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      Augustus the Strong, Elector of Saxony and King of Poland, owes his
 place in the world's memory to his brawny muscles and to his conquest
 of women. Like the third Alexander of Russia of later years, he could,
 with his powerful arms, convert a thick iron bar into a necklace, crush
 a pewter tankard by the pressure of a mighty hand, toss a heavy anvil
 into the air and catch it as another man would catch a ball, or with a
 wrench straighten out the stoutest horse-shoe ever forged.

      And his strength of muscle was matched by his skill in the lists of
 love. No Louis of France could boast such an array of conquests as this
 Saxon Hercules, who changed his mistresses as easily as he changed his
 coats; the fairest women in Europe, from Turkey to Poland, succeeded
 each other in bewildering succession as the slaves of his pleasure, and
 before he died he counted his children to as many as the year has days.

      Of all these fair and frail women who thus ministered to the
 pleasure of the “Saxon Samson,” none was so beautiful, so gifted, so
 altogether alluring as Marie Aurora, Countess of Koenigsmarck, the
 younger of the two daughters of Conrad of Koenigsmarck. Born in the
 year 1668, Aurora was one of three children of the Swedish Count Conrad
 and his wife, the daughter of the great Field-Marshal Wrangel. Her
 elder sister, little less fair than herself, found a husband, when
 little more than a child, in Count Axel Loewenhaupt; her brother
 Philip, the handsomest man of his day in Europe, was destined to end
 his days tragically as the price of his infatuation for a Queen.

      Betrayed by a jealous woman, the Countess Platen, whose overtures he
 spurned, this too gallant lover of Sophia Dorothea of Celle, wife of
 the first of our Georges, was foully done to death in a corridor of the
 Leine Schloss by La Paten's hired assassins, while she looked smilingly
 on at his futile struggle for life, and gloated over his dying agonies.

      On the death of her father, when she was but a child of three,
 Aurora was taken by her mother from her native Sweden to Hamburg, where
 she grew to beautiful young womanhood; and when, in turn, her mother
 died, she found a home with her married sister, the Countess
 Loewenhaupt. And it is at this period of her life that her romantic
 story opens.

      If we are to believe her contemporaries, the world has seldom seen
 so much beauty and so many graces enshrined in the form of woman as in
 this daughter of Sweden. Her description reads like a catalogue of all
 human perfections. Of medium height and a figure as faultless in its
 exquisite modelling as in its grace and suppleness; her hair, black as
 a raven's plumage, and falling, like a veil of night, below her knees,
 emphasised the white purity of face and throat, arms, and hands. Her
 teeth, twin rows of pearls, glistened between smiling crimson lips,
 curved like Cupid's bow. Her face of perfect oval, with its delicately
 moulded features, was illuminated by a pair of large black eyes, now
 melting, now flaming, as mood succeeded mood.

      To these graces of body were allied equal graces of mind and
 character. Her conversation sparkled with wit and wisdom; she could
 hold fluent discourse in half a dozen tongues; she played and sang
 divinely, wrote elegant verses, and painted dainty pictures. Her manner
 was caressing and courteous; she was generous to a fault, with a heart
 as tender as it was large. And the supreme touch was added by an entire
 unconsciousness of her charms, and an unaffected modesty which
 captivated all hearts.

      Such was Aurora of Koenigsmarck who, in company with her sister, set
 forth one day to claim the fortune which her ill-fated brother, Philip,
 was said to have left in the custody of his Hanoverian bankers—a
 journey which was to make such a dramatic revolution in her own life.

      Arrived at Hanover the sisters found themselves faced by no easy
 task. The bankers declared that they had nothing of the late Count's
 effects beyond a few diamonds, which they declined to part with, unless
 evidence were forthcoming that the Count had died and had left no will
 behind him—evidence which, owing to the secrecy surrounding his
 murder, it was impossible to furnish. And when a discharged clerk
 revealed the fact that the dishonest bankers had actually all the
 Count's estate, valued at four hundred thousand crowns, in their
 possession, the sisters were unable to make them disgorge a solitary
 mark.

      In their extremity, they decided to appeal to the Elector of Saxony,
 who had known Count Philip well and who would, they hoped, be the
 champion of their rights; and, with this object, they journeyed to
 Dresden, only to find themselves again baffled. Augustus was away on a
 hunting excursion, and would not return for a whole month. His wife and
 mother, however, gave them a gracious reception, as charmed by their
 beauty and sweetness as sympathetic in their trouble.

      When at last Augustus made his tardy appearance at his capital, the
 fair petitioners were presented to him by the Dowager Electress with
 words of strong recommendation to his favour. “These ladies, my son,”
 she said, “have come to beg for your protection and help, to which they
 are entitled both by birth and their merits. I beg that you will spare
 no effort to ensure that justice is done to them.”

      His mother's pleading, however, was not necessary to ensure a
 favourable hearing from the Elector, whose eyes were eloquent of the
 admiration he felt for the two fairest women who had ever visited his
 land. Aurora's beauty, enhanced by her attitude of appeal, the mute
 craving for protection, was irresistible. From the moment she entered
 his presence he was her slave, as anxious to do her will as any
 lovesick boy.

      And it was to her that, with his courtliest bow, he answered, “Be
 assured, dear lady, that I shall know no rest until your wrongs are
 repaired. If I fail, I myself will make reparation in full. Meanwhile,
 may I beg you and your sister to be my guests, that I may prove how
 deep is my sympathy, and how profound the respect I feel for you.”

      Thus it was that by the magic of beauty Aurora and her Countess
 sister found themselves installed at the Dresden Court, feted like
 Queens, receiving the caresses of the Court ladies, and the homage of
 every man, from Augustus himself to the youngest page, of whom a smile
 from their pretty lips made a veritable slave. As for the Elector,
 sated as he was with the easy smiles and favours of fair women, he gave
 to the Swedish beauty, from the first, a homage he had never paid to
 any of her predecessors in his affection.

      But Aurora was no woman to be easily won by any man. She listened
 smilingly to the Elector's honeyed words, and received his attentions
 with the gracious complaisance of a Queen. When, however, he ventured
 to tell her that “her charms inspired him with a passion such as he had
 never felt for any woman,” she answered coldly, “I came here prepared
 for your generosity, but I did not expect that your kindness would
 assume a form to cause me shame. I beg you not to say anything that can
 lessen the gratitude I owe you, and the respect I feel for you.”

      Here indeed was a rebuff such as Augustus was little prepared for,
 or accustomed to. The beauty, of whom he had hoped to make an easy
 conquest, was an iceberg whom all his ardour could not thaw. He was in
 despair. “I am sure she hates and despises me, while I love her dearer
 than life itself,” he confessed to his favourite Beuchling, who vainly
 tried to console and cheer him. He confided his passion and his pain to
 Aurora's sister, whose hopeful words were alike powerless to dispel his
 gloom.

      When Aurora held aloof from him, he sent letter after letter of
 passionate pleading to her by the hand of the trusty Beuchling. “If you
 knew the tortures I am suffering,” he wrote, “your kindness of heart
 could not resist pitying me. I was mad to declare my passion so
 brutally to you. Let me expiate my fault, prostrate at your feet; and,
 if you wish for my death, let me at least receive my sentence from your
 own sweet lips.”

      To such a desperate state was Augustus brought within a few days of
 setting eyes on his new divinity! As for Aurora of the tender heart,
 her lover's distress thawed her more than a year of passionate
 protestations could have done. She replied, assuring him of her
 gratitude, her esteem and respect, and begging him to dismiss such
 unworthy thoughts of her. But she had no word of encouragement to send
 him in the note which her lover kissed so rapturously before placing it
 next his heart.

      So alarmed, indeed, was Aurora, that she announced her intention of
 leaving forthwith a Court in which she was exposed to so much danger—a
 project to which her sister gave a reluctant approval. But the Countess
 Loewenhaupt was little disposed to leave a Court where she at least was
 having such a good time; for she, too, had her lovers, and among them
 the Prince of Fuerstenberg, the handsomest man in Saxony, whose
 devotion was more than agreeable to her. She preferred to play the part
 of Cupid's agent—to exercise her diplomacy in bringing together those
 two foolish persons, her sister and the Elector.

      And so skilfully did she play her part, appealing to Aurora's pity,
 and assuring Augustus of her sister's love in spite of her seeming
 coldness, that before many weeks had passed Aurora had yielded and was
 listening with no unwilling ear to the vows of her exalted lover, now
 transported to the seventh heaven of happiness. One condition she made,
 when their mutual troth was plighted, that it should, for a time at
 least, remain a secret from the Court, and to this the Elector
 gratefully assented.

      Such was the strange wooing of Augustus and the Countess Aurora, in
 which passion had its response in a pity which, in this case at least,
 was the parent of love.

      It was with no very light heart that Aurora set forth to
 Mauritzburg, a few days later, to keep “honeymoon tryst” with Augustus,
 who had preceded her, to make, as she understood, the necessary
 preparations for her reception. With her sister and a mounted escort of
 the most beautiful ladies of the Court, she had ridden as far as the
 entrance to the Mauritzburg forest, when her carriage suddenly came to
 a halt in front of a magnificent palace. From the open door emerged
 Diana with her attendant nymphs to greet her with words of welcome, and
 to beg her to tarry a while to accept the hospitality of the forest
 gods.

      In response to this flattering invitation Aurora left her carriage
 and was escorted in stately procession to a saloon, richly painted with
 sylvan scenes, in which a sumptuous banquet was spread. No sooner were
 she and her ladies seated at the table than, to the strains of
 beautiful music, the god Pan (none other than the Elector himself),
 with his retinue of fawns and other richly and quaintly garbed forest
 gods, made his entry, and took his seat at the right hand of his
 goddess. Then, to the deft ministry of Diana and her satellites, and to
 the soft accompaniment of pipes and hautboys, the feasting began, while
 Pan whispered love to the lady for whom he had prepared such a charming
 hospitality.

      The banquet had scarcely come to an end when the jubilant sound of
 horns was heard from the forest. A stag dashed by a window in full
 flight, and Aurora and her ladies, rushing excitedly to the door, saw
 horses awaiting them for the hunt.

      In a moment they are mounted, and, gaily laughing, with Pan leading
 the way, they are galloping through the forest glades in the wake of
 the flying stag and the music of the hounds, until the stag, hotly
 pursued, dashes into a lake, in the centre of which is a beautiful
 wooded island. Dismounting, the ladies enter the gondolas which are so
 opportunely awaiting them, and are rowed across the strip of water just
 in time to witness the death of the gallant animal they have been
 chasing.

      The hunt over, Aurora and her ladies are conducted to the leafy
 heart of the island, where, as by the touch of a magician's wand, a
 gorgeous Eastern tent has sprung up, and here another sumptuous
 entertainment is prepared for them. Seated on soft-cushioned divans, in
 the many-hued environment of Oriental luxury, rare fruits and
 delicacies are brought to them in silver baskets by turbaned Turks. The
 island Sultan now appears, ablaze with gems, with his officers little
 less gorgeous than himself, and with deep obeisances craves permission
 to seat himself by Aurora's side, a favour which she was not likely to
 refuse to a Sultan in whom she recognised her lover, the Elector.
 Troupes of dancing-girls follow, and the moments fly swiftly to the
 twinkling of dainty feet, the gliding and posturing of supple bodies,
 and the strains of sensuous music.

      Another hour spent in the gondolas, dreamily gliding under the light
 of the moon, and horses are again mounted; and Aurora, with Augustus
 riding proudly by her side, heads the splendid procession which, with
 laughter, and in the gayest of spirits, rides forth to the Mauritzburg
 Castle at the close of a day so full of delights.

      “Here,” was the Elector's greeting, as he conducted his bride to her
 room with its furnishing of silver and rich damask, and its pictured
 Cupid showering roses on the silk-curtained bed, “you are the Queen,
 and I am your slave.”

      Such was the beginning of Aurora's reign over the heart of the
 Elector of Saxony—a reign of unclouded splendour and happiness for the
 woman in whom pity for her lover was soon replaced by a passion as
 ardent as his own. Fetes and banquets and balls succeeded each other in
 swift sequence, at all of which Aurora was Queen, the focus of all
 eyes, and receiving universal homage, won no more by her beauty and her
 position as the Elector's favourite than by her sweetness and
 graciousness to the humblest. No mistress of a King was ever more
 beloved than this daughter of Sweden. Even the Elector's mother, a
 pattern of the most rigid propriety, had ever a kind word and a caress
 for her; his neglected wife made a friend and confidante of the woman
 of whom she said, “Since I must have a rival, I am glad she should be
 one so sweet and lovable.”

      We must hasten over the years that followed—years during which
 Augustus had no eyes for any other woman than his “uncrowned Queen,”
 and during which she bore him a son who, as Maurice of Saxony, was to
 win many laurels in the years to come. It must suffice to say that
 never was Royal liaison conducted with so much propriety, or was marked
 by so much mutual devotion and loyalty.

      But it was not in the nature of Augustus the Strong to remain always
 true to any woman, however charming; and although Aurora's reign lasted
 longer than that of any half-dozen of her rivals, it, too, had its
 ending. Within a month of the birth of her son, Augustus, now King of
 Poland, was caught in the toils of another enslaver, the beautiful
 Countess Esterle. Aurora realised that her sun had set, and
 relinquishing her sceptre without a murmur, she retired to the convent
 of Quedlinburg, of which Augustus had appointed her Abbess.

      Thus in an atmosphere of peace and piety, beloved of all for her
 sweetness and charity, Aurora of Koenigsmarck spent her last years
 until the end came one day in the year 1728; and in the crypt of the
 convent she loved so well she sleeps her last sleep.
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      When Napoleon Bonaparte, the shabby, sallow-faced, out-of-work
 captain of artillery, was kicking his heels in morose idleness at
 Marseilles, and whiling away the dull hours in making love to Desiree
 Clary, the pretty daughter of the silk-merchant in the Rue des
 Phoceens, his sisters were living with their mother, the Signora
 Letizia, in a sordid fourth-floor apartment in a slum near the
 Cannebiere, and running wild in the Marseilles streets.

      Strange tales are told of those early years of the sisters of an
 Emperor-to-be—Elisa Bonaparte, future Grand Duchess of Tuscany;
 Pauline, embryo Princess Borghese; and Caroline, who was to wear a
 crown as Queen of Naples—high-spirited, beautiful girls, brimful of
 frolic and fun, laughing at their poverty, decking themselves out in
 cheap, home-made finery, and flirting outrageously with every
 good-looking young man who was willing to pay homage to their beaux
 yeux. If Marseilles deigned to notice these pretty young madcaps,
 it was only with the cold eyes of disapproval; for such “shameless
 goings-on” were little less than a scandal.

      The pity of it was that there was no one to check their escapades.
 Their mother, the imposing Madame Mere of later years, seemed
 indifferent what her daughters did, so long as they left her in peace;
 their brothers, Kings-to-be, were too much occupied with their own
 love-making or their pranks to spare them a thought. And thus the trio
 of tomboys were left, with a loose rein, to indulge every impulse that
 entered their foolish heads. And a right merry time they had, with
 their dancing, their private theatricals, the fun behind the scenes,
 and their promiscuous love affairs, each serious and thrilling until it
 gave place to a successor.

      Of the three Bonaparte “graces” the most lovely by far (though each
 was passing fair) was Pauline, who, though still little more than a
 child, gave promise of that rare perfection of face and figure which
 was to make her the most beautiful woman in all France. “It is
 impossible, with either pen or brush,” wrote one who knew her, “to do
 any justice to her charms—the brilliance of her eyes, which dazzled
 and thrilled all on whom they fell; the glory of her black hair,
 rippling in a cascade to her knees; the classic purity of her Grecian
 profile, the wild-rose delicacy of her complexion, the proud, dainty
 poise of her head, and the exquisite modelling of the figure which
 inspired Canova's 'Venus Victrix.'“

      Such was Pauline Bonaparte, whose charms, although then immature,
 played such havoc with the young men of Marseilles, and who thus early
 began that career of conquest which was to afford so much gossip for
 the tongue of scandal. That the winsome little minx had her legion of
 lovers from the day she set foot in Marseilles, at the age of thirteen,
 we know; but it was not until Freron came on the scene that her
 volatile little heart was touched—Freron, the handsome coxcomb and
 arch-revolutionary, who was sent to Marseilles as a Commissioner of the
 Convention.

      To Pauline, the gay, gallant Parisian, penniless adventurer though
 he was, was a veritable hero of romance; and at sight of him she
 completely lost her heart. It was a grande passion, which he was
 by no means slow to return. Those were delicious hours which Pauline
 spent in the company of her beloved “Stanislas,” hours of ecstasy; and
 when he left Marseilles she pursued him with the most passionate
 protestations.

      “Yes,” she wrote, “I swear, dear Stanislas, never to love any other
 than thee; my heart knows no divided allegiance. It is thine alone. Who
 could oppose the union of two souls who seek to find no other happiness
 than in a mutual love?” And again, “Thou knowest how I worship thee. It
 is not possible for Paulette to live apart from her adored Stanislas. I
 love thee for ever, most passionately, my beautiful god, my adorable
 one—I love thee, love thee, love thee!”

      In such hot words this child of fifteen poured out her soul to the
 Paris dandy. “Neither mamma,” she vowed, “nor anyone in the world shall
 come between us.” But Pauline had not counted on her brother Napoleon,
 whose foot was now placed on the ladder of ambition, at the top of
 which was an Imperial crown, and who had other designs for his sister
 than to marry her to a penniless nobody. In vain did Pauline rage and
 weep, and declare that “she would die—voila tout!” Napoleon was
 inexorable; and the flower of her first romance was trodden ruthlessly
 under his feet.

      When Junot, his own aide-de-camp, next came awooing Pauline, he was
 equally obdurate. “No,” he said to the young soldier; “you have
 nothing, she has nothing. And what is twice nothing?” And thus lover
 number two was sent away disconsolate.

      Napoleon's sun was now in the ascendant, and his family were basking
 in its rays. From the Marseilles slums they were transported first to a
 sumptuous villa at Antibes; then to the Castle of Montebello, at
 Naples. The days of poverty were gone like an evil dream; the sisters
 of the famous General and coming Emperor were now young ladies of
 fashion, courted and fawned on. Their lovers were not Marseilles
 tradesmen or obscure soldiers and journalists (like Junot and Freron),
 but brilliant Generals and men of the great world; and among them
 Napoleon now sought a husband for his prettiest and most irresponsible
 sister.

      This, however, proved no easy task. When he offered her to his
 favourite General, Marmont, he was met with a polite refusal. “She is
 indeed charming and lovely,” said Marmont; “but I fear I could not make
 her happy.” Then, waxing bolder, he continued: “I have dreams of
 domestic happiness, of fidelity, virtue; and these dreams I can
 scarcely hope to realise in your sister.” Albert Permon, Napoleon's old
 schoolfellow, next declined the honour of Pauline's hand, although it
 held the bait of a high office and splendid fortune.

      The explanation of these refusals is not far to seek if we believe
 Arnault's description of Pauline—“An extraordinary combination of the
 most faultless physical beauty and the oddest moral laxity. She had no
 more manners than a schoolgirl—she talked incoherently, giggled at
 everything and nothing, mimicked the most serious personages, put out
 her tongue at her sister-in-law.... She was a good child naturally
 rather than voluntarily, for she had no principles.”

      But Pauline was not to wait long, after all, for a husband. Among
 the many men who fluttered round her, willing to woo if not to wed the
 empty-headed beauty, was General Leclerc, young and rich, but weak in
 body and mind, “a quiet, insignificant-looking man,” who at least loved
 her passionately, and would make a pliant husband to the capricious
 little autocrat. And we may be sure Napoleon heaved a sigh of relief
 when his madcap sister was safely tied to her weak-kneed General.

      Pauline was at last free to conduct her flirtations secure from the
 frowns of the brother she both feared and adored, and she seems to have
 made excellent use of her opportunities; and, what was even more to
 her, to encourage to the full her passion for finery. Dress and love
 filled her whole life; and while her idolatrous husband lavishly
 supplied the former, he turned a conveniently blind eye to the latter.

      Remarkable stories are told of Pauline's extravagant and daring
 costumes at this time. Thus, at a great ball in Madame Permon's Paris
 mansion, she appeared in a dress of classic scantiness of Indian
 muslin, ornamented with gold palm leaves. Beneath her breasts was a
 cincture of gold, with a gorgeous jewelled clasp; and her head was
 wreathed with bands spotted like a leopard's skin, and adorned with
 bunches of gold grapes.

      When this bewitching Bacchante made her appearance in the ballroom
 the sensation she created was so great that the dancing stopped
 instantly; women and men alike climbed on chairs to catch a glimpse of
 the rare and radiant vision, and murmurs of admiration and envy ran
 round the salon. Her triumph was complete. In the hush that
 followed, a voice was heard: “Quel dommage! How lovely she would
 be, if it weren't for her ears. If I had such ears, I would cut them
 off, or hide them.” Pauline heard the cruel words. The flush of
 mortification and anger flamed in her cheeks; she burst into tears and
 walked out of the room. Madame de Coutades, her most jealous rival, had
 found a rich revenge.

      General Leclerc did not live long to play the slave to his little
 autocrat; and when he died at San Domingo, the beautiful widow returned
 to France, accompanied by his embalmed body, with her glorious hair,
 which she had cut off for the purpose, wreathing his head! She had not,
 however, worn her weeds many months before she was once more surrounded
 by her court of lovers—actors, soldiers, singers, on each of whom in
 turn she lavished her smiles; and such time as she could spare from
 their flatteries and ogling she spent at the card-table, with
 fortune-tellers, or, chief joy of all, in decking her beauty with
 wondrous dresses and jewels.

      But the charming widow, sister of the great Napoleon, was not long
 to be left unclaimed; and this time the choice fell on Prince Camillo
 Borghese, a handsome, black-haired Italian, who allied to a head as
 vain and empty as her own the physical graces and gifts of an Admirable
 Crichton, and who, moreover, was lord of all the famed Borghese riches.

      Pauline had now reached dizzy heights, undreamed of in the days,
 only ten short years earlier, when she was coquetting in home-made
 finery with the young tradesmen of Marseilles. She was a Princess,
 bearing the greatest name in all Italy; and to this dignity her
 gratified brother added that of Princess of Gustalla. All the
 world-famous Borghese jewels were hers to deck her beauty with—a small
 Golconda of priceless gems; there was gold galore to satisfy her most
 extravagant whims; and she was still young—only twenty-five—and in
 the very zenith of her loveliness.

      Picture, then, the pride with which, one early day of her new
 bridehood, she drove to the Palace of St Cloud in the gorgeous Borghese
 State carriage, behind six horses, and with an escort of torch-bearers,
 to pay a formal call on her sister-in-law, Josephine, Empress-to-be.
 She had decked herself in a wonderful creation of green velvet; she was
 ablaze from head to foot with the Borghese diamonds. Such a dazzling
 vision could not fail to fill Josephine with envy—Josephine, who had
 hitherto treated her with such haughty patronage.

      As she sailed into the salon in all her Queen of Sheba
 splendour, it was to be greeted by her sister-in-law in a modest dress
 of muslin, without a solitary gem to relieve its simplicity;
 and—horror!—to find that the room had been re-decorated in blue by
 the artful Josephine—a colour absolutely fatal to her green
 magnificence! It was thus a very disgusted Princess who made her early
 exit from the palace between a double line of bowing flunkeys, masking
 her anger behind an affectation of ultra-Royal dignity.

      Still, Pauline was now a grande dame indeed, who could really
 afford to patronise even Napoleon's wife. Her Court was more splendid
 than that of Josephine. She had lovers by the score—from Blanguini,
 who composed his most exquisite songs to sing for her ears alone, to
 Forbin, her artist Chamberlain, whose brushes she inspired in a hundred
 paintings of her lovely self in as many unconventional guises. Her
 caskets of jewels were matched by the most wonderful collection of
 dresses in France, the richest and daintiest confections, from pearl
 embroidered ball-gowns which cost twenty thousand francs to the mauve
 and silver in which she went a-hunting in the forest of Fontainebleau.
 At Petit Trianon and in the Faubourg St Honore, she had palaces that
 were dreams of beauty and luxury. The only thorn in her bed of roses
 was, in fact, her husband, the Prince, the very sight of whom was
 sufficient to spoil a day for her.

      When, at Napoleon's bidding, she accompanied Borghese to his
 Governorship beyond the Alps, she took in her train seven wagon-loads
 of finery. At Turin she held the Court of a Queen, to which the Prince
 was only admitted on sufferance. Royal visits, dinners, dances,
 receptions followed one another in dazzling succession; behind her
 chair, at dinner or reception, always stood two gigantic negroes,
 crowned with ostrich plumes. She was now “sister of the Emperor,” and
 all the world should know it!

      If only she could escape from her detested husband she would be the
 happiest woman on earth. But Napoleon on this point was adamant. In her
 rage and rebellion she tore her hair, rolled on the floor, took drugs
 to make her ill; and at last so succeeded in alarming her Imperial
 brother that he summoned her back to France, where her army of lovers
 gave her a warm welcome, and where she could indulge in any vanity and
 folly unchecked.

      Matters were now hastening to a tragic climax for Napoleon and the
 family he had raised from slumdom in Marseilles to crowns and coronets.
 Josephine had been divorced, to Pauline's undisguised joy; and her
 place had been taken by Marie Louise, the proud Austrian, whom she
 liked at least as little. When Napoleon fell from his throne, she alone
 of all his sisters helped to cheer his exile in Elba; for the brother
 she loved and feared was the only man to whom Pauline's fickle heart
 was ever true. She even stripped herself of all her jewels to make the
 way smooth back to his crown. And when at last news came to her at Rome
 of his death at St Helena it was she who shed the bitterest tears and
 refused to be comforted. That an empire was lost, was nothing compared
 with the loss of the brother who had always been so lenient to her
 failings, so responsive to her love.

      Two years later her own end came at Florence. When she felt the cold
 hand of death on her, she called feebly for a mirror, that she might
 look for the last time on her beauty. “Thank God,” she whispered, as
 she gazed, “I am still lovely! I am ready to die.” A few moments later,
 with the mirror still clutched in her hand, and her eyes still feasting
 on the charms which time and death itself were powerless to dim, died
 Pauline Bonaparte, sister of an Emperor and herself an Empress by the
 right of her incomparable beauty.
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      When Wilhelmine Encke first opened her eyes on the world one day in
 the year 1754, he would have been a bold prophet who would have
 predicted that she would one day be the uncrowned Queen of the Court of
 Russia, plus Reine que la Reine, and that her children would
 have in their veins the proudest blood in Europe. Such a prophecy might
 well have been laughed to scorn, for little Wilhelmine had as obscure a
 cradle as almost any infant in all Prussia. Her father was an army
 bugler, who wore private's uniform in Frederick the Great's army; and
 her early years were to be spent playing with other soldiers' children
 in the sordid environment of Berlin barracks.

      When her father turned his back on the army, while Wilhelmine was
 still nursing her dolls, it was to play the humble role of landlord of
 a small tavern, from which he was lured by the bait of a place as
 French-horn player in Frederick's private band; and the goal of his
 modest ambition was reached when he was appointed trumpeter to the
 King.

      This was Herr Encke's position when the curtain rises on our story
 at Potsdam, and shows us Wilhelmine, an unattractive maid of ten, the
 Cinderella of her family, for whom there seemed no better prospect than
 a soldier-husband, if indeed she were lucky enough to capture him. She
 was, in fact, the “ugly duckling” of a good-looking family, removed by
 a whole world from her beautiful eldest sister Charlotte, who counted
 among her many admirers no less exalted a wooer than Prince Frederick
 William, the King's nephew and heir to his throne.

      There was, indeed, no more beautiful or haughty damsel in all
 Potsdam than this trumpeter's daughter who had caught the amorous fancy
 of the Prince, then, as to his last day, the slave of every pretty face
 that crossed his path. But Charlotte Encke was much too imperious a
 young lady to hold her Royal lover long in fetters. He quickly wearied
 of her caprices, her petulances, and her exhibitions of temper; and the
 climax came one day when in a fit of anger she struck her little
 sister, in his presence, and he took up the cudgels for Wilhelmine.

      This was the last straw for the disillusioned and disgusted Prince,
 who sent Charlotte off to Paris, where as the Countess Matushke she
 played the fine lady at her lover's cost, while the Prince took her
 Cinderella sister under his protection. He took her education into his
 own hands, provided her with masters to teach her a wide range of
 accomplishments, from languages to dancing and deportment, while he
 himself gave her lessons in history and geography. Nor did he lack the
 reward of his benevolent offices; for Wilhelmine, under his
 ministrations, not only developed rare gifts and graces of mind, like
 many another Cinderella before her; she blossomed into a rose of
 girlhood, more beautiful even than her imperious sister, and with a
 sweetness of character and a winsomeness which Charlotte could never
 have attained.

      On her part, gratitude to her benefactor rapidly grew into love for
 the handsome and courtly Prince; on his, sympathy for the ill-used
 Cinderella, into a passion for the lovely maiden hovering on the verge
 of a still more beautiful womanhood. It was a mutual passion, strong
 and deep, which now linked the widely contrasted lives of the
 King-to-be and the trumpeter's daughter—a passion which, with each,
 was to last as long as life itself.

      Wilhelmine was now formally installed in the place of the deposed
 Charlotte as favourite of the heir to the throne; and idyllic years
 followed, during which she gave pledges of her love to the man who was
 her husband in all but name. That her purse was often empty was a
 matter to smile at; that she had to act as “breadwinner” to her family,
 and was at times reduced to such straits that she was obliged to pawn
 some of her small stock of jewellery in order to provide her lover with
 a supper, was a bagatelle. She was the happiest young woman in Prussia.

      Even what seemed to be a crowning disaster, fortune turned into a
 boon for her. When news of this unlicensed love-making came to the
 King's ears, he was furious. It was intolerable that the destined ruler
 of a great and powerful nation should be governed and duped by a woman
 of the people. He gave his nephew a sound rating—alike for his
 extravagance and his amour; and packed off Wilhelmine to join her
 sister in Paris.

      But, for once, Frederick found that he had made a mistake. The
 Prince, robbed of the woman he loved, took the bit in his teeth, and
 plunged so deeply into extravagant dallying with ballet-dancers and
 stars of the opera that the King was glad to choose the lesser evil,
 and to summon Wilhelmine back to her Prince's arms. One stipulation
 only he made, that she should make her home away from the capital and
 the dangerous allurements which his nephew found there.

      Now at last we find Cinderella happily installed, with the King's
 august approval, in a beautiful home which has since blossomed into the
 splendours of Charlottenburg. Here she gave birth to a son, whom
 Frederick dubbed Count de la Marke in his nurse's arms, but who was
 fated never to leave his cradle. This child of love, the idol of his
 parents, sleeps in a splendid mausoleum in the great Protestant Church
 of Berlin.

      As a sop to Prussian morality and to make the old King quite easy, a
 complaisant husband was now found for the Prince's favourite in his
 chamberlain, Herr Rietz, son of a palace gardener; and Frederick
 William himself looked on while the woman he loved, the mother of his
 children, was converted by a few priestly words into a “respectable
 married woman”—only to leave the altar on his own arm, his wife in the
 eyes of the world.

      The time was now drawing near when Wilhelmine was to reach the
 zenith of her adventurous life. One August day in 1786 Frederick the
 Great drew his last breath in the Potsdam Palace, and his nephew awoke
 to be greeted by his chamberlain as “Your Majesty.” The trumpeter's
 daughter was at last a Queen, in fact, if not in name, more secure in
 her husband's love than ever, and with long years of splendour and
 happiness before her. That his fancy, ever wayward, flitted to other
 women as fair as herself, did not trouble her a whit. Like Madame de
 Pompadour, she was prepared even to encourage such rivalry, so long as
 the first place (and this she knew) in her husband's heart was
 unassailably her own.

      Picture our Cinderella now in all her new splendours, moving as a
 Queen among her courtiers, receiving the homage of princes and
 ambassadors as her right, making her voice heard in the Council
 Chamber, and holding her salon, to which all the great ones of
 the earth flocked to pay tribute to her beauty and her gifts of mind.
 It was a strange transformation from the barracks-kitchen to the
 Queendom of one of the greatest Courts of Europe; but no Queen cradled
 in a palace ever wore her honours with greater dignity, grace, and
 simplicity than this daughter of an army bandsman.

      The days of the empty purse were, of course, at an end. She had now
 her ten thousand francs a month for “pin-money,” her luxuriously
 appointed palace at Charlottenburg, and her Berlin mansion, “Unter den
 Linden,” with its private theatre, in which she and her Royal lover,
 surrounded by their brilliant Court, applauded the greatest actors from
 Paris and Vienna. It is said that many of these stage-plays were of
 questionable decency, with more than a suggestion of the garden of Eden
 in them; but this is an aspersion which Madame de Rietz indignantly
 repudiates in her “Memoirs.”

      While Wilhelmine was thus happy in her Court magnificence, varied by
 days of “delightful repose,” at Charlottenburg, France was in the
 throes of her Revolution, drenched with the blood of her greatest men
 and fairest women; her King had lost his crown and his head with it;
 and Europe was in arms against her. When Frederick William joined his
 army camped on the Rhine bank, Wilhelmine was by his side to counsel
 him as he wavered between war and peace. The fate of the coalition
 against France was practically in the hands of the trumpeter's
 daughter, whose voice was all for peace. “What matters it,” she said,
 “how France is governed? Let her manage her own affairs, and let Europe
 be saved from the horrors of bloodshed.”

      In vain did the envoys of Spain and Italy, Austria and England,
 practise all their diplomacy to place her influence in the scale of