THE FALL OF MAXIMILIAN.

A WOMAN’S REMINISCENCES OF MEXICO DURING THE FRENCH INTER-
VENTION, WITH GLIMPSES OF MAXIMILIAN, HIS ALLIES AND ENEMIES.

BY SARA Y. STEVENSON.

GENERAL CASTELNAT.

MENERAL CASTELNAU and
his party arrived in the capi-
A\ talon October 21, 1866. A few
days after their arrival, Mme.
Magnan invited a number of
us to take supper at her house,
after the opera, to meet the newcomers.

The general was a tall, middle-aged man
of prepossessing mien and soldierly bearing.
A charming talker, his manners were those
of one accustomed to the best society. He
readily fell into our easy life.

He constantly invited us to his box at the
opera, and at first arranged pleasant parties;
but later, when the gravity of the situation
weighed upon him, and his health suffered
under it, while he often placed the box at
our disposal, he came to it only when equal
to the exertion.

Notwithstanding manyadmirable qualities,
the general was scarcely strong enough for
the part which he was called upon to play.
Indeed, it is difficult to imagine how any re-
presentative of the Emperor of the French,
at this stage, could have assumed control of
events. Looking back upon it now, it would
seem as though, under existing conditions,
arbitration alone could have stemmed the
current of human passion then hurrying all
involved toward the final catastrophe.

The knowledge that Napoleon I1I, who had
set up his throne, was now in accord with
the United States government and with the
Liberal leaders to tear it from under him,
stung Maximilian to the quick. He not un-
naturally felt a strong desire to remain a
stumbling-block in the way of negotiations
which to him seemed treacherous and infa-
mous. When General Castelnau arrived he
was hesitating. The presence of Napoleon’s
aide-de-camp was not calculated to soothe
his feelings. The return of General Miramon
and General Marquez at this crisis again
turned the tide of events.

These men, formerly set aside through
French influence, felt a resentment which
added strength to their party feeling. The

confidence of the Emperor in their ability
once more to rally the people about his
banner, through the influence of the clergy,
triumphed over his indecision. Sefior Lares
had promised him the immediate control of
four million dollars and of an army ready to
take the field. Now here were old, experi-
enced leaders to take command.

He hesitated no longer. Breaking with
all declared principles of policy, he threw
himself into the arms of the clerical party,
and pledging himself to reinstate the clergy
and to return to the church its confiscated
property, prepared to play his last hand with-
out the French.

The marshal was anxiously awaiting the .
promised documents which were to announce
the final terms of abdication. Instead of
these, Colonel Kodolitch was sent by the
Emperor to arrange the preliminary details
for the return of the Austro-Belgian troops.
The letter announcing his arrival (October
31) was, moreover, sufficiently ambiguous in
its wording to leave Maximilian a loophole
by which to escape from his former declared
intention. The negotiations were now opened
anew. A meeting of the council of state was
called at Jalapilla, to which the marshal was
summoned, «to consider the establishment
of a stable government to protect the inter-
ests that might be compromised,» ete. The
French government had, however, already
come to an understanding with the United
States, and the French agents in Mexico
deemed it best that the marshal should not
be present. .

After a three days’ session, the meeting
at Orizaba resulted in a plan of action cal-
culated to bring about a complete rupture
between Maximilian and his former allies.

On December 1 Maximilian issued his
official manifesto, in which he announced
his intention to call together a national con-
gress, and his determination, upon the repre-
sentations of his council and his ministers,
to remain at the head of affairs.

When Cortez, after landing upon the coast
of Mexico, decided to burn his ships, he did
not more thoroughly cut off his retreat than
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did Maximilian when, throwing himself into
the hands of the reactionaries, he wrote his
final letter to Marshal Bazaine, and published
his manifesto. All personal relations now
virtually ceased between the Emperor and
the marshal. Official communications were
carried on through the president of the
council of state. :

On the very day when the imperial procla-
mation was issued, General Sherman and
Messrs. Lewis, Plumb, and Campbell arrived
in the port of Vera Cruz, on board of the
Susquehanna. The event caused genuine
surprise.

A few days before their arrival, the mar-
shal had received from the Marquis de Mon-
tholon a notice of their departure on a
mission having for its object the rein-
statement of the government of Juarez
without conflict with the French, the ab-
dication of Maximilian being then regarded
as a fact.

General Magruder, who met the American
envoys in Havana, reported to them that at
the date of his departure from Mexico, on
November 1, Maximilian was on the eve of
retiring; thathehad been detained at Orizaba
only by the arrival of Generals Miramon
and Marquez; and that the common under-
standing was that the government had been
handed over to Marshal Bazaine.

The American consul called upon the
commander-in-chief, and told him that his
government was acting in concert with the
Tuileries to restore the republic, and that
General Porfirio Diaz was the leader into
whose hands the care of the capital should
be transferred in order to avoid possible
bloodshed. He therefore urged upon the
marshal the expediency of inviting him to
advance near to the city. According to M.
de Kératry, Mr. Otterburg even informed
him that arrangements had been made with
the bankers of the capital to assure one
month’s pay to the troops of the Liberal
leader. This episode plainly illustrates the
lack of concert and of mutual understand-
ing so characteristic of every attempt made
at this time by the French leaders at home
and abroad to steer out of the cruel posi-
tion in which the national honor had been
placed.

LAST EFFORTS.

THE unlooked-for result of his negotiations
was a severe blow to General Castelnau. He
had not once beensummoned to the Emperor’s
presence, and the principal object of his mis-
sion had utterly failed. The gravity of the
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situation, as well as its annoyances, weighed
upon him, and he was ill and depressed.

A last attempt was made by the French
representatives, on December 8, to demon- -
strate to Maximilian, in a joint note, the
impossibility of sustaining himself with-
out the French army. General Castelnau an-
nounced to him that the return of the troops
would take place during the first months of
1867. A few days later (December 13) the
effect of this communication was heightened
by a despatch from Napoleon III, then at
Compiégne, peremptorily ordering the return
of the foreign legion.

By the treaty of Miramar, the services of
the legion were insured to Maximilian for six
years; but what did Napoleon then care for
treaties! '

General Castelnau made one more personal
effort to save the situation. Accompanied by
Mr. Dano and the Comte de St. Sauveur, he
started on December 20 for Puebla, where
Maximilian was the guest of the archbishop
of the diocese.

According to a note received from one of
the travelers, they were at first sanguine of
success, so impossible did it seem that the
Emperor would seriously persevere in his
resolve. But although they remained several
days, and did their utmost to win over the
Emperor’s Mexican advisers, nothing came
of this supreme attempt. They were reluc-
tantly admitted to anaudience by Maximilian.
In the course of this interview he recognized
the fact that he probably must leave Mexico;
but declared himself the best judge of the
proper time for him to lay down his crown,
and claimed the right to turn over the reins
of government to the administration that
must succeed the empire.

Little show of good feeling existed now
between Napoleon’s special envoy and the
quartier-général. Indeed, the lack of har-
mony was spreading to officers of lesser
rank. Severe criticism was indulged in on
both sides. Never was the cynical old French
saying so fully borne out by fact: « Quand il
1’y a pas de foin au ratelier, les chevaux se
battent.» There was no success or even hon-
orable failure possible; and the racked brains
of the leaders found relief in unjust blame
of one another, and in mutual accusations,
which served only to lower the plane to
which the great impending disaster must
fall in the eyes of posterity.

The alluring mirage of a Latin empire had
completely vanished from the Western hori-
zon. Where it had stood, the dissatisfied
French army, under inharmonious leaders,
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now saw only a heavy bank of clouds and
every sign of the approaching storm.

DEBACLE.
~ UrcED by General Castelnau, the marshal

was steadily concentrating his troops. The.

foreign representatives were fast leaving the
country. Unmistakable symptoms of an ap-
proaching débdcle were everywhere visible,
and all who had been in any way conspicuous
in their sympathy with the intervention or
the empire were anxiously preparing for the
catastrophe.

The cheerfulness of the imperial capital
hadfaded away in the suspense and anxiety of
the moment. All wore grave, anxious faces.
Those who were going first were busy and
bustling. The Mexicans that one met in the
street looked sullen and often hateful. It did
not seem safe freely to express one’s opinions;
but thoughtful people felt that the close of
the intervention, if it did not carry with it
that of the empire, opened up possibilities
that one shuddered to contemplate. Young
and old, Mexicans and foreigners, realized
that they were playing a part in the opening
scene of the last act of a tragedy the dé-
nouement of which no one dared to guess.

A serious personal problem was now before
us. What were we to do? Closely connected
as we had been with the invaders, we could
expect little favor. Nor could we even de-
pend upon the protection of the United
States flag, as the Imperialists would for
some time at least remain in possession of
the capital. Yet to leave Mexico was a seri-
ous step for us to take; it meant abandon-
ing considerable property, and at such a
time this meant its loss.

The matter was decided for us at mili-
tary headquarters. - Our friends were clear
that the future was too uncertain for any
one to remain who had in any great de-
gree been connected with the intervention.
All earnestly urged us to go; and the remem-
brance of our early experience in Mexico
made us dread renewed exposure to in-
creased anxieties.

Every one was preparing for the exodus.
Remates, escorts, and other details of travel,
were the common topics of conversation. One
heard of little else than of the safest and
most comfortable way of getting down to the
coast. Bands of Liberals were said to be
everywhere closing in upon the neighbor-
hood; and although, of course, «diplomacy»
had made the retreat of the French secure,
some forethought must be exercised by
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travelers in order to insure safety on the
journey.

January 2 was fixed upon as the most
auspicious day for our departure. At this
date the first detachment of the army was
to be directed toward the coast, and we were
to follow in its wake. Moreover, all along
the road word had been sent to the military
authorities to look after our safety in their
respective jurisdictions, and everything was
done to smooth our way.

For some evenings before our departure
there was a round of simple festivities in the
little colony. We were to leave first, but all
must scatter soon. To me these entertain-
ments seemed as lugubrious as a prolonged
«wake» It was as though we were launch-
ing out in the night, and, like children in
the dark, we sang aloud to keep up our
courage.

For several days our patio rang with the
clanging of swords, as our numerous military
friends—I was about to say «comrades»-—
came to bid us God-speed and to offer their
services.

On our last night in Mexico a friend gave
us a midnight supper, from which we were
to step out at three o’clock in the morning
to meet the stage which was ordered to stop
and pick us up at the corner of the Paseo.
This was intended to be a jolly send-off; only
our nearest friends were asked. But what a
mockery of mirth!

For three mortal hours we strove to affect
what Henri Murger so wittily describes as
the « gaieté de croque-mort qui ’enterre lui-
méme »; and it was a relief when the moment
came to make our last preparations.

The small party escorted us to the place
where we were to board the coach. Oh, the
gloom of that early start in the darkness of
the morning! The dreariness of every one’s
attempt at cheerfulness! And then the ap-
proaching noise of the mules, and the
rumbling of the wheels, as the somber mass
neared the spot where we stood in weary ex-
pectancy. Exclamations of good will, kind
wishes, a pressure of the hand, a last kiss,
a farewell, a lump in the throat, a scurry,
and a plunge into the dark hole open to re-
ceive us. Aflast the start, and, looking back,
some whitish specks waving in the distance
against the dark, receding group of friends
left behind; and five years of my life, all the
youth I ever knew, were turned down and
closed forever! What was before me now?

We breakfasted at Rio Frio. Later in the
day, at Buena Vista, between Puebla and the
capital, we came upon a military encamp-
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ment. - It turned out to be the last remnant
of the Belgian corps, then awaiting orders
to proceed to the coast. As our stage halted,
we had a few words with Colonel van der
Smissen and other officers. There was in our
party a Belgian captain who was on his way
home. While chatting together, we saw at
some distance, against a background formed
by the Belgian camp, Princess Salm-Salm,
in her gray-and-silver uniform, sitting her
horse like a female centaur—truly a pic-
turesque figure, with her white couvre-nuque
glistening under the tropical sun.

The colonel had just received the intelli-
gence that Maximilian, with his escort, would
pass Buena Vista on the TMOTTOW, makmg his
way to the capital.

Before we left Puebla, where General
Douay was in command, we were told that
the Emperor had started upon his journey
to Mexico. He was escorted by a squadron
of Austrian cavalry. A body of French
Zouaves, who were to be relieved of duty
upon his reaching the capital, were protect-
ingthe road. Besidesthe officersof hishouse-
hold, his physician, and his confessor, Father
Fischer, Maximilian had with him General
Marquez and his staff.

The prince was returning to the capital to
prepare for the final struggle. He was de-
termined to take his chances. These had
been presented to him in as hopeful a light
as the imagination of his interested coun-
cilors could place them. Now the time
had come when he must arouse himself to
action.

At Orizaba we learned that the Liberals
were cloging in at every point upon the ever-
narrowing empire. The French having seized
upon the Vera Cruz custom-house in payment
of the war indemnity, the only source of
supply was cut off, and the stress for money
was terrible. The hopes of financial relief
mysteriously held out by the new cabinet had
turned out to be delusive, and, it was soon
found, were based upon the hope of a lot-
tery! When the time for action came, the
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parture of the next outgoing vessel to New
Orleans.

Here we were immediately called upon by
Colonel Dupin, the commander of the region,
who invited us to a breakfast to be given
in our honor. He strongly impressed upon
usthe necessity of keeping indoors and avoid-
ing exposure to the sun. Having been re-
quested from headquarters to look after us,
he regarded us as under his care, and evi-
dently felt the burden of the responsibility.

Colonel Dupin was a picturesque figure.
He was already an old man when I met him,
and was regarded in the army as a brilliant
officer of undaunted courage, but of ques-
tionable methods and of almost savage
harshness.

He had taken part in the Chinese war, was
present when the French and British allies
entered Peking, and had a share in the sack-
ing of the Summer Palace. He returned to
France laden with a rich booty, including
precious objects of artistic value, which he
boldly exhibited for sale in Paris. This was
against all military traditions, and in con-
sequence Colonel Dupin’s connection with
the army was severed. Time had elapsed
since this episode, however, and against
Maximilian’s expressed wishes he had been.
sent to Mexico by Napoleon himself to take
command of the contre-guérille formed for
the defense of the coast region against the
depredations of the Mexican bands. It was
a relentless warfare, in which the vindictive-
ness of the Mexicans met with cruel repri-
sals. The most exaggerated stories were told
of the brutality of the French commander,
who, in order to intimidate the inhabitants,
always in league with the guerrillas then in-
festing the region, treated them as accom-
plices whenever outhreaks occurred causing
loss of life and property. This treatment,
if it insured the submission of the people
was not likely to engender loyalty. More-
over, it earned for Colonel Dupin the title of
« Tigre,» of which, strange as it may appear,
he seemed, I thought, rather proud.

promised . millions melted away, and all that

the unfortunate monarch could scrape to-
gether, on the eve of entering upon a cam-
paign on which hung his life, was a paltry
fifty thousand dollars!

The troops were moving down. A large
number of transports were waiting, and a
fleet under Admiral la Ronciére le Noury
was in readiness to escort the marshal and
the army on the homeward journey.

TUpon our arrival at Vera Cruz, we stopped
at the Hotel de Diligencias to await the de-

THE CLOSE OF THE ¢INTERVENTION.»

THE French army, with the marshal, made
its final exit in state from the capital on
February 5. At the last, and in order to
insure their own safety, the French had
surrendered the points held by them directly
to the Liberal leaders.

Thanks to this prudent but unchivalrous
policy, the retreat of the army was as un-
eventful as had been the movement of con-
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DRAWN BY IRVING R. WILES, FROM A PHOTOGRAFH.

COLONEL DUPIN, COMMANDER OF THE « GONTRE-GUERILLA,» DISTRICT OF VERA CRUZ.

centration. The Liberal forces offered no
opposition, and their guerrillas did not even
harass the rear-guard of the retreating
French. Several thousand men, mainly from
the foreign legion, however, deserted. It is
said that the marshal claimed them, but Gen-
eral Marquez replied that if he wanted them
he might come and fetch them.

On March 8 the marshal arrived in Vera
Cruz with his last detachment, having lin-
gered on the way, in the hope that the mis-
guided Emperor might reconsider his deci-
sion and still be induced to join him. Orizaba
and Cordova were already in the hands of the
Liberals, and all communication with the cap-
ital had virtually been cut off. He had not
even heard of what had taken place since
his departure.

Letters from members of the marshal’s
staff, received after we sailed from Vera
Cruz, convey a graphic impression of the
last days of the intervention.

From one under date of February 28, 1867,
I quote the following passage:

VoL. LV.—108.

Vera Cruz is overcrowded; many of the troops
are on board their transports. The marshal is ex-
pected to-morrow. The Liberal army is already in
Tacubaya, and bands are at Tacuba and all around
the valley of Mexico ready to enter the capital.
Every one thinks that the Emperor must leave very
soon. Qur orders are to hurry off our last detach-
ments; perhaps we dread lest a cry for help should
come from Mexico. Terrible confusion prevails
here. Lodgings have given out, and officers sleep
anywhere in the streets. Last night Vicomte de
Noué slept on the staircase, having secured for
his wife a room in which four beds were made
for her, her three children, her two maids, her
two dogs, and her three parrots! The price for
such miserable accommodations is so exorbitant
that everybody prefers going immediately on
board. . . .

Another letter, dated March 4, says:

The marshal is as unpopular as ever with the
army. His methods are censured by everyone. The
transports are here. With a better system our
men might be shipped as soon as they arrive in
this God-forsaken hole. Instead of this, however,
unnecessary delay results in sickness among the
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rank and file. According to my orderly, who saw
them, fifteen men were picked up this morning
whom the surgeons had declined to embark. . . .

And the last, from another friend, under
date of March 12, on board the Castiglione,
says: ‘

We sail to-day at eleven o’clock. For twenty-
fourhoursoutof Vera Cruz weare to form an escort
to the Souverain, on board of which are the mar-
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establish his base of operations at Quers-
taro. This plan, evolved by Sefior Lares and
the clerical leaders, had for its ostensible ob-
ject to spare the capital the horrors of a
siege. But it was more than suspected that
a certain distrust had arisen between the
Emperor and his Mexican supporters. They
feared lest he also might make terms with
the national party; and they wished, by in-
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GENERAL MEJiA.

shal and his wife, in order that their Excellencies

may sail out of port in state. After this we will

make straight for Toulon. All our men are at this

moment on board their transports. The Mexican

colors are flying over the citadel. The French in-

tervention has come to a close, and is now a thing
" of the past. . . .

EPILOGUE.

THE end is known. On February 13 the Em-
peror, with Generals Marquez and Vidaurri,
at the head of a column of some two thou-
sand men, sallied forth from Mexico to

ducing him to leave the capital, to put it oub
of his power to sacrifice them or their cause.

However this may be, it is at Querétaro
that the last scene of the tragedy was en-
acted.

During the cruel weeks of mingled hope
and despair that had elapsed since he had
left Chapultepec, Maximilian had conquered
self. And nowthe ambitious Austrian prince,
the weak tool of intriguing politicians, the
upholder of religious and political retro-
gression, disappears; and where he had stood
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posterity will henceforth see only the noble
son of the Hapsbhurgs, the well-bred gentle-
man who, aware of his failure, was ready to
stand by it and to pay the extreme penalty
of his errors.

Before the figure of Maximilian of Austria,
from the time when he took command of
hig little army, and
resolved to stand
for better or worse
by those who had
remained faithful to
his fallen fortunes,

all true-hearted
men must bow
with respect. From
this time forth

his words and acts
were noble; and in
his attitude at this
supreme moment,
his incapacity as a
chief executive, his
moral and intellec-
tual limitations as a
man,are overlooked.
We forget that Le
was no leader when
we see how well he
could die.

It is noteworthy
that, with the ex-
ception of General
Miramon, those who
had most urgedupon
him the last sacri-
fice were not with
him to share it. Fa-
ther Fischer disap-
peared from the
stage of history al-
most as abruptly as
he had entered it. Sefior Lares and the
cabinet who were responsible for the last
plan of action carried out by the Em-
peror had remained in Mexico at the head
of affairs. General Marquez, when the repub-
lican forces closed in upon the doomed em-
pire, was sent from Querétaro with General
Vidaurri toraise suppliesand reinforcements.
He was vested with supreme authority as
lieutenant of the empire, and had pledged
himself to return with relief within twenty
days. The Emperor wearily counted the
hours as time went by; but, like the crow sent
out from Noal’s ark, General Marquez found
enough to occupy him in the satisfaction of
his own greed, and wag never again heard
from by him who sent him.

869

Overruling General Vidaurri, he deserted
his imperial master in his extremity. He
used the extraordinary powers given him to
establish himself in the capital, where, for
his own ends, he subjected the wretched in-
habitants to the most cruel extortions.
Routed before Puebla by General Diaz, who

at once proceeded

DON PEDRO RINCON GALLARDO, LIBERAL ARMY.

to besiege Mexico,
he undulyprolonged
the resistance of the
city after the final
downfall of the em-
pire, exposing it to
the = unnecessary
hardships of a four
months’ siege, the
horrors of which
were mitigated only
by the generosity
and forbearance of
the Liberal com-
mander.

When at last the
starving people rose
in indignation, and
would stand him no
longer, he suddenly
vanished. It is said
that he managed his
escape by conceal-
ing himself in a
freshly dug grave.
Twenty-seven years
elapsed before .the
Mexican «leopard»
dared show his face
once more in his
native land, now
transformed by the
triumph of the men
and of the institu-
tions against which he had so desperately
fought.

After a siege of over two months (from
March4toMay15), having abandoned all hope
of relief from without, starvation staring
him in the face, and ammunition beginning
to fail, Maximilian and his still faithful gen-
erals resolved to cut their way through the
enemy’s lines with the little army, then
numbering about nine thousand men and
thirty-nine guns.

This course had been urged for some
time, but General Miramon, ever sanguine
of ultimate success, had opposed the idea.
The night of May 14 was agreed upon for the
sorfie. All was in readiness. The gold and
gilver in the imperial treasury were divided
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SURRENDER OF MAXIMILIAN, MAY 15, 1867,

for safe-keeping among four or five trusted
men, one of whom was Colonel Lopez, who
had just received from Maximilian a decora-
tion for valor. When, however, the council
of war, called together to decide upon the
final details, assembled, General Mejia stated
that his preparations for the removal of his
artillery were not quite perfected, and it was
decided to postpone the venture until the
following night.

At dawn on May 15, the Emperor, betrayed
by Colonel Lopez, was surprised and sur-
rounded by the enemy in the convent of La
Cruz, where he had established his headquar-
ters. When Prince Salm-Salm, awakened and
warned at five o’clock in the morning by
Colonel Lopez himself, ran out of his room
to the Emperor’s apartments, no imperial
troops were near. It was evident that the
garrison of the place had been removed.

As Maximilian, his minister, General Cas-
tillo, and his secretary came forth to inquire
into what had happened, they found them-
selves face to face with the Liberal colonel
José Rincon Gallardo, who, with his com-
mand, was already in possession of the place.
With him was Colonel Lopez. The Liberal
colonel recognized the fallen Emperor; but,
perhaps foreseeing the terrible complications
involved in his capture, he feigned ignorance
of his identity, and said to his men, «Let
them pass, they are civilians» (« Que passen,
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son paisanos »), thus giving him a chance for
hig life.

Shortly afterward, having reached the
street, Maximilian wag endeavoring, by is-
suing orders to his scattered officers, to col-
lect together his remaining forces on the
Cerro de las Campanas, where he hoped to
make a last stand, when he was joined by
Colonel Lopez, whom, according to Prince
Salm-Salm, no one as yet suspected of being
the author of the infamy. The colonel had
come to persuade the prince to conceal him-
self; and as they talked, his horse was un-
expectedly brought to him, ready for flight.
It would therefore seem that in betraying
his master’s cause the wretched man had
not planned his personal destruction.

As the betrayed men continued their pro-
gress through the streets, on their way to the
cerro, they saw coming toward them a bat-
falion of the enemy; and among the officers
riding at their head again was Colonel Lopez.
Upon seeing the Emperor, they slackened
their pace, and once more he was allowed to
pursue his way.

Had he cared to avail himself of the op-
portunities afforded him then, it is just pos-
sible that, like Generals Arellano, Gutierrez,
and others, he might have succeeded in es-
caping from Querétaro. But noblesse oblige :
an admiral does not desert his ship or its
crew. Maximilian remained at his post.
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At last the cerro was reached, and here
the last disappointment awaited him. Instead
of his army, only a battalion occupied the
place, and, singly or in groups, the deserted
leaders assembled, unable to rally their men.

General Miramon, the man of action, al-
ways hopeful to the very last, was still at-
tempting to muster what troops he might
for a last effort, when at the corner of
a street he unexpectedly was faced by a
detachment of the enemy’s cavalry. The
commanding officer drew a revolver and shot
him, the bullet entering the right cheek and
coming out near his ear. The wounded chief
then sought refuge in the house of a friend
—who delivered him to his enemies that
afternoon!

In the bright sunlight of the May morning
there suddenly burst forth upon the air, al-
ready vibrating with the noise of the un-
equal conflict, a peal of bells from the
convent of La Cruz. This was the signal of
the success of the conspiracy, agreed upon
with the besiegers; and from the lines of
the Liberal army the clarions rang in wild,
exultant strains. Then the dense masses of
the enemy’s regiments marched forth; and
as they approached, the doomed leaders saw
their own followers go over and join them.
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Hemmed in upon the cerro with a few
faithful followers, every hope passed away.
No help came. It was now impossible, with
so feeble a force, to cut their way through
the lines of the Liberals, and from every side
the enemy poured fire upon the devoted band.

A flag of truce was sent, and Colonel
Echegaray, on behalf of the Juarists, came
to receive the Emperor as prisoner. At the
latter’s request, he was taken forthwith to
General Escobedo’s presence. To him he sur-
rendered his sword.

He was then turned over to General Riva-
Palacio, who showed him every courtesy, and
had him incarcerated in his old quarters at
the convent of La Cruz. Here he was visited
by some Liberal officers, among others by
Colonel José Rincon Gallardo and his brother
Don Pedro, the former of whom spoke to him
in contemptuous terms of the treason of Col-
onel Lopez. «Such men are used, and then
kicked,» he said. ‘

By ten o’clock all was over. The Mexican
empire, inaugurated with so much pomp and
glitter exactly three years before, had wearily
reached a miserable ending. The curtain then
falling upon its closing scene was a death-
pall; and of the young sovereigns who only a
short time before had regarded themselves
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as the anointed of Heaven, sent by a higher
power to strengthen the church and to up-
hold the principles of monarchy, one had
gone mad, and the other now stood an
expiatory victim about to be offered up to
republican resentment.

It would seem that Maximilian had at first
no thought that his life was in peril. This is
shown by his attempts to make terms with
General Escobedo on behalf of his foreign
followers, requesting that they and himself
should be safely conducted to the coast and
embarked; in exchange for which he pledged
himself never more to interfere in Mexican
affairs, and to issue orders for the disarma-
ment and immediate surrender of all strong-
holds now in the power of his followers.

Soon, however, he was removed to the con-
vent of the Capuchins, where he could be
more securely guarded; and the feeling be-
gan to grow that he must pay with his life
for his brief enjoyment of the Mexican
Crown.

Brought up for trial on June 13 before a
military tribunal, which held its court on
the stage of a public theater, he was ably
defended by Mexico’s foremost lawyers,
Messrs. Mariano Riva-Palacio, Martinez de
la Torre, Eulalio Ortega, and Jesus-Maria
Vazquez; but his doom was already sealed.
On June 14, at eleven o’clock at night, he
was sentenced to death.

Every effort was made by his lawyers and

THE CENTURY MAGAZINE.

cleverly used every means in a woman’s
power to accomplish the same end. In vain.

President Juarez could well afford to be
magnanimous; but under the existing social
conditions in Mexico, who, knowing all the
facts, could blameif stern justice was allowed
to take its course?

When Maximilian remained to carry on the
civil war on factional lines, after the French,
recognizing their mistake, had retired from
the country, he placed himself, if taken,
within the reach of the law. The people
were then rising in arms, ready to drive out
the empire. By his own act he deprived him-
self of the only excuse which he could logi-
cally offer for his presence in the country,
namely, that in good faith he had accepted
a crown offered him by what might be re-
garded as the suffrage of the nation, under
conditions with the creating of which he had
nothing to do. He was now only the factional
leader of a turbulent and defeated minority.

Moreover, only a few months before, when
General Miramon’s brilliant coup de main at
Zacatecas had come near to delivering into
his hands the president of the republican
government, his instructions to his lieuten-
ant, in anticipation of such a contingency,
were to bring the republican leaders to trial,
if caught, according to his too famous de-
cree, but to refer the execution of the sen-
tence to his imperial sanction. His official
letter to this effect had fallen into the hands
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by the foreign representatives whom he had
summoned to his side to obfain from the
republican government a mitigation of the
sentence. The Queen of England, the gov-

ernment of the United States, begged for .

mercy. Baron Magnus, Baron Lago, and M.
de Hoorickx, in the names of the European
monarchs allied to the prince by ties of
relationship, moved heaven and earth to in-
fluence the president. Princess Salm-Salm

of President Juarez. It is open to doubt
whether, in such an event, General Marquez,
then all-powerful, would have allowed the
Emperor to display mercy.

All hope of obtaining a commutation of the
sentence now at an end, the energies of his
friends were turned toward effecting his es-
cape. Three officers were bribed by Prince
Salm-Salm, and steps were taken to provide
the necessary disguise and conveyance for
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the party. The plan was to make for the
Sierra Gorda, whence Tuzpan could be
reached. From this point the party could
proceed to Vera Cruz, then still holding out
against the Juarists. The Austrian frigate
Elizabeth, under Captain von Groeller, was at
anchor in the port, awaiting the prince’s
pleasure.

The project had been seriously compli-
cated by the positive refusal on the part of
Maximilian to fly without Generals Miramon
and Mejia. All details, however, were at last
satisfactorily settled, and the night of June
2 was fixed for the attempt. On this night
the officers whose good-will had been secured
were to be on guard, and the plot seemed
easy of execution. But once more the innate
indecision of Maximilian’s character inter-
fered. For some trivial cause he postponed
the venture, and thus lost his last opportu-
nity. Too many were in the secret for it to
remain one. Some one made disclosures,
which reached the ears of the authorities,
and led to the complete isolation of the
prince from his- followers; and although

1 One of these letters, written to Sefior Don Carlos
Rubio, reads as follows:

Full of confilence, I come to you, being completely
without money, to obtain the swum necessary for the
carrying out of my last wishes. It will be returned to
you by my European relatives, whom I have constituted
my heirs,

I wish my body taken back to Europe near thatof the
Empress; I intrust the details to my physician, Dr.
Basch ; you will supply him with funds for the embalm-

another effort was afterward made, the sur-
veillance was now so close, and the conditions

~had grown so difficult, that it also came to

naught.

On June 15 tidings -of the Empress Char-
lotte’s death reached Querétaro. General
Mejia, who was the first to hear it, broke
it to Maximilian. While it stirred the very
depths of his nature, this false information
proved a help to him in his last moments.
The bitterness of leaving his unfortunate
wife in her helpless condition was thus spared
him.

«One tie less to bind me to the world,» he
said.

The execution had been fixed for June 16.
At eleven o’clock on that day sentence was
read to the condemned, who were told that
it would be carried into effect at three
o’clock on the same afternoon.

Mazximilian received the intelligence calm-
ly, and devoted the following hours, which
he deemed his last, to dictating letters to
Dr. Basch and tohis Mexican secretary, Sefior
Blasio.! He then confessed to Padre Soria
ing and transportation, and for the return of my ser-
vants to Europe. The settlement of the loan will be
made by my relatives either through any European
house that you may name or by drafts sent to Mexico.
The physician above alluded to will make all necessary
arrangements.

Thanking you in advance for this favor, I send you
farewell greetings, and wishing you happiness,

I am yours,
QUERETARO, 16 June, 1867. MAXIMILIAN.

Compare S. Basch, « Maximilien au Mexigque,» p. 296.
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THE FALL OF MAXIMILIAN.

and heard mass in General Miramon’s cham-
ber, where the condemned men received the
last sacraments, after which he signed hislet-
ters and took leave of those about him. In
removing his wedding-ring and handing it
to Dr. Basch, he said: «You will tell my
mother that I did my duty as a soldier and
died like a Christian.n» After this he quietly
awaited death.

The appointed hour passed, however, with-
out his being summoned to execution. After
prolonged suspense, at four o’clock in the
afternoon news arrived that a reprieve of
three days had been granted by the presi-
dent, in order that the condemmned might
have time to make their last dispositions.

This unexpected delay naturally aroused
hopes among the friends of the doomed men.
These hopes, it is said by those closest to him

“at that time, were not shared by Maximilian.
He continued his preparations with the same
calm dignity that had not once forsaken him;
but he sent a telegram to the national gov-
ernment, asking that the lives of Generals
Miramon and Mejia, « who had already under-
gone all the anguish of death, be spared,» and
that he might be the only victim. The re-
quest was denied.!

After making this supreme effort on be-
half of his generals, he employed his remain-
ing hours in dictating letters,and when night
came he slept soundly.

On the morning of his execution (June 19)
he arose at three o’clock, and dressed care-
fully. At four o’clock Padre Soria came, and
once more gave him the last sacrament; an
altar had been erected for this purpose in a

. niche formed by a passageway to his cell.
This religious duty having been performed,
he gave instructions to Dr. Basch, sending
greetings and last tokens to friends. Ata
quarter before six he breakfasted; and when,
on the stroke of six, the officer appeared who
was to lead him to execution, he was ready,
and himself called his companions in death,
Three hacks had been provided for the con-
demned. The prince entered the first with
the priest, and, escorted by the soldiery, the

1 He also wrote a letter to President Juarez, under
date of June 19, as follows:

MR. BENITO- JUAREZ: About to die for having tried
whether new institutions could put an end to the bloody
war which has forso many years disturbed this unhappy
land, I should gladly give my life if the sacrifice could
contribute to the peace and prosperity 6f my adopted
country. Profoundly convinced that nothing durable
can be produced from a soil drenched with blood and
shaken by violence, I pray you solemnly —with that
sincerity peculiar to the hour at which 1 have arrived
~—1Ibegof you, let my blood be the last spilt, and pursue
the noble cause which you bave chosen with the perse-
verance (I recognized it even when in prosperity) with
which you defended the cause that now atlast triumphs

Vor. LV.—109-110.
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mournful procession moved through a dense
crowd to the place of execution.

On arriving at the Cerro de las Campanas,
where asmonth before he had made his last
stand, the fallen Emperor looked about him
for a friendly face, and finding only his ser-
vant, the Hungarian Tudos, he asked, «Is no
one else here?» It is said, however, that
Baron Magnug, the Prussian minister, and
the Consul Bahnsen were present, although
out of sight.

The good priest weakened under the
ordeal; he felt faint, and the prince held
his own smelling-bottle to his nose.

Followed by Generals Miramon and Mejfa,
Maximilian walked toward the open square,
where an adobe wall had been erected,
against which they were expected to stand.
About to take his position in the middle,
Maximilian stopped, and turning to General
Miramon, said: « A brave soldier should be
honored even in his last hour; permit me to
give you the place of honor»; and he made
way for him. An officer and seven men had
been detailed to do the deadly work. The
prince gave each of the soldiers a piece of
gold, asking them to aim carefully at his
heart; and taking off his hat, he said: « Mexi-
cans, may my blood be the last to be spilled
for the welfare of the country; and if it
should be necessary that its sons should still
shed theirs, may it flow for its good, but
never by treason, Long live independence!
Long live Mexico!»

He then laid his hands on his breast, and
looked straight before him. Five shots fired
at short rangg pierced his body; each of them
was mortal. He fell, and as he still moved,
the officer in charge pointed to his heart
with his sword, and a soldier stepped forward
and fired a lagt shot.

The physician who afterward examined
the remains, preparatory to embalmment,
could not find a single bullet; all had gone
through the body, and it was his opinion
that death must have been almost instan-
taneous, and that the movements observed
were convulswe

through your efforts. Reconcile factions, establish a
durable peace based upon solid principles.

See Dr. Basch, « Maximilien au Mexique,» p. 303.

2 Dr. Basch says: «The head was free from wounds.
Of the six shots received in the body, three had struck
the abdomen, and three the breast almost in a straight
line. The shots were fired at shortest range, and the
six bullets so perforated the body that not a single one
was found.

«The three wounds in the chest were mortal; one had
reached the heart, the two ventricles; the second had



866

THE CENTURY

MAGAZINE.

At last, on November 1, the coffin con-
taining the body of Ferdinand Maximilian
Joseph, Archduke of Austria, Prince of
Hungary and Bohemia, Count of Hapsburg,
Prince of Lorraine, Emperor of Mexico,
was handed over to Admiral Tegetthoff,
who had been sent on a special mission to
receive it, and left the capital with a
cortége composed of his staff and an

¢~ escort of one hundred cavalry.
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The bodies of the two generals were given
to their families. That of Maximilian, in-
closed in a common coffin, was placed in the
chapel of the convent of the Capuchins, and
delivered up to the doctor.

As President Juarez insisted upon an of-
ficial request, made in due form by the Aus-
trian government, before delivering the re-
mains, much delay occurred in the carrying
out of the unfortunate prince’s wishes with
regard to them.

cut the great arteries; the third had gone through the
right lung.

«From the nature of the wounds the death struggle
must have been very brief, and the poetic words at-
tributed to the Emperor, giving anew the word of com-
mand to (fire) could not have been pronounced. The
motions of his hands must have been the convulsive
motions which, according to physiological laws, accom-
pany death caused by sudden hemorrhage.»

On November 26 the Novara, with all
that remained of the Emperor, left the
Mexican shore, where only three years
before he had landed in all the pride of
power and hopefulness of ambitious youth.
The news of his execution sent a painful

thrill through the civilized world. By one of

those cruel ironies which fate seems to af-
fect, it reached France on the day of the for-
mal distribution of prizes at the International

Exposition. Paris, in its splendor, was throw-

ing open its gates to all the nations of the

earth; the crowned heads and leaders of

Europe had accepted the hospitality of Na-

poleon III; and all outward appearances com-

bined to make this the most brilliant occasion
of his reign.

But the flash-light and noise of French
fireworks were unable to drown in men’s
hearts the dull echo of those distant shots
fired on the Cerro de las Campanas. Nemesis
was near, and only a short time after Queré-
taro, Sedan, Metz, and Chiselhurst were in-
scribed in gloomy sequence upon the pages.
of history.

THE END.
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THE NEW TELEGRAPHY.

RECENT EXPERIMENTS IN TELEGRAPHY WITH SPARKS.

BY A. SLABY.2

when the news appeared in the
7% papers that it had been pos-
sible to carry out practically
the sending of telegraphic
messages without a wire for
=N distances of a mile or more,
there were many doubters on both sides of
the ocean. People thought it nothing more
than the sensational imaginings of some able
writer for the press, who wished to present
to readers hungry for novelties in electrical
matters a particularly toothsome dish. On
the contrary, those who have followed with
attention and understanding the science of
electricity, came to quite a different conclu-
sion; for these knew that a German scientist,
Heinrich Hertz, had proved ten yeags ago by
convincing experiments that the electrical
forces spread themselves through space like
the rays of light—so much so, in fact, that
there exists between these two phenomena
(of electricity and of light) no difference of
quality, but merely one of quantity.

To be sure, these electrical forces do not
emanate from electrical phenomena of every
kind, but only from such as we designate as
quick-pulsating or oscillating streams. From
this Nikola Tesla first made the most inter-
esting practical deductions, and performed
those wonderful experiments in which the
electrical rays transform themselves di-
rectly into the desired rays of light, without
taking the foundabout way over heat, and
without the strength-devouring agency of
metal wires. Nature, that unapproachable
gchoolmistress, furnished him a shining ex-
ample; for she had already solved the great
problem thousands of years before. In the
body of the glow-worm, which delights us on
warm summer evenings with the magic of
its greenish glow, she employs her whole
strength in the selective radiance of light.
Nikola Tesla followed Nature’s footsteps
and came upon the banks of a new river,

1 Privy Councilor Dr. Slaby is a professor in the
Technical High School at Charlottenburg, near Berlin.

, into which the springs of Nature pour her

energies of light in broad streams. It fell
to the lot of the young Italian Guglielmo
Marconi to bring to realization the transfer
of forces through space with the help of
electrical rays, and in a form within reach
of practical application.

First let us consider the means and ap-
paratus wherewith he produced an efficient
working radiation of electrical waves.

An electrical phenomenon observed long
ago, the springing of sparks from one loaded
conductor to another, furnishes the most
powerful electrical radiation.

Hitherto we saw in such a discharge a
simple passage of the electricity from one
body to another, and hardly considered that
the phenomenon, which is accompanied by
brilliant crackling sparks, is more remarka-
ble than any other electrical phenomenon.
To-day we know that this discharge is an in-

termittent one, in such wise that unnumbered

other discharges follow the first discharge of
electricity, and in changing direction and
with diminishing strength. The whole phe-
nomenon passes with such enormous swift-
ness that the movements to and fro of the

“electrical forces are concealed from sight.

On the contrary, the eye is capable of re-
ceiving as a completed fact only the impres-
sion of one single spark.

As an originator of sparks Nature shows
to our view bounds that lie very far apart.
It is a tremendous jump from the faint
crackling that we hear on cold winter days
when, in a heated room, we pass a rubber
comb through our hair, to the flashing of
gigantic lightning-bolts; and yet both con-
sist of the same phenomena; from both the
same invisible forces emanate. Marconiuses
an artificial producer of sparks, the strength
of which occupies a moderate middle place
between the extremes that Nature shows.
He employs the well-known induction appa-
ratus, that important instrument for the pro-
duction of Roentgen rays, and connects its
binding-clamp with two spheres of brass,
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