate states
is not to be thought of. Carrying on war in common will no*
be without a salutary influence upon the demand for the unity
of Germany. Prussia will as a matter of course, after the war
respect the free will of the South, as she has hitherto done
and will avoid even the suspicion of any pressure. A great deal
will depend upon the personal feeling and decision of the King of
Bavaria.

Zwesday, September 13.—Early this morning a military band
of troops from Wiirtemberg gave the Chief a morning serenade
which must have delighted him very much. If the gentlemen
of the Stuttgart Observer hear of it! In the course of the
forenoon the Chancellor summoned me six times, and I wrote
as many as six articles for the press, among which were two
for the French newspapers here, which had also received news
from us on previous days. Further measures were taken to
secure for General von Blumenthal the place which is due to
him, when his portrait and biography are given, in the friendly
illustrated journals. “The newspapers do not mention him
at all, so far as we see, although he is chief of the staff of the
Crown Prince ; and, after Moltke, has up to this time been of
the greatest service in the conduct of the war.”

On the Z4th September, a little before ten’in the morning
we left Reims, the cathedral of which continued visible for a
long time across the level country, and went to Chateau
Thierry. All the villages were full of Wiirtembergers, and
they had stationed outposts, both of infantry and cavaly,
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along the road for our protection. It must still be somewhat
dangerous here, for the peasants who went hobbling about with
their wooden shoes, or stood before their houses, looking quite
harmless and unintelligent, are capable of very wicked tricks.
To speak plainly, their faces are extremely simple-looking, but
perhaps the nightcaps which most of them wear give them that
sleepy, weak appearance. They had, without exception, their
hands in their long trousers pockets, but it might possibly not
be mere apathetic 1nd1ﬁ'erence which made them clench their
fists inside.

About five o’clock we arrived at Chatean Thierry, where
we all found comfortable accomodation together in the hand-
some house of a M. Sarimond in the square fronting the Church.
The host was, so the Minister informed us, a pleasant man,
with whom one could talk about all sorts of things. Chateau
Thierry is a charming little town. It lies rather raised above
the banks of the Marne below the moss-covered ruins of an old
castle. It is spread over a large space-of ground and has many
gardens. Only the one long street in the heart of the town
which leads up to the church, and a few of the side streets
opening on it, have honses standing close to each other. The
old church is dedicated to Saint Crispin the Cobbler—who was
s0 benevolent as even to steal leather to make shoes for the
poor—in French, Crépin,—perhaps an allusion’ to the fact
that before the tanneries which still flourish here, the industry
of shoemaking may formerly have provided food for a great
part of the inhabitants.

The next day (Sept. 15) we set out at noon, after breakfast-
ing at the Hotel Nogeant, for Meaux, about 30 English miles
from Chateau Thierry, and only about the same disgance from
Paris. On the way we again passed for hours by vineyards of
enormous extent. We crossed the Marne and drove through
coppices, and over the spurs of the hills on the left side of the
valley. At the village of Lusancy we halted for half an hour.
Our carriage was now drawn partly by horses captured at
Sedan. The nearer we approached to Paris the closer together
were the sentries posted, especially in the woods, and where
there were alleys of trees. They -now consisted of Prussian in-
fantry (with yelldw shoulder-straps). We could see very little
of the inhabitants of the villages as we passed through. Only
the landlords and the old people seemed to have been left be-
hind. - Girls and young wives were not to be seen, nor young
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children. In Lusancy we saw written in chalk over one house--
door, “Ill with small-pox.”

Meaux is a town of about 12,000 inhabitants, and stands iw
a pleasant, well-wooded neighborhood. It has beautiful shady
promenades, with large green gardens. The streets in the
older part of the town are mostly narrow and poor. The Chief
lived in the Rue Trouchon, in the splendid house of the
Vicomte de la Motte, which had an extensive garden behind
it. I was quartered just opposite, in the house of a Baron
Vandeure, an old gentleman, who had fled, and at whose
writing-table I could work most comfortably, I had the choice
also of two different bed-rooms, and of a four-poster bed with
silk and another with linen or cotton hangings. Then the
view from the Baron’s study, the windows of which look out
on a little garden with old trees and creepers, is of the kind
that soon makes one feel at home, and the library would be
most welcome if we were here for amusement. It is very well
¢hosen. I find, for instance, Sismondi’s ‘¢ Histoire des Fran-

1s,’ Thierry’s collected works, Cousin’s ¢ Philosophical Es-
says,’ Renan’s ¢Histoire Religieuse,” Rossi’s ¢ Economie
Nationale,” and other works on history and national ecomomy.

At dinner we were told that a man had arrived from Paris,
bearing a flag of truce, and they pointed out a thin dark- haired
young fellow, standing in the court in front of the Chief’s
house. This was the person ; and from his talk he seemed to
be an Englishman. At dinner to-day both the Counts York
were our guests. They explained to us why we had seen so
few men in the villages. They had found great crowds of
peasants in the woods, who had fled there with some of their
belongings, especially with their cattle, and highly delighted
they were when they were told—they were mostly unarmed—
that they might go back without fear or anxiety to their vil-
lages. On hearing this, the Chief said, “If I were a soldier
and hed to order things, I know what I should do. I should
treat all who remained at home with every possible attention
and respect. But I should consider the houses and furniture
of those who have run away as found property. And if T
caught them I would take away their cows and whatever else
they had with them, declaring that they had stolen and hidden
them in the wood. It would be well if they could first be
made aware that the different sauces with which we cook little
French children are all lies.”

7
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Friday, September 16.—A. splendid bright sunny morning,
with a deep blue sky over Bossuet’s city. Early in the morn-
ing T translated for the King a letter sent to him by James
Parkinson, an English prophet, who predicted that if the King
did not put a stop to this shedding of blood, the vengeance of
Heaven, of which the Emperor Napoleon would be the instru-
ment, would overtake him for the *Slaughter of the Danes,”
and the “Blood of ‘Austria’s sons.”” This warning was dated
August 29. Three days later the telegraph would have pre-
vented it. The officious fool who sent this, and some other
English fools in high places who meddle in our affairs, would
have done better to remember that England has her own door-
step to sweep clean, that we are defending ourselves against
the most outrageous arrogance in a just war ; that we have not
yet thought of wantonly burning peaceful villages, or of blow-
ing men from the mouths of cannon, as they have done in wars
ten times less justitiable.

The young black-haired gentleman of yesterday, who was
supposed to have come with a flag of truce, and who had a long
talk with the Chief in the evening over a bottle of Kirschwasser
(cherry cordial), is Sir Edward Mallet, an attaché of the Eng-
lish Embassy in Paris. He had brought a letter from Lord
Lyons, in which he asked whether the Count would confer
with Favre on the conditions of an armistice. The Chancellor
is said to have answered him: “On the conditions of a Pecace,
yes ;on the conditions of an Armistice, no.” *

There was some talk about the King not going to Paris, but
of his awaiting the course of events at Ferriéres, the seat of
Rothschild, lying about half-way between Meaux and Paris.

At dinner, Prince Hohenlohe was a guest. The Chief, after
returning from dining with the King, was also present. We
learnt that Reims was to be the centre of administration of the
French provinces occupied by our army, outside Elsass and
Tothringen ; that the Grand Duke of Mecklenburg was to have
the supreme control as Governor General, and that Hohenlohe
was to take office under him.

In conversation, the Chief said to his cousin, who was com-
plaining of not feeling very well: “ When I was thy age” (his
cousin was about thirty-eight) “I was quite intact, and every-

# He cannot well have done so, if we compare this with what happened

later,
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thing agreed with me. It was at St. Petersburg that I got my
first shake.”

Some one turned the conversation to Paris, and the French
in connection with the Alsatians; and the Chief expatiated on
this theme, telling me afterwards—giving me leave, or a hint
at least, to report his words, or the sense of them, to the news-
papers. “The Alsatians and .German-Lorrainers,” he said,
“supplied the French with many clever people, especially in
their army. But they were litttle esteemed among them,
seldom advanced to the higher offices of the state, and ridiculed
by the Parisians in all manner of anecdotes and caricatures.
It is the same,” so he continued, ‘with the other French pro-
vincials, but not so much so. France breaks up, in a sense,
into two nations, Parisians and Provincials, and the latter are
the willing helots of the former. France may now be emanci-
pated from the domination of Paris. The man’who feels him-
self as a provincial, out in the cold, and wants to come to some-
thing, settles in Paris, is there received into the ruling caste,
and shares their power Might we not force the Emperor back
on them as a punishment? At any rate it is possible ; for the
peasants do not want the tyranny of Paris. France is a nation
of ciphers—a mere crowd ; they have money and elegance, but
no individual men, no feeling of individuality ; they act only in
the mass. They are thirty millions of obedient Kaffres, each
without a native ‘ring’ or a personal value. It would be easy
to get sixty people together capable of holding down all the
rest of these people who are without character or personclity,
so long as they are not united.”

Saturday, September 17.—1 wentearly for an hour’s walk with
Willisch along the green Marne, where, at a great public wash-
ing establishment, women were beating shirts and bed-linen in
the river, down to the old bridge, over the one-half of which
stand the buildings of a mill several stories high, and then on
to the suburb on the left bank of the stream. At the end of
the Rue Corillon another bridge, which has been blown up,
crossed a gorge or deep cutting, atthe bottom of which there
is acanal. The interruption of traffic caused by the destruc-
tion of this bridge has been already so far remedied by our
pontooners, that not far from the ruins which block up the
canal they have made a temporary bridge for single horsemen,
over which a squadron of Bavarian cuirassiers happened to be
Jjust passing one behind the other.
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On the way back we met o long train of wagons, with mili-
tary stores, which reached from the ruined bridge quite to the
middle of the town. At one corner of a street we saw several
placards, amongst them an address yards long from Vietor
Hugo to the Germans, very piteous and high-flown, at once
sentimental and pompous; a whipped-up trifle, with fine
phrases stuck in as if for plums, thoroughly French. What can
the queer man take us for, if he thinks that our Pomeranians
and East Prussians, with their sound, manly intelligence, can
like such stuff as this? A man in a blouse near me, who was
reading it half aloud, said to me ‘(’est bien fait, Monsieur,
west-ce pag?” (““ Well written, sir, is it not$’) I answered
that it grieved me to the soul to be obliged to say that it was
utter nonsense. What a face he pulled!

Sunday, September 18.—Early-in the morning articles were
written for Berlin, Hagenan and Reims. Among other things
they dealt with the phrase of Favre: “ZLa république ¢ est la
paix” (“The Republic is peace”). The line of thought which
I followed was mainly this: France has, for the last forty
years, always pretended to be peace, and has always and under
all forms been the exact opposite. Twenty years ago, the em-
pire said it was “peace” the Republic now says the same thing.
In 1829, Legitimacy was “ peace,” and at that very time a
Russian and French league was formed which was only prevent-
ed by the Revolution of 1830 from fulfilling its object, an
aggressive war against Germany. It is notorious that the
¢ peaceful” government of the Citizen King wanted, in 1840, to
take the Rhine from us, and it can never be forgotten that the
Second Empire has carried on more wars than all the preceding
forms of government. We may infer what we have to expect
from Favre’s asseveration with respect to the Republic. To all
such illusions Germany has to oppose the words, ¢ La France ¢’ est
guerre” (“France is war”), and it is in accordance with this
conviction that we demand the cession of Metzand Strassburg.

I find this addition to my journal : To-day the Wiirtemberg
War Minister, von Suckow, was for a considerable time upstairs
with the Chief. He reported that in Swabia the cause of Ger-
many was all right; that things looked less promising in
Bavaria ; and that Bray, the Minister, had been as unnational
as he well could be under the circumstances.

In the afterncon a M. B. appeared at my house, who took up
his quarters, with his two boxes, quite coolly down below with
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the guards. He had afterwards some conversation with- the
Chief ; and from his passport appeared to be a merchant travel-
ling for Count Pierrefonds. 3

Monday, September 19.—In the morning I prepared for the
Military Cabinet an extract in German from an English letter
addressed to the King. The author, who claims to be descend-
ed from the Plantagenets, is named Weale, of Jenley, in Pem-
brokeshire, formerly an engine-driver. Like Mr. Parkinson,
who some days ago obtruded himself with his prophecies, he
has evidently a bee in his bonnet, but is at the same time a
good sort of fellow. With many pious reflections, horribly
spelt, he warns us of pits and traps which are laid for the Prus-
sians in the woods of Meudon, Marly, and Bondy, on the
ground of a conversation between an Irishman and a French-
man, which he says he heard. - He winds up with blessing the
King, his family, and all his subjects.

We hear for certain that Jules Favre will be here to-day at
twelve o'clock to treat with the Chief. The fine weather seems
to favour him. About ten o’clock Count Bismarck-Bohlen
comes down from the Chancellor. “We are to be off at once,”
to the Chateau of Ferriéres, fifteen miles away. We have to
pack up and be off immediately. With great difficulty Theiss
gets my clothes from the washerwoman. Then we learn
Abeken and I are to remain with one carriage and a servant
and to follow at a later hour. Atlast, about eleven o’clock,
we have breakfast with the Chief, at which there was some rare
old white Bordeaux, which the owner of the house, a Legitimist
lady by the way, honoured the Minister with, as it appeared,
because we had done no mischief to her or to hers. The Chief
had guessed the Legitimist feeling of the old lady from the
Lucerne lion over his bed.
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CHAPTER VI1.

BISMARCK AND FAVRE IN HAUTE-MANSION.—A FORTNIGHT
IN ROTHSCHILD’S CHATEAU.

T twelve o'clock on September 19, Jules Favre had not
yet arrived, and they did not wait. The Minister,
however, left a letter for him at the Marie, and told the servant
of our Viscountess to inform him of it if he came. To-day the
Chicf and the Councillors went round the estate of the great
Parisian money-broker, and for some time they rode before the
carriages, in the second of which I sat by myself. We first
drove past the house where the King is, which is a fine mansion
on the Promenade, and then out of the town along the canal on
the left bank of the river, till we were able to cross the latter
by means of a temporary bridge. At the village of Mareuill
the road slightly ascended, running along the first steps, so to
speak, of the chains of hills which on this side run parallel to
the river and the canal, through a well-cultivated country, with
vegetable gardens, orchards, and vineyards of blue grapes.
Here, between the villages of Mareuill and Montry, at a place
where the high road made a sharp descent, under fine shady
trees, we met a carriage and pair, close shut, in which were three
gentlemen in ordinary dress and a Prussian officer. One of the
civilians was an oldish grey-bearded gentleman, with a protrud-
ing underlip. “That is Favre,” T said to Kriiger, who was
sitting behind me ; “where is the Minister?’ He was not to
be seen, but was probably on before, hidden from our sight by .
a long train of wagons, some of them piled high with baggage.
I made them drive quickly, and after a time met the Chief
with Keudell riding back to us, in a village called, I believe,
Chessy, where some peasants had covered a dead horse wi