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CHAPRTLER VILL:
NAPOLEON IN POTSDAM,

THE unheard-of and never-expected event had taker IF
the son of the Corsican lawyer, the general of the i{cx- 1IP ol
im.c}l defeated the Prussian army, compelled the 1'.0\-"1101’1'11;(??!
at P . i p ; {
e?lt 'L;E. to the pi,ts.hez.n provinces, and now made his %.-I'jll]]‘l )llri
ry into their capital! On the afterncon of the 24t} Fo:
tober he arrived in Potsdam; the royal palace had to : OT O_c:
doors to him; the royal servants had to receive k] e
entlally as though he had been their sovereion! e
Napoleon was now master of Prussia as well
many. But his classic face remained as cold
EIG:??e;: Sluysﬂqf proud triumph as it had been in the davs of ad
ea-l‘iﬂ' ”\'"«f' 15 snocessos seemed to surprise him as little as his
y mistortunes had discouraged him. When ascend; .
_broad carpeted staircase, he turned to Duroc, | i ?1( aaty
shal and beckoned him to his si “ oo
[ 2 oonen to his side. “Just notice, grand mar-
i :)-dae:&l:"!'”} so loud a voice that it resounded through
mem}h‘er e tIJ}lb'tl‘ ;ioﬁlqe the strange coincidence. If [ re-
Eni er rightly, it is _}lu:st & year to-day since the fine-looki
nperor Alexander of Russia arrived here in P i
paid a visit to the queen. Please ask gt
E e he queen ease ask the steward who re-
Dtlalmub E:.E tfh? foot of the stairs, whether it is not so.” :
o © g.veul away, m}d Soon returned with the answer that
1S majesty had not been mistaken; it was just a vear fo.ds
smgelt!le Emperor of Russia arrived in Potqgla;n e s
thc; t.d;mt ::‘rlllle over:gpread Napoleon’s face, «T will oc
same rooms which Alexander then oceupied * e
pa%mg o ! bied,” he said,
leonu;ri(l}k};{és?figg g::ack, to give the necessary orders. Napo-
el IIE;“CO].IIQ%I with ringing, soldier-like oot
L y his marshals, and entered the laree pore
‘alt-gallery. of the Prussian monarchs, who look d i i
Im with grave eyes. ; e
The emperor paused in the middle of the hall and glanced
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over the portraits with a gloomy air. “All those men had a
high opinion of themselves,” he said, in a sullen tone; “they
were proud of their high birth and of their royal crown, and
yet death has trampled them all in the dust. 1 will now take
upon myself the task of death: Iwill annihilate this Prussia
which dared to take up arms against me, and who knows
whether this gallery of Prussian kings will not close with
Frederick William II1.? Nothing on earth is lasting, and
sovereigns now-a-days fall from their thrones as over-ripe
apples from trees. The crown of Prussia fell to the ground
on the battle-fields of Jena and Auerstiddt!” :

The portraits of the Prussian rulers looked down silently on
the trinmphant conqueror, and neither his scornful voice, nor
the haughty glances with which he contemplated them, dis-
turbed their tranquillity. Not a voice answered these arro-
gant and insulting words; the marshals stood silent and
respectful, and still seemed to listen to the voice of the oracle
which had just announced to the portraits of the royal ances-
tors of the present king the downfall of their house. But
Napoleon’s brow, which had momentarily beamed with proud
thoughts, was again clouded. Joining his hands on his back,
he crossed the hall to the large central window, from which
there was a fine and extensive view of the lawn, with its old
trees and splendid statues, and beyond, of the Havel and its
hilly banks. He gazed gloomily af this landscape, then
turned and looked again at the pictures, but only for a mo-
ment, as though he would threaten them once more, and
make them feel again the angry glance of him who had come
to dethrone their descendant and appropriate his crown.
Then he fixed his eyes on the portrait of a handsome woman
whose large blue eyes scemed to gaze at him, and her erimson
lips to greet him with a winning smile. ~Quite involuntarily,
and as if attracted by the beauty of this likeness, he approached
and contemplated it long and admiringly.

“Truly,” he said, “ that is a charming creature. That lady
must have been wondrously lovely, and at the same time sur-
passingly graceful and high-gpirited.”

“Sire,” said Duroe, who had followed him and overheard
his words, “sire, she is still wondrously lovely, and, as your
majesty says, surpassingly graceful and high-spirited. It is
the portrait of Queen Louisa of Prussia.”

A dark expression mantled Napoleon’s face, and, bending
an angry glance on Duroc, he said, “ Tt is well known that
you were always foolishly in love with the Queen of Prussia,
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and, according to your statement, one might believe there
was no woman in the whole world so beautiful as she is.”” He
turned his back on the painting and stepped to the next one:
“ And this, then, doubtless, is Frederick William III.?"”

“Yes, sire, it is the portrait of the reigning king.”

“0f the reigning king?’ repeated the emperor, with a
scornful smile. “It is a very good-natured face,” he added,
looking at the full-sized portrait; “and as I behold his gentle,
timid air, I comprehend that he allows himself to be directed
by advisers, and follows the will of others rather than his own,
But this little King of Prussia is taller than I thought!”

“WBire, he is about as tall as the Grand-duke of Berg,” said
Duraoc.

“As Murat?” asked Napoleon. “It mnever seemed to me

that he was as tall as that. Isnot Murat of my own height?”

“No, sire, he is higher than you!”

“You mean he is taller than I,” said Napoleon, shrugging
his shoulders. “Height of stature is of no consequence.
Frederick II. was much smaller than his grand-nephew, and
yet he was the greatest of Prussia’s kings. We will afterward
pay him a visit at Sans-sonci. Until then, adieu, gentlemen.
Come, Duroc, conduct me to the rooms of the Emperor
Alexander!”

He greeted the marshals with a quick nod, and then fol-
lowed Duroc into the long suite of halls and brilliant rooms
which, only a year ago, had been newly decorated and fur-
nished with royal magnificence for the reception of the czar.

“These kings and princes ‘hy the grace of God’ live here
very pleasantly,” muttered Napoleon in an undertone; “they
know better how to build and furnish their residences than to
preserve them to their children. Well, I am a good architect,
and have come to reconstruct the royal palace of Prussia. Do
you think, Duroe, those ingrates will thank me for it?”

“They will see that the lion must have his share,” said
Duroc, “and they will, doubtless, be thankful if any thing is
left to them. Sire, here we are in the czar’s bedroom! The
steward told me every thing was arranged in it precisely the
same as in the days when the Russian emperor was here.
Nobody has slept in this bed since.”

“I must sleep in it,” said Napoleon, quickly, “and I be-
lieve I shall sleep in the royal Prussian palace, and in the
bed of the Russian emperor, as comfortably as I did in the
Tuileries and in the bed of Louis XVI.”
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" He threw his small three-cornered hat with a contemptuous
gesture on the bed, which was surmounted by a velvet canopy,
embroidered with gold, and then, his arms crossed behind
him, commenced slowly pacing the room. Duroc dared not
disturb him, and turned toward the paintings and engravings
hanging on the walls. The emperor walked along while
gravely and musingly; his brow grew more clouded, and he
pressed his lips more firmly together. Suddenly he paused
before Duroc, and, being alone, spoke to him no longer in
the tone of a master, but with the unreservedness of a friend.

“ Legitimacy is a terrible power, Duroc,” said he, hastily;
“it is what I cannot vanquish with all my cannon. Sover-
eigns and princes know it full well, and that is the reason of
their obstinacy. They oppose their ancestors to my vietorious
eagles, and when, by virtue of my right as conqueror, I enter
their palaces and take possession of them, I find there the
proud company of their forefathers, who seem to look scorn-
fully down on me, and tell me, ‘You are after all but an in-
truder and usurper, while we are and shall remain here the
rightful owners.” I am sick and tired of playing this part of
usurper. I shall overthrow all dynasties, expel all legitimate
sovereigns—and there shall be no other throne than mine. I
shall be at least the first legitimate monarch of the new
era!’

“ And expelled princes will sit in some nook of your im-
mense empire,” said Duroc, laughing, “and sing to the people
the same song of legitimacy; and it will be listened to as one
of the fairy stories of childhood, in which they believe no
more.”’

“But they shall believe in my legitimacy!” exclaimed Na-
poleon, quickly. “Iwill be the first of the Napoleonic sover-
eigns.” His brow was clouded again. “But it is true,” he
murmured, “in order to found a dynasty, I need ason. I
must have legitimate children. It will be no fault of mine if
circumstances compel me to divorce Josephine; for I will not,
like Alexander of Macedon, conquer exclusively for the benefit
of my generals. I need an heir to my empire.”

“Sire, you have one in the son of the empress, noble King
Eugéne.” >

“No,” exclaimed the emperor, gloomily, “the son of the

. Viscount de Beauharnais cannot be heir to my throne. My

blood does not flow in his yveins. Oh, why did the young
Napoleon die! I had destined him to succeed me, because he
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was of my blood, and a scion of my family.* Poor Josephine!
if her tears and prayers could have saved the child’s life, I
should never have thought of taking another wife.”

“What!” exclaimed Duroe, in dismay, “your majesty
thinks of repudiating the empress!”

“My heart never will repudiate her,” replied Napoleon,
drawing a sigh. “I shall always love her, for she deserves it.
She is generous and high-minded, good and graceful. I never
loved another woman as I love her—and never shall. Jud ge,
therefore, what a cruel blow it will be to my heart, should I
be compelled to separate from her.”

“If you should, sire,” said Duroe, in a voice quivering
with emotion,—"if you repudiate the empress, you would
thereby sign your own death-warrant, and Josephine would
not survive it.”

“She will have to survive it like myself,” exclaimed the
emperor, impetuously. “I shall suffer no less—nay, I shall
suffer more than she, for she never loved me as I love her,
Her tears will fall for the lost splendor of the throne—not for
her hushand. But I shall bewail the beloved wife.”

“ No, sire,” said Duroc, almost indignantly, “you are un-
just. The empress loves you—you alone. She accepted the
crown reluctantly and with tearful eyes, and will not weep
when she loses it. She will mourn for her husband only,
whom she adores, and not for the crown which adorns but also
oppresses her brow.” , _

“Ah, what a warm advocate the empress has!” exclaimed
Napoleon, smiling. “ Do you really believe that she loves me
so disinterestedly?”

“Sire, I am convinced of it, and so is your majesty.- The
empress loves in you her dear Bonaparte, and not the em-
peror. She loves you more ardently than any other woman
could do. Sire, permit an old, well-tried friend and servant
to warn you. Do not banish Josephine from your heart, for
she is your guardian angel.” !

Napoleon did not reply immediately, but looked melancholy
and abstracted. :

“It 1s true,” he said, after a long pause, “Josephine
brought success; until I married her every thing around meé
was forbidding and dark. She appeared like a sun by my
side, and we rose together.”

*The oldest son of the King of Holland, Napoleon's brother, and of Hortense,

Josephine’s daughter, had been declared Napoleon's successor and adopted son. He
died of croup, in 1805, in his seventh year.
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“Sire, all will darken again, if you suffer your sun to set.”

“Ah, bah! these are nothing but fantastic dreams!” ex-
claimed Napoleon, after a brief silence. “I am the architect
of my fortune—I alone. Josephine did not assist me in
erecting my edifice; she only adorned it with her smiling
grace. I shall do what fate and my people have a right to
expect of me, but I do not say that it must be done immedi-
ately. I have time enough to wait; for as yet I do not stand
on the pinnacle to which I am aspiring. My plans are not
yet accomplished. I hope that I shall not die at so early an
age as my father. I need ten years more to carry out my
purposes. A sovereign ought not to set too narrow limits to
his: wishes; but mine—they are boundless. Like the con-
queror of Darins, I must rule the world, and I hope that my
desire will one day be fulfilled. Nay, I feel convinced that I
and my family will occupy all the thrones of Europe. Then
it will be time for me to have a wife who will give an heir to
my empire, and a son to my heart. Until then, my friend,
keep the matter secret; do not mention what I have told you.
The portraits of the old kings, with their surly faces, have
impressed me very disagreeably, and it is in defiance of them
that I say, I will one day have a wife—a daughter of the
Casars—who will think it an honor to bear a son to the mod-
ern Casar! When the time comes, however, I shall remind
you of this hour, and then request you, in the name of the
confidence which I have reposed in you, to prepare my poor,
beloved Josephine for the blow that is menacing her and my-
self, and which I then shall ward off no longer. But a truce
to these matters! Let us go to Sans-souci. Come!”

“Bire, before your majesty has dined ?”

“Ah, you are hungry, then? You would like to dine?”

“Sire, I believe all the gentlemen entertain the same desire.
None of us have tasted food for eight hours.”

“Eight hours, and you are already hungry again? Truly,
this German air exerts a bad effect upon my brave marshals.
Like the Germans, you want to eat all the time. - Well, let it
80 be; as we are in Germany, I will comply with your wishes.
Let us dine, therefore, and afterward go to the country-
palace of Frederick II. Be kind enough to issue your orders,
grand-marshal. Let the horses be ready; we shall set out as
soon as we have dined. = Tell Roustan to come to me!”

Napoleon was now again the soveieign, and it was in this
capacity that he dismissed Duroe, who left the room with a




NAPOLEON AND QUEEN LOUISA.

respectful bow. Roustan, who had already heard the order in

the anteroom, glided past him to assist Constant in the em-
peror’s toilet,

CHAPTER IX,
ANS-S0UCL

Duroc hastened once more throngh the rooms and halls to
the corridor, where the palace-steward came to meet him.

: Dinner is ready, grand marshal,” he said.

- And have you set another table in the adjoining room?”

3 Your orders have been punctually obeyed.”

. ]]]:3’,9 good enough, then, to conduct me to the large dining-

The steward bowed in silence, and led the way. All the
marshals and generals were already assembled when Duroc
entered. :

" Gentlemen,” he said, smiling, “ his majesty is now oceu-
pied with his toilet, and Roustan has assured me that it would
last h_alf an hour. We have half an hour, therefore, to take
our dinner.” Followed by the others, he went into the next
room. A table had been set there, and appetizing odors in-
vited them to sit down to it. i

“Now, steward, have every thing served up as quick as
possible. We have but twenty minutes left.” During that
time there reigned profound silence, only now and then in-
terrupted by a word or a brief remark. The marshals con-
tented themselves in making the viands disappear, and empty-
ing the bottles. Duroc, who had frequently cast anxious
glances at the large clock, now rose hastily. ~“ Gentlemen,”
he sal.d, ‘ our time is up, and we must be ready for the BI;l-:
peror’s dinner. I will go to his majesty, and conduct him to
the dining-hall. T hope all of you have eaten well, so as not
to need much of the official repast to which we are going.
The emperor has graciously ordered us all to dine with him.
Be so kind as to repair to the hall.”

When Napoleon entered, a few minutes later, preceded by
Duroc, he found all the marshals assembled. - The dinner
commenced, and he, it seemed, was no less hungry-than his
generals, for not only did he eat his soup with -the utmost
rapidity, but when he saw one of his favorite dishes placed

SANS-SOUCL 1

near him, he smiled and nedded kindly to the grand marshal,
who was standing at his right, and presented him a glass of
wine.

“See how attentive these dear Germans are!” hesaid. “If
I am not mistaken, this is my favorite dish, fricassée a lo
Marengo.” :

“Yes, sire, I sent the bill of fare hither last night by the
courier who announced your majesty’s arrival, and I am glad
to see that it has been punctually attended to.”

“So these German cooks know already how to prepare a
Jricassée & lo Marengo? Who has taught them this?”

“Your majesty; your majesty is now the cook and butler
for all Germany—everybody has become familiar with your
favorite dishes.” ; :

The emperor smiled. Placing a piece of bread on his fork,
he dipped it into the dish, and repeated this several times;
and when the grand marshal placed before him a silver plate,
filled with a portion of the same, he commenced to eat rapidly.
Aware of his habit, his attendants had taken care that the
pieces of meat were sufficiently small, and the whole dish not
too hot. He began to eat the meat with a fork, and the
sauce with a spoon, but he scemed to regard both as too in-
convenient; for he laid them aside, and, after the fashion of
the Turks, used his delicate white hands, adorned with dia-
mond-rings.* Scarcely twelve minutes had elapsed when he
rose. The grand marshal immediately presented to him a
golden basin and a napkin to wash his hands.

Napoleon’s guests had done well in dining beforehand; for,
as the servants did not attend to them so quickly as to their
master, and as they, moreover, were not able to eat so fast as
he, they would assuredly have risen hungry from the table.t

#(onstant, for many years Napoleon's devoted wvalet de chambre, gives in his
reminiscencesa detailed aceount of the emperor's habits, and writes as follows about
his mode of dining: **The great rapidity with which the emperor was accustomed
to eat was frequently very injurious to his health. One of *he immediate effects of
this habit was, that he did not eat very cleanly. He liked t¢ ase his fingers instead
of a fork, and, indeed, instead of a spoon. Great care was taken always to place &
favorite dish before him, He partook of it in the manner above described, dipping
his bread into the sauce, which did not prevent the other guests from eating of the
same dish, or at least such as wished to do so, and there were few who did not. I
have even seen some who pretended to regard this favorite dish as a way of doing
homage to the emperor. Napoleon’s favorite dish was a sort of chicken-fricassée,
called, in honor of the conqueror of Italy, ‘fricassée a la Marengo.’—Constant,
Mémoires, vol. ii., p. 56. ;

+The guests invited to the imperial table always dined beforehand. The em-
peror, in the haste with which he ate, did not notice that the others had no time to
doso. Once, when he departed from the table, and Eugéne, his stepson, rose imme-
diately after him, Napoleon turned to him, and said : ** But you have had no time

toeat?”  Pardon me,” replied the prince, **I dined beforehand.”—**Mémoires de
‘Constant," veol. ii., p. 5.




