BLUCHER AS A WRITER.

“Boys!” he shouted, in a clarion voice, “this is a butchery
to-day; let us stop a moment, take a drink, and fill our pipes.
—Pipe-master, my pipe!”

“Did I not say that you would soon need me?” asked Hen-
nemann, in a trinmphant voice. “ Here s your pipe, general!”

When the horses had taken breath, and the bold hussars a
drink, and filled their pipes, the general’s voice was again
heard: “ Forward in God’s name!—we shall soon be done with
the French!”

Toward dusk the battle was decided. In wild disorder fled
the enemy, delayeg by the softened soil, blinded by the rain,
and obstructed by the Katzbach and the Neisse, with their
roaring waters swelling every moment. In hot pursuit was
the exultant victor, thundering with his cannon, and hurling
death into the ranks of the fugitives. Field-pieces were
planted on the banks of those streams, and when the French
approached, they were greeted with fearful volleys. Turning
in dismay, flashing swords and bayonets menaced them. Piles
of dead were lying on the banks of the Katzbach; thousands
of corpses were floating down the foaming waters, showing to
Silesia the bloody trophies of battle, and that Blucher had at
length #ken revenge upon his adversary. At seven o’clock

in the evening all was still. On all sides the French had fled,

CHAPTER XXXVI.
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DARENESS came, and the rain continued. The “dear little
angels in heaven,” who, as Blucher said in the morning, wept
for joy at the prospect of a fight, were mow perhaps shedding
tears of grief at the many thousands lying on the battle-field
with gaping wounds, and whose last sighs were borne away
on the stormy wind of the night.

Blucher rode across the field toward his headquarters; no
one was by his side but his friend, General Gneisenau, and,
at some distance behind them, Christian Hennemann, hold-
ing a burning pipe in his mouth. Absorbed in deep reflec-
tions, they were riding along the dreadful road strewed with
dead and wounded soldiers, and through pools of blood. Even
Blucher felt exhausted after the day’s work; his joy was sup-
pressed by the incessant rain that had drenched his clothes,
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and by the groans of the dying, which rent his ears and filled
his soul with compassion. ~But soon overcoming his sadness
he turned ifoward Gneisenaun., “Well,” he said, “this battié
we haye gained, and all the world will have to admit it; now
let us think what we may put into our bulletin to tell the
people Zow we have gained it. For ten years past Bonaparte
has issued such high-sounding accounts of his victories that
I always felt in my anger as though my heart were a bomb-
shell ready to burst. Well, this time, let us also draw u
such a bulletin of victory, and show that we have Iearneg
something. Let us proclaim that we hage conquered, and
dr:‘x:.v up the document as soon as we arrive at Brechtelshof.”
“General, you will have to decide the name of the battle,”
sm‘(‘l gumi?n%u.. “ How is it to be known in history ?” :
es, that is true,” said Blucher, thoughtfully, ;
ha}:e Ll Well, propose one, Gneiseniu!:f’u“},' ol
We might call it the battle of Brechtelshof, because the
headquarters of our brave chieftain, our Father Blucher, are
ab ‘:ﬂlll\ilt P%ELCG,"tsaic_l Gneisenan, in a mild tone. :
20, 40 M0t mix me up with the matter,” sai gos
i}iastlly; the good God has vouchsafed us a vict%r%hllfz}tl-i;
umbly thank Him for it, and not grow overbea-:t'ing‘,—“"'lit
I have it now! We shall call it, in honor of General ;'0’
Sacken, the battle of the Katzbach; for, by Sacken’s vi orouﬂs
cannonade frgm Eichholz, on the Katzbach, and with 519 as-
sistance of his brave cavalry, that drove the enemy into the
fl;'}llw;irbwe g:up;tii tl;)etvlictory, and the battle ought to have
at name. ‘The batt zbach I’—W ;
e e of the Katzbach!”—Well, here are
“ Now,egeneral, you must rest,” said Gnejsens i
Eggélerneis of a son. “You must change 3-'01:1:“(1,1':3‘;;5}1’5;};38
o ;:;(f ;f%{;i?_ on yeur laurels, though there is but a straw
Blucher shook his head. “M clothes wi 7 qui i
I keep them on my body,” he ysaid, “and 1% gzrgstqgtl)czf Sgczf
;ve have stﬂl_ a great many things to attend to; we mubst, in-
orm the king of our victory, take care of our wounded
arrange for tl}e pursuit of the enemy; and, finally, write thc:.
bnlletins of victory. We may take refreshment. but I do not
care for laurels with it—Ilaurels are bitter, But let us tak :
m}_}i‘l]‘ié and smoke a pipe.—Pipe-master!” e
liteen minutes afterward, General B] ‘ ered wi
Gneisenau the small chamber called his llga%}aeéaftzigl;egiféﬁg
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other rooms were filled with the wounded prior to the gen-
eral’s arrival at Brechtelshof. Painshad been taken to render
this chamber as cosy and comfortable as possible, and, when
Blucher entered, he was gratified in seeing a straw mattress
near the wall, and on the table (beside a flickering tallow-
candle placed in a bottle) a flask of wine, with a few glasses,
and near it a large inkstand and several sheets of paper.
“Well,” cried Blucher, cheerfully, “let us divide frater-
nally, Gneisenau; I will take the wine, and you the ink.
But, first, I will give you a glass, and in return you will after-
ward let me have a drop of ink.” Sitting down on one of
the wooden stools, he quickly filled two glasses to the brim.
“Gmeisenau,” he said, solemnly, “let us drink this in honor
of those who are lying on the battle-field, and who have died
like brave men! May God bid them welcome, and be a mer-
ciful Judge to them! TLet us drink also in commemoration
of Queen Louisa and Scharnhorst, who both doubtless looked
down upon us from heaven to-day, and assisted us in achiev-
ing a victory. To them I am indebted for all I am. But
for the angelic face of the queen the calamity of the accursed
year 1807 would have driven me to despair and death; and
but for Scharnhorst I should never have been appointed gen-
eral-in-chief. Why, they all considered me a bombastic old
dotard of big words and small deeds; but Scharnhorst de-
fended me before the king and the emperor, and what I am
now I am through him, because he, the noblest of men, be-
lieved in'me. And I will not give the lie to his faith, I will
still accomplish glorious things—to-day’s work is only a be-
ginning.”

“But what you have done to-day is something glorious,
your excellency,” said Gneisenau. “That we have gained
the battle, thanks to your generalship and the enthusiasm
of the troops, is not the greatest advantage. A more im-
portant one is, that the Silesian army has been able to prove
what it is, and what a chieftain is at its head. Now, all those
will be silenced who constantly mistrusted and suspected ns;
who tried to sow the seeds of discord between the Silesian
army and the headquarters of the allies; and who were intent
on preventing your excellency from entering upon an inde-
pendent and energetic course of action.”

“It is true, they call me a mad hussar,” said Blucher,
shrugging his shoulders; “and Bonaparte, as I read some-
where the other day, calls me even a drunken hussar. Well,
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1o matter! let them say what the
; t Y please.
E?Oey cjﬂ;} all, to some extent, justified in making such asser.
Wh?csﬁ IOI;VIasCiII])}J'Ot d-(Ietny th:]tlt the years of waiting, during
i 1ged to swallow my grief, reallv ma
little mad, and with sobriet ke
vl oriety I never intend to meet Bopg.
%?Elte"'but’ for all that, 1t is unnecessary for me to be (ﬁ?:;a]l{
]eL 1t]1:1]ne. I am still intoxicated with joy that we have at
gth been allowed to attack the French, and God grant th;t
naﬂmfxoiefetr a\vakin fl‘Ollzl this intoxication! Wel] Gneise
> 1 €% Us 0 to work!—you with the ink. gnd ith
the wine! . Draw u o it
! D the necessary 1nstructions for t} rsul
ff i':he enemy, and, in the mean time, I will considell('a lelll-Slut
1ave to write,” g
Gneisenau took the
Pen, and wrote
drank. Half an hour passed in siler, i
. Halt passed in silence; Gneisenan tl i
dowgn his pen, for he had finished the inst,ruetion,%' and ﬁﬁu}ﬁld
pus led the glags aside, for the bottle was empty ; =
I },Jeg _leave now to read the instructions %
]en“cyv, sald Gneisenau.
I\Eal,” saii:l Blucher, “not now!
Some thoughts, and if I defer writing th
1 E1oug he dow ; + 11
ﬂy‘ti,:my like young swallows, Sucﬁg ideag: tlglnéugmgo“i)u
written down, are not aceustomeq to have their nest in m:

head, and for this reason I i
cad, ar _ will let them ont imp ediately
]lerlrll t‘}z};tt?; 'et(])] aEhe kmg;l a?d tt)O the city of Breslal: j:{ffs]l.fﬁiné
] : ¢ gained the battle, and the city of Bres
16 ought to do somethine for : e
g tor my wounded. Give me t) :
}I}es‘}'ﬁﬁt no’t beﬂ long about 1t.”  With extraordinary ra;i%?g,
= fo e words of such a size that it would have been eaﬁy
mt(.ln a(});'ha sh}orzimghted p&arsvn to read them at g disf;'mcg
and, ough they were drawn across the s irropt
ularly, the general always took pai vt b
\ ] 3 108 to have broad intervals
between the lines, that there e S B
' e lix °re might be no probabilit
Ing them 1]leg1blé A sheet w b Bl
gt ; as soon filled:
%slfszgnature, and contemplated the pape(;'{ }oflgc}ggmﬁ?sd
31{11 an houé' afterward two other sheets, filled with strf-ﬁz e;
a E}ncout ch.aract-qrs, lay before the old general an:iig
?wihite llzt tpen ”aslide W&th a sigh, “It ig a.bominablc,work tls
_ €rs, = he said; “I cannot comprehend .
2 Lo ) end why
sonxisﬁn}du’ “ho‘fn‘e $0 good a soldier, at t-hlza same ti‘r‘;:izay ki(g:’
ol ng to wield the pen. It ig not my forte, although ;
write' 0 Ilon once to be a savant, and really become a solﬂ%J of
r. In those calamitous days, subsequent to 1807, de
, de-

Blucher the glass, and

I have myself gathered

E

And, moreover,
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spair and ennus sought for some relief to my mind, and made
me write a book, and I believe a good one.”

“A book?” asked Gneisenau, in amazement. “And you
had it printed, your excellency?” ‘ s

“Not I; I was no such fool as to do that. The critics and
newspaper edifors, who talk about every thing, and know
nothing, would have pounced upon my bock, and severely

“censured it. No, my dear Gneisenau, one must not cast

pearls before swine. I keep my book in my desk, and show
1t only to those whom I particularly esteem. When we re-
turn home from the campaign I will let you read it; I know
it will please you, and you will learn something. My work
is called ‘Observations on the Instruction and Tactics of
Cavalry.” A splendid title, is it not? Well, you may believe
me, there is a great deal in it, and many a one would be glad
of having written it.* Let us say no more about it. Here
are my two dispatches; there is the letter to the king, and
here is my letter to the city of Breslau, and—you must do
me a favor, (neisenaun. You must read what I have written,
and if I have made any blunders in orthography or grammar,
be so kind as to correct them.”

“But; your excellency,” said Gueisenau, “no one can ex-
press himsef so vigorously as you, and no one knows how to
put the right word in the right place as quickly as you do.”

“Yes, as to the words, you are right. But the grammar!
there’s the rub. Men are so foolish as to refuse speaking as
they please, but render life even more hurdensome by all sorts
of grammatical rules. I havenever in my whole life paid any
attention to them, but have spoken my mind freely and fear-
lessly. But as people really do consider him a blockhead who
does not talk as they do, let us humor them, and please cor-
rect my mistakes; but, pray, do so in such a manner that it
will not be found out.” He handed Gneisenau the pen, and
pushed the two letters toward him. “Correct what I have
written,” he said; “in the mean time I will read what you
have written.”

“And pray be so kind as to correct it, too, your excellency,”
begged Gneisenau, “for possibly I may have made mistakes
weighing heavier than mere infractions of grammatical rules,
and I may not have succeeded in rendering your instructions

in words as concise and distinct as you gave them to me.”

*Blucher was proud of this work, the only one he ever wrote, and alwaysreferred
to it in terms of great satisfaction.—Vide Varnhagen von Ense; “Life of Prince
Blucher of Wahlstatt,” p. 530.
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“Well, we shall see,” exclaimed Blucher, smiling, and tak-
ing up the paper.

“Very good,” he said, after reading it through, “every
thing is done just as I wished it, and if all our commanders
act in accordance with these instructions, we shall give the
enemy no time for taking a position anywhere, but completely
disperse his forces without being compelled to fight another
battle.”

“ And when the city of Breslau reads this noble and affect-
ing plea for your wounded,” said Gmeisenau, “ they will he
nursed in the most careful manner, and our able-bodied gol-
diers will receive wagon-loads of food and refreshments. And
when the king reads this dispateh, announcing our victory in
langnage so modest and unassuming, his heart will feel satis-
faction, and he will rejoice equally over the victory and the
general to whom he is indebted for it.”

“ Have you corrected the grammatical blunders?”

“I have, your excellency; I have erased them so cautiously
that no one can see that any thing has been corrected.”

“Well, then, be so kind as to dispatch a courier.”

“ But, your excellency,” said Gneisenau, “shall the courier
take only these two dispatches? Have you forgotten that you
promised Madame von Blucher to write to her after every bat-
tle, whether victorious or not, and that I solemnly pledged her
Iy word to remind your excellency of it?”

“Well, it is unnecessary to remind me,” cried Bluecher,
taking up the letter he had first written, ¢ Here is my letter
to Amelia. She is a faithful wife, and I surely owed it to her
to tell her first that the Lord has been kind and gracious
enough toward me to let me gain the battle, But you need
not correct it. My Amelia will not blame me for my gram-
matical blunders, and to her I freely speak my mind,”

“Did you inform your wife, too, that you drew your sword
yourself, and rushed into the thickest of the fray?”

“ I'shall take good care not to tel] her any thing of the kind,”
exclaimed Blucher, “As far as that is concerned, T did not
speak my mind to her. It is true I had promised my dear
wife to be what she calls sensible, and only to command and
play the distinguished general who merely looks on while
othersdo the fighting. But it would not do—you must admi,
Gneisenau, it would not do; I could not stand still like a

Scarecrow, while my old adjutant, Katzeler, was charging
with the hussars; I had to go with them, if it cogst my life,
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You will do me the favor, however, not to betray it to
Amelia.” :

“Even though T should be silent, your excellency, your

ife would hear of it.”

Wl‘f‘eYon believe Hennemann will tell her?” asked BIucl}er,
almost in dismay. “Yes, it is true, she has ordered the pipe-
master not to lose sight of me in battle, and always te remain
near me with the pipe. Well, the fello}v has kegt his word;
but he will now also fulfil what he promised my wife, and tell
her every thing.  Yes, the pipe-master will tell her that I was
in the charge of the light cavalry.” i :

“Yes,” exclaimed Gneisenau, smiling, “he will betray to
your wife'and to history that Blucher fought and charged at
the battle of the Katzbach like a young man of twenty.
But for the pipe-master history might not know it at all.’

“Gneisenan, you are decidedly too sharp,” cried Blucher,
stroking his mustache. * Well, please forward the dispatches,
and then let us try to sleep alittle. We must Invigorate our-
selves, for we shall have plenty to do to-morrow. ‘Forward,
always forward!” until Bonaparte is hurled from his throne;
and hurled from it he will be! Yes, as sure as there is a
God in heaven!”

CHAPTER XXXVII.
THE REVOLT OF THE GENERAILS.

Ox the morning of the 10th of October, Napoleon took
leave of the King and Queen of Saxony, after dehvem‘ng at
Eilenburg, whither he had repaired with the royal family of
Saxony, a solemn and enthusiastic address to the corps which
his faithful ally, King Frederick Augustus, had added to his
army, and which was to fight jointly with the French against
his enemies. He then entered the carriage and rode to Duben,
followed by his staff, the whole park of artillery, and all the
equipages. Gloomy and taciturn, the emperor, on his arrival
at the palace of Duben, retired into his apartments and spread
out the maps, on which colored pins marked the various
positions of the allies and his own army. “They are three to
one against me,” he murmured, bending over the maps and
contemplating the pins. “Were none but determined and
energetic generals, like Blucher, at their head, my defeat
would be certain. They would fhen hem me in, bring on a
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