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PREFACE.
—

My poor husbnnd piibli^bcd some years n^o hi:? 'Diary in Mexico.' I

conti iKutctl to llli'^ work sdihl' leaves of mine, promising to puMi««lj more
wluMR'vt-T I should liml leisure. Kiic(>ina,i;eil by mriiy friends ami the kmd
manner in whicii the above-mentioned fra^imenl was received, 1 shall carry

out my promise now.
World-stirrini; events have taken place since i86S. History has turned

another leaf in her '.'temal l^mk. The French period has come to a close,

and liie Geiman era h.is commenced. The old ('Crman Kmpire has risen,

like the |)h.<eiux from its ashes, m richer ^,'lory than ever before, and from
its ndu; It throne a fre h and wholesome current is sweepmgover our globe.

Mul!i anti(Mial'^d dust has been kicked up ; time-honouretl prejudices and
ge!U:rally admitle ' j)rmciples are lUilteiinji in the air ; old peopl<: look at

them regre ingly and bewdci.red, prophesying the end of ail things and
howling a M'serrrc, whilst he young generation rejoice, full of hope, and
breathe w'h delighc \\vi spring air of rational liberty. The genius of the

agi lojks smi.'ngly fiom i's sunny height upon flying superstition, carry-

ing fyanr.y on its back.

Tiiough it seems to he a law of nature that even the most bcnehcial

polilical or socitu changes tiust be ushered in first with bloocLheel and tears,

it is al o naiuiwl that the '."eelmgsof tho.-,e w'lo saw flow the hearts' bloo<l

of their fa'he-s, husbands,- or sons, and who .vith their tears and ruineil

liv^s in reality paid and still pay alone for the national hopes bought by
such sacrilice.-., are not quite in harmony with the feelings of the great

majority.

Though well aware ihat the lat^ cruel war made, alas, too many sufTer-

ers like myself, anrl that our grief is felt like a dissonance in the general

concert of rcj( iciiig, who is cruel enough to biame a poor woman becau-e
she moi'Ts hei li'ile flow-r-gard'.n changed by that storm into a wilder

ness? Who is uniu>t enough to accuse her of selfishness, or want «>f

jvitriol'im, or narrowness of mind, if she cannot supj)ress a shudder on
heaung the marches of triumph or the rejoicings ol the crowd? Alas I

in my ear is still resounding the din and roar of battles, ahd in my heart

are still lingering the cries of the wounded and the heartrending whispered
woids of t!ie dying, sending thei: last greetings and blessings to their be-

reaved mothers, wives, or children. And above all, before niy menta' eye
is still a maddening vision—the gory body of a dear, kind husband.

Yes, yes ; I know he died a most glorious death for his beloved king
and the independence and glory of his dear Germany, and his remains are

enshrined in a princely tomb,—hut alas, he is dead, dead, gone forever,

—

and I have only a poor weak woman's heart.


