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diers to have no intercourse with the commander of the third army
corps, and you can understand that T prefer to anticipate him.”

“Will your bighness allow me to accompany you?” said the Duke
of Bevern. “Ialso will not allow myself to be despised and railed
at without any opportunity accorded me of explanation.”

The prince shook his head.

“Yon must remain, general; the army cannet spare its brave
jeaders. T, however—I must go. T will be the peace-offering for
yon all. I am sure this will content my brother the king.”

% Allow me, ab least, to accompany your royal highness,” said
General Schmeitan. “The king commanded me, throngh his adju-
tant, to withdraw, and never dare to present myself before his eyes
again. I alsomust leave the army.”

The prince gave him his hand.

«You are, then, a welcome companion. Let us ride on to Baut-
zen, where we can refresh ourselves, and then go on to Dresden.”

“Will you really leave us?” said the Duke of Wurtemberg, sadly.

“Would you have me wait for still further degradation?” said
the prince: “No, it is enough—more than I can bear.—My horse:
General, let us mount. 2

The two horses were brought forward. The generals placed
themeselves in front, to fake leave of their former commander-in-
chief, with all military honor.

Prince Angustus rode slowly on. Everywhere he met sad faces
and eyes filled with tears. Tears indeed were in his own eyes, bub
he would not weep—nob now ; there was time enough for tears. He
could weep during the sad remainder of his life. He forced his
voice to be firm, and, waving his sword to the generals, as a lass
greeting, he said:

1 hope no one of you will hold me for a coward. I am forced
by the king to Jeave the army.” He turned his horse, and, followed
by Schmettau, with head erect, he moved slowly off.

« Now, by Heaven,” cried Ziethen, “he shall not leave the camp
jn this contemptible way! I will give him a suitable guard. Let
the king rage; I can stand it!”? He nodded to an officer. *Listen,
Von Wendt, take half a company for a guard, and follow imme
diately behind the prince, to Bantzen.”

A few moments later, an officer sprang along the highway to
Bautzen, accompanied by his hussars; they soon overtook the
prince, who greeted them kindly.

«Schmettan,” said he, “Death avoided me so long as I was ot
the hattle-field, now I bear him aleng with me; and thus must it be,
ing of terrors carries me to another world.” He turned
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THE LETTERS.

A ¥EW hours later a courier rode into the camp. He came from
Bautzen, and had a letter from the Prince of Prussia to his royai
brother. The king was still in his tent, busily engaged in looking
over the army list. He took his brother’s letter, and, opening it
with evident anger, read:

“Your majesty’s commands, and the incidents of our last meet-
ing, have taught me that T have lost my honor and my reputation.
A= I have nothing to reproach myself with, this causes me much
sorrow, but no humiliation. Tam convinced that I was not actu-
ated by obstinacy, and that I did not follow the adviee of incom-
petent men.  All the generals in the third army corps commanded
by me, will testify to this. I consider it necessary to request your
majesty to have my conduct investigated. Your majesty would
thereby do me a kindness. 1 have, therefore, no right to count
upon it. My health is much impaired since the war. Ihave with-
drawn to Bautzen for its restoration, and have requested the Duke
of Bevern to give you all the information relative to the army. In
spite of my unhappiness, my daily prayer is, and shall be, that every
undertaking of your majesty shall be erowned with glory.

“Your unhappy brother,
“ AUGUSTUS WILLIAM.”

The king read this letter several times; then taking up his pen,
he wrote hastily :

“ My DEAR BROTHER: Your improper conduct has greatly dis-
turbed my equanimity-. Not my enemies, but your want of prinei-
ple, has caused all these disasters. My generals are not to be ex-
cused. They have either given you bad advice, or have agreed too
readily to your foolish plans. The one is as bad as the other. Your
ears are acoustomed to flattery, my brother. Daun did not flatter
you. and you now see the consequences. But little hope remains.
1 shall commence the attack—if we do not conquer, we shall die to-
gether. I donot bewail the loss of your heart, but rather your utter
incapacity and want of judgment. I tell you this plainly, for with
one who has perhaps but a few days to live, there is no use of de-
eeption. I wish you more happiness than has fallen fo my lot, and
hope that your misfortunes and disappointments may teach you to
act with more wisdom and judgment where matters of importance
are concerned. Many of the painful events I now look forward to,
I ascribe to you. You and your children will suffer from their re-




222 FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY.

sults much more than myself. Be assured that I have always loved
you, and will continue to do so until my death. Your brother,
“ FREDERICK. ”

‘When the king had finished his letter, he read it over. “I can-
not take back one word 1 have said,” murmured he, softly. “Were
he not my brother, he should be court-martialled. But history
shall not have to relate more than one such occurrence of a llo]:r-nﬂr
zollern. Enough family dramas and tragedies have occurred in my
reign to furnish scandalous material for future generations; 1 wiil
not add to them. My brother can withdraw quietly from these
scenes—he can pray while we fisht—he can cultivate the peaceful
arts while we are upon the battle-field, offering up bloody sacrifices
to Mars. Perhaps we will succeed in gaining an honorable peace for
Prussia, and then Augustus Williamn may be a better king than I
have been. Prussia still clings to me—she needs me.” :

He sealed the letter, then calling his valet, ordered him to send
it off immediately. As he disappeared, the king’s countenance be-
came once more clouded and disturbed. “Life makes a man very
poor,” said he, softly ; “the longer he lives, the more solitary he i'JF:-
comes. How rich I was when I began life—how rich “when 1
mounted the throne! Possessing many friends, sisters, brothers;
and many charming illusions. The world belonged to me then,
with all its joy, all its glory. And now? Where are these friends}
Lost tome, either by death or inconstancy ! Where are my brothers,
sisters? Their hearts have turned from me—their love has grown
cold! Where are my joyous illusions? Secattered to the winds!
Alas, T am now undeceived, and if the whole world seemed at one
time to belong to me, that little spot of earth, paid for with blood
and anguish, is no longer mine. Every illusion buf one has been
torn from my heart—the thirst for glory still remains. 1 have bid
adieu to love, to happiness, but I still believe in fame, and must at
Jeast have one laurel-wreath upon my coffin. May death then strike
me at his will—the sooner the better, before my heart has becomé
perfectly hardened! And T feel that fime is nof far distant.

The curtain of his tent was at this moment drawn back, and his
secretary, Le Catt, whose acquaintance he had made during his
visit to Amsterdam, entered with several letters in his hand. The
king advanced eagerly to meet him.

«Well. Le Catt,” said he, “has the courier come from Berlin?”

«Yes. sire, he has come,” said Le Catt, sighing, “ but I fear he
brings no good news. 2

“No good news? Has the enemy forced his way so far?”

« An enemy has, sire; but not the one your majesty is thinking
of I”
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“How know you what enemy I mean?” said the king, impa-
tiently. “Is it the Russians, or the French?’

“None of your mortal enemies, sire: and the mourning which
pow reigns in Berlin and will soon reign throughout Prussia, is
caused by no enemy of your majesty but by Providence.”

The king looked at him earnestly for a moment. “T understand,”
said he. “Some one of my family has died ; is it not 5027

“Veg, sire; your—"

“Be still 1”7 said the king, sternly. “I do not yet wish o know
_ T have not the strencth to bear it—wait a while.”

Folding his hands upon his breast, he paced up and down his
tent several times, laboring hard for breath. He stood still, and
leaning against the window, said: “Now, Le Catt, I can endure
any thing ; speak—who is it?"

“Sire, it is her majesty.”

“My wife?” interrupted the king.

“No, sire; her majesty—"

“My mother!” cried the king, in a heart-broken voice. “My
mother!”

He stood thus for a while, with his hands before his face, his
form bowed down and trembling like an oak swayed by a storm.
Tears escaped through his hands and fell slowly to the ground—
groans of agony were wrung from him.

Le Catt could stand it no longer; he approached the king and
ventured to say a few consoling words.

“ Do not seek to comfort me,” said the king; “you do not know
what inexpressible pain this loss has caused me.”

“Yes, sire, I well know,” said Le Catt, “for the queen-mother
was the noblest, most gracious princess that ever lived. I can
therefore understand your sorrow.”

“No, you cannot,” said the king. raising his pale, tearful coun-
tenance. “You earry your sorrow upon your lips—I upon my heart.
The queen was the best of women, and my whole land may well
mourn for her. It will not be forced grief, for every one who had
the happiness to approach loved and admired her for her many
virtues—for her great kindness. And I feel, I know, that sorrow
for the ruin of Prussia has caused her death. She was too noble a
princess, too tender a mother, to outlive Prussia’s destruction and
her son’s misfortune.”

“But your majesty knows that the gueen was suffering from an
incurable disease.”

“It is true I know it ” said the king, sinking slowly npon his
camp-stool. “I feared that T might never see her again, and still
this news comes totally unexpected.”
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“Your majesty will overcome this great grief as a philosopher, a
hero.”

“Ah, my friend,” said the king, sadly, “philosophy is a solace
in past and future sufferings, but is utterly powerless for present
grief ; I feel my heart and strength fail. For the last two years L
have resembled a tottering wall. Family misfortune, secret pain,
public sorrow, continual disappointment, these have been my nour-
ichment. What is there wanting to make of me another Job? IfI
wish to survive these distressing circumstances, I must become a
stoic. For I cannot bring the philosophy of Epicurus to bear upon
my greab sorrows. And still,” added the king, the dejected look
disappearing from his countenance, and giving place to one of
energy and determination, “still, T will not be overcome. Were all
the elements to combine against me; T will not fall beneath them.”

“Ah1” cried Le Catt, “once more is my king the hero, who will
not only overcome his grief, but also his enemies.”

“God grant that you are a true prophet!” cried the king, earn-
estly. “This is a great era; the next few months will be decisive
for Prussia: I will restore her or die beneath her ruins!”

“You will restore !” cried Le Catt, with enthusiasm.

« And when I have made Prussia great,” said the king, relapsing
into his former gloom, “my mother will not be here to rejoice with
me. Each one of my home-returning soldiers will have some one—
2 mother, a sweetheart—to meet them with tears of joy, to greet
them tenderly. 1 shall be alone.”

“Your people will advance, gladly, to meet you; they will greeb
you with tears of joy.”

«Ah, yes,” cried the king, with a bitter smile, “they will ad-
vance to meet me joyfully; butf, were I to die the same day, they
would cry : ‘Le roi est mort—vive le roi!’ and would greet my suc-
cessor with equal delight. There is nothing personal in the love of
a people to its sovereign; they love mot in me the man, but the
king. Butmy mother loved not the king the warrior; she loved
her son with her whole heart, and God knows he had but that one
heart to trust in. Leave me, Le Cath Seek not to console me.
Soon the king will gain the mastery. Now T am but the son, who
<wishes to be alone with themother. Go.” Fearinghe had wounded
Te Catt, he pressed his hand tenderly.

T Catt raised it to his lips and covered it with kisses and tears.
The king withdrew it gently, and signed fo him to leave the Toont

Now he was alone—alone with his pain, with his grief—alone
with his mother. And, truly, during this hour he was but th*
loving son ; his every thought was of his mother; he conversed with
her, he wept over her; but, as his sorrow became more subdued, 16

IN THE CASTLE AT DRESDEN. 225

took his flute from the table, the one constant companion of his life.
As the soft, sweet tones were wafted through the tent, he seemed to
hear his mother whispering words of love to him, to feel her hal-
lowed kiss upon his brow. And now he was king once more. As
he heard without the sound of trumpets, the beating of drums, the
Joud shouts and hurrahs of his soldiers, a new fire burned in his
eyes, he laid his flute aside, and listened for a time to the joyous
chouts: then raising his right hand, he said: “Farewell, mother;
you died out of despair for my defeat at Collin, but I swear to you
1 will revenge your death and my defeat tenfold npon my enemies
when I stand before them agzain in battle array. Hear me, spirit of
my mother, and give to your son your blessing 1”

CHAPTER X.
IN THE CASTLE AT DRESDEN.

THE Queen Maria Josephine of Poland, Princess elect of Saxony,
paced her room violently; and with deep emotion and painful
anxiety she listened to every noise which interrupted the stillness
that surrounded her. :

“Tf he should be discovered,” she murmured softly, “should this
letter be found, all is betrayed, and I am lost.”

She shuddered, and even the paint could not conceal her sudden
pallor. She soon raised herself proudly erect, and her eyes resumed
their usual calm expression.

“RBah! lost,” she said, shrugging her shoulders, *who will dare
to seize a queen and condemn her for fichting for her honor and her
country? Only the insolent and arrogant Margrave of Brandenburg
could have the temerity to insult a queen and a woman in my per-
son, and he, thank God, is crushed and will never be able to rally.
But where is Schonberg,” she said, uneasily ; “if he does not come
to-day, all is lost—all!”

T.oud voices in the antechamber interrupted her ; she listened in
breathless expectation. “It is he,” she murmured, “it is Schon-
berg; the officer on guard forbids his entrance. What insults I
endure! Iam f{reated as a prisoner in my OWwn castle; 1 am even
denied the right of seeing my 6wn servants. 2

She ceased, and listened again; the voices became londer and
more vislent. ©He is, apparently, speaking s0 loudly to attract my
attention,” she said; “I will go to his relief.” She crossed the
chamber hastily, and opened the door leading into the anteroom.
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“What means this noise?” she said, angrily ; “how dare you be
guilty of such unseemly conduct?”

Silence followed this question. The two gentlemen, who had
just exchanged such angry words, were dumb, approached the
gueen, and bowed profoundly.

“T beg your majesty’s forgiveness,” said the Prussian officer,
“my commander ordered me this morning to admit no one until he
had seen your highness himself.”

“I wished to announce to your majesty,” said Schonberg, “that
I had refurned from my estate, and desired the favor of being again
received into your service; this gentleman refused to allow me to
enter.”

The queen turned upon the officer with an expression of con-
tempt. “Am I a prisoner, sir, allowed to see mo one but my
jailer?”

“Your majesty favors me with a question I am unable to answer,”
sa’d the officer; *I am a soldier; and must obey the command of
those above me. I know not whether your majesty is a prisoner.”

The queen reddened ; she felt that, in the execitement of passion,

she had forgotten her rank and dignity.

“Tt 1s true, ” she said, “it is not for you to answer this question.
I must demand a reply from your king. You are but a machine,
moved by foreign power. I think you will not dare to keep my
servants from me ;7 and, without allowing the eonfused officer time
t0 answer, she turned to the chamberlain, Baron von Schonberg.
“T am delighted to receive youagain ; you shall resume yourservice
immediately, as you desire it; follow me to my room, I have an
important letter to dictate to you.”

She stepped over the sill of the door, and gave the chamberlain
a sign to follow her; as he approached the door, however, the officer
stepped before him.

“Forgive me,” he said, in a pleading tone; “I have strict orders
to admit only those who usually surround the queen ; do you under-
stand, sir, to admit no one to her majesty this morning? I can
make no exceptions.”

“I belong to those who usnally surround her majesty,” said the
chamberlain; “T have had an eight days’ leave of absence; that
cannot make an exception against me.”

“Baron von Schonberg, did I not order you to resume your
gervice, and to follow me?” said the queen ; “why do you not enter?”

“Your majesty sees that T am prevented.”

“Mercy, your highness, merey,” pleaded the officer, “I know I
am seemingly wanting in reverence toward the holy person of the
queen, but I cannot act otherwise.”
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Maria Josephine looked proud and cmm.uanding : her eyes flashed
angrily, and, with a Joud voice, she exclaimed: ‘ o

] command you to allow my servant to enter ! do you hear:
command it as a sovereign !”

= d back. -

:l:l(j)olifeifrﬂfllj})fu not the courage to withstand t,_his F*omgmml. ’

For a moment the queen’s pale face crin_u-stumd \\'l“l}i;O}'. Ll;l:';;ullt
suppressed her emotion immediately and motioned the chamberiain,
with proud dignity, to follow. :

Schonberg passed the officer, and entered the rum?x. 5k

« At last,” sighed Maria Josephine, as the door closed l.)ehmfi );]1:!
__“qat last this torture is at an end, and I breathe a%:am. ;blvcff d
baron—your news " Fxhausted, she fell upon the sofa, and gaze

2 <]y at the chamberlain. . ;
bredt]?j:::: Hr:c-;kin;;, with your majesty’s permission, I will see if

o are entirely alone—if no one is listening.” ;
e ]a_:c: &:ti;t\l;:fl)mf tly around the room, and searched 'be(;mlxd fh(f}f:l;;
tains and furniture; then went to the door, and looke ;wi u;ﬁtting
key-hole, to see if any one was without. He sa\\: t}]-u"wjl “t'rt;’l thif
111‘;ti(ml(',.ss, =t the other end of the antercom. ba{!rjilt-t l;\_l :hacg
he was about to open the other door, but the queen ('._lllet 111;:0"; le_t
“That is unneecessary-; No one cai he concealed there. I

ar quickly what you have to say.- i .
me"?]f‘}l:a.?: 215115}' thing:s to tell you,” said the (‘-humb(jl:la‘l‘l;, ltrm\l;;
phantly. “All our andertakings have been Ill.U\t"F 's,lulc.‘t.e;)s? 1111&.; <
may 11:3;1e they will be crowned with t.he ulljmt (1t‘.‘_?ll‘d. Jf(.lrr:;i : .upen

N“Pr&ise to God and the holy saints!” murmured the gqueen.
Geank. speak! tell me alll” 3 :
s‘]“:.‘Lf_:‘\i;f,t{;pilrﬂl;fttj.'our majesty, eight dn.}-f-; ago, I wer-.ut ’hrst todmi‘j1
estate, whieh, as your highness knm-v‘s. lies n)ear‘-lj’m..tll:lz:en, an e
the jmmediate neighborhood of the King of Prussia s c?uzl.:s.d e
guised as a peasant, with my lirl?e flock of B-htfe",”,,l tlllx ;’.“9 e
Prussian camp unchallenged. I wish your ma]f-'at} (‘.011 (‘ |.i 1-11.“,(;
the satisfaction of seeing what I saw. Yourtoyal heafh \lkou tl L.;m_.
been gladdened at the sight of those Ht{ll\'(’d exh}a.u,:f-;, a:{?itm.u
perate troops which Prince Au;:us:.t‘us W .1111am I:(}d L‘,v(. ;;G;]m;, '“:
to his ausust brother, the ereat E rnflenvk. You ‘“,m ; d. tm; -
Enowledged with delight that such ihf(«ouraged‘. c!er_m-r.:-t 1‘ze. 2 ﬂ}w
could no longer withstand the splendid an‘d vietorious a1;’n_v =
confederates. The battle of Collin dug their graves, and the pass
: > their coffins.” : ;
Gal?i;:]a?]t;et:;:.:on dragoons decided the battle of C«‘llh%ld‘-?" said I:::ltz
queen, with sparkling eyes. “Goon! tel‘,l memore. Did youspe
with the king’s chamberlain, Anderson?’
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" lfes. = - -
e 3:(;1:‘ ﬁ;ﬁie;ty‘ and I_ fouynd him fa.lth_ful. T gave him the
e deli:]';r,ed wnﬁ:ﬂ:;}nmestf was 50 gracious as to send him.
g his costly present, and swore he would 1
I;ti.aip?rtgmty p:«:ssi)f gervmg you. I told him how he might snfef;'
” ome He will inform us of all that takes place in the Prus
s:ar: camp, and of all the important movements of the king.” -
: E‘ou_ are convi_nc.ed of his integrity ?” said the queen. :
s SR
S e & ([ y ack, if webalance it with gold.”
e al_]l queen spar _ec, and her countenance had a threat-
g : passionate expression; her Spanish blood was moved
anc{'rushed in fever streams to her heart. ;
mak(l}sahg 1‘(.}.‘:):(1:\{ ffl‘ am a.(-t?” alm repeated. *“Perhaps we could
; ecisive trial of his willingness; but of that, later—con-
tinue.” I E
“I learned from ing rick i
the confederates to :f?:{]:(tllil_‘:ﬂl:;t:]l?t f\ii?nﬂrﬁﬁé lt(]k e fO_FGB
: T {0 ano . 2 he camp, the king
l_md distributed rationstohis army, and was to leave the next
ing, to encounter Daun and Radasdy.” o
'];‘he queen laughed mockingly. 3
: “He then thirsts for a second Collin. As his grave is open and
h}s coffin made, he wishes to get the Austrian grave-diggers .t(-) bu
hmi. Well, we will not deny him this last service of iETE % F
- ﬂA-f ter leaving t!ne P‘russia.n camp,” continued the chamberlain,
hrew off my disguise, and hastened with post-horses to where
Daun and Radasdy were quartered.”

“And you saw them?”?

‘_‘ I saw them ; I was fortunate enough to be able to deliver your
majesty’s letters to General Radasdy, and I can now give your h‘igh-
ness the general’s answer, and some other important uafsers.“ He
drew a small éfui from his bosom, out of which he too]; a penkmnife;
then taking his haf, ripped off the gold galloon, cut the rim anci
drew a paper from between the fur and the inner lining \\‘hi\::h he
handed to the queen, with a profound bow. :

While the queen was occupied breaking the seal and reading the
ioti‘m‘. the chamberlain was busily engaged in restoring his hatto
its former proportions. The queen’s pale face brightened more and
more as she read ; with joy and triumph she glanced from the paper
at the chamberlain, and said, with a brilliant smile:

“You are really a messenger of peace; a time will come when 1
can better reward your faithful services than by words. I beg you
to open that door, and eall Father Guarini.” ; B

The chamberlain obeyed her command, and Father Guarini
entered. He greeted Schonberg with a gracious nod, then fixed his
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dark and piercing eyes upon the queen, who arose humbly to receive
him. : :
1 hope, venerable father, that you have heard the news, brought
by our faithful baron?” said the queen, in a soft voice.

«T have heard!” replied the Jesuit father, solemnly ; “I have
heard toat God has delivered these heretics into our hands. We are
the chosen people to free the world of these blasphemous adversaries
of the Church.”

“«What is your meaning?” asked the queen, with apparent sur-
prise.

Father Guarini looked at her significantly ; a cruel smile played
upon his thin, colorless lips.

“My daughter, we anderstand each other fully,” said he, in a
goft, low voice; “soul speaks to soul in such a crisis as this. When
the baron handed you this letter, when he told you that the cham-
berlain of the King of Prussia was faithful to our holy cause, ready
for any aet you might approve, a door separated us; I could not
look upon your countenance, and yet, my daughter, T read the secret
thoughts of your heart. I saw your eyes sparkle, your lips smile,
and understood your holy purpose. 2

The queen trembled, and stepped shudderingly back.

“Holy father,” she murmured, “have compassion with a sinful
thought, which I suppressed quickly, and which I will never listen
to again.”

“Why do you call it & sinful thought?” said the priest, with a
diabolical smile. “All weapons are blessed and made holy by God,
when employed against heretics. The poison of the hemlock and
the opium-plant is part of God’s holy creation. He made them as
weapons for the just against the unjust, and, when used for pious
purposes, they are canctified means of grace. Be mot ashamed of
your greab thought, my daughter; if Anderson is faithful, as the
chamberlain asserts, with God'’s help we will soon be able to bring
this war to a close, and crush this unbelieving horde.”

“Still, I pray you still, my father,” murmured the gueen; “my
whole sonl shudders at this frightf ul suggestion ; let us not speak of
this again, let us forget T

“T ot us not speak of it but let us not forget it,” murmured the
priest, with a malicious smile.

The queen said hastily: «Father, such fearful weapons are not
necessary for the destruction of our enemies. Frederick of Prussia
ean never rally—he stands alone, has not a single ally in Germany.
This is the important news brought me by the baron, which I now
communicate to you. We have succeeded in a great enterprise; a
mighty work has been completed by us and our allies in the cloister
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of Zeven. This has been achieved by our ambassador, the pions
Duke of Lynar, and we will triumph in a glittering and bloodless
victory. Every German prince who has heretofore stood by the
traitor and heretic, Frederick of Prussia, has, at the comimand and
menace of the emperor, fallen off from him, and dare no longer
lend him help or influence. The men of Hesse, of Brunswick, of
Gotha, who were allied to Prussia, and who were just from ﬁght.ing
with the Hanoverians against Soubise and Richelieu, have lad
down their arms and returned home. They have solemnly bound
themselves in the convention of the cloister of Zeven never again
to bear arms for the heretical and rebellious King of Prussia, who
is excommunicated by the German emperor and the holy Pope at
Rome. The contest between the Hanoverians and our French ally is
ended, and a cessation of hostilities determined upon. Uncondi-
tional peace is indeed indefinitely declared. The Hanoverians
remain inactive on the Elbe ; the Duke of Cumberland, leader of the
English troops, has returned to London,* and his adversary, the
Duke de Richelieu, to Paris. The French troops now in Germany,
under the command of the Prince Soubise, have no ofher enemy to
attack than Frederick, the natural enemy of us all. The King of
Prussia, who stands alone, has no other ally.”

“No ally but himself,” interrupted a lond, powerful voice.

The queen turned and saw General von Fink, the Prussian com-
mander of Dresden. He had opened the door noiselessly, and had
heard the queen’s last words.

Maria Josephine paled with anger, and stepping forward to
meet him, with head erect, she looked as if she would trample him
under foot.

“Sir. 7 she said, scarcely able to control her passion, and at the
same time trembling with terror, “who gave you permission 0
enter this room?¥”

“My sovereign, the King of Prussia,” said the general, placing
himself before her with stiff military courtesy. “I come not from
idle curiosity, but on imporfant business, and your majesty must
pardon me if you find it disagreeable.”

He made a sien toward the door, and immediately an officer and
¢our soldiers appeared af the threshold. The commander pointed to
the chamberlain, Von Schonberg, who, pale and {rembling, endeav-
ored to conceal himself behind the wide dress of the queen.

+When the Duke of Camberland returned to London, after the convention ab
the cloister of Zeven, his father, whose fayoriie he had been up to this time, reé-
ceived him with great coldness, and said before all his ministers: “Here is my
zon who has ruined me and disgraced himself.” The duke had to resign all is
honors. and died a few years later, despised by the whole nation.
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¢ Arrest that man, and take him off 1" said the general.

Schénberg uttered a cry of alarm, and disappeared behind the
satin robe of the queen.

“What, sir! you dare to force yourself into my room, and to
arrest my servant?” cried the queen, angrily.

The general shrugged his shoulders.

“We are living in perilous times, and every man must defend
himself from his enemies. ’'Tis true your chamberlain sold some
good sheep to our army, but it appears to have been a fraudulent
transaction ; for this reason, I arresthim, and send him to Berlin
for trial. There it will be difficult for him fo carry on his corre-
spondence with the fraitorous chamberlain of the king.”

The general ceased speaking, and gozing at the pale, disturbed
group before him, enjoyed their horror and consternation for a
moment.

The queen was greatly embarrassed, and pressed her lips firmly
together to suppress a cry of terror. By her side stood Father
Guarini, whose face had assumed a livid pallor, and whose dark
eyes were fixed in bitter hatred upon the general. Beh ind the queen
the terrified face of the chamberlain was secen, his insignificant
figure being entirely concealed by the queen’s robes.

“ Baron von Schinberg,” said General Fink, “I order you to come
forward and tosubmit to your arrest. Out of respeet to her majesty
the queen, you will be quiet. I should be unfortunately forced to
act with violence if you do not yield without a struggle.”

The chamberlain advanced with dignity, bowing profoundly to
the queen. Hesaid, ina trembling voice:

<] must beg your majesty graciously to dismiss me from your
service. 1 must obey this gentlemen, who, as it appears, is master
in the castle.”

The queen was for a moment speechless ; her voice was lost, and
her eyes were filled with tears. She said, after a long pause:

“«Will you rob me of my faithful servant? You dragged Baroness
Brithl and Countess Ogliva to Warsaw, and now you will deprive
me of the services of this tried and constant friend.”

~1 obey the commands of my king,” said the general, © and I be-
lieve your majesty must see the justice of this arrest. Had the
baron been captured in camp. he would have been shof at once as a
spy. I arrest him here and send him to Berlin, that he may defend
himself against the charge of being a traitor.”

The queen breathed heavily, she had regained her composure;
turning to the chamberlain she said, in a voice softer and kinder
than had ever been heard from her before :

“Go, my friend, and when your loyalty is called freason by our
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enemies, do nof forget that your queen is thinking of you with
gratitude, and praying for you to our heavenly Father.”

She offered the chamberlain her small, white hand; he sank
upon his knees, and covered it with his tears and kisses.

“Go, my son,” said Father Guarini, laying his hand upon Schon-
berg’s head—“go; the Lord has chosen you as a blessed martyr for
our just and holy cause. The Lord will be with you, and the holy
mother Church will pray for yon.”

“T po, my father—may it be granted me to die for my queen !”

Turning to the general, he delivered up his sword rather tragi-
cally, and declared himself ready to depart.

The commandant signed to the officer.

“ Conduct this gentleman to the carriage, and send him witha
sufficient guard to Berlin.”

CHAPTER XI
THE TE DEUM.

THE queen looked sadly after the chamberlain ; when he had dis-
appeared, she turned fo the general.

“T now hope,” said she, “that you have fulfilled your orders,
and that I will be permitted to have my apartments to myself.”

“1 beg your majesty’s pardon,” said the general, bowing respect:
fully, “but as yet I have fuliilled but the smallest portion of my
master’s commands.”

“How? is there still some one here whom yon wish to arrest?®
said the gueen.

“No, noble lady, but some one I wish to warn !”

“You are, without doubt, speaking of me, general?” said the
priest, quietly.

“Yes, sir, of you. I wish fo warn you not to occupy your pions
thoughts with that very worldly thing called polities, and to request
vou to instruct the members of your Church in religion, in Chris-
tinn love and kindness, and not to lure them to murder and
treachery.”

The priest shrugged his shoulders ; a contemptuous smile played
about his small, thin lips.

“The words ‘religion and Christian love’ sound strangely in the
mouth of a Prussian warrior. I decline receiving any advice from
you. I have no fear of you or of your superiors! I am subject only
to God and the Pope!”
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“That may be in your own country, but not in the King of Prus-
sia’s,” answered General Fink, quietly. “There every one is sub-
ject to the law; no title, no clerieal gown protfects the criminal.
Two days ago, a spy was discovered in the Prussian camp, who was
a priest; he was hung like any other spy, although at the last
moment, hoping to save his life, he exclaimed that he was a friend
of Father Guarini, the court confessor. His majesty the King of
Prussia commissioned me to impart to you the death of your friend.”

“ From my heart I thank you for so doing,” said the priest. i |
shall have masses read for my friend, of whom you have made a
martyr.”

The queen gazed at him with sparkling eyes. “Oh, my father,”
said she, “I thank you for your noble example; it shall enable me,
in spite of threats and insults, nof to deny the holy cause and the
friends who have suffered for it. And now, general, T hope your
commissions are fulfilled, and that you will take your leave.”

“J hope your majesty will believe that I would nof venture to
remain, were I not compelled by the commands of my king. Thave
to request your majesty to listen while I read aloud some letters,
some historical documents, which may possibly interest your high-
ness.”

“Vou can read,” said the queen. “Asmy ears do not belong to
the King of Prussia, it lies with me to listen or nof, as I please.”
She sank gently upon the divan, signing fo the priest to remain
beside her.

% flatter myself that I will have your majesty’s attention,” said
the general, withdrawing to the mearest window and opening a
package of letters. “The first relates to an extremely amusing occur-
rence, which my master, knowing that France was your ally,
imagined would interest you. Your highuess is aware that Prince
Soubise is a brave soldier. This is Madame Pompadour’s opinion;
it must, therefore, be true. About a week ago this brave prince
determined to rest for a while from his heroic deeds, and gave the
same privilege fo a large portion of his army. The general, accom-
panied by his staff and eight thousand soldiers, then entered that
lovely little spot, called Gotha, to visit the talented and princely duke
and duchess. He and his staff were received by them with great
honor ; magnificent preparations were forthwith made for asplendid
dinner to welcome the prince who. happily, was not only fond of
laurels, but also of good eating. Dinner was served, the French
generals had finished their toilets, Prince Soubise had given the
duchess his arm to lead her to her seat, when a loud cry of terror
was heard from without, ‘The Prussians are at the gates! Prince
Soubise dropped the arm of the duchess ; through the Paris rouge,
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so artistically put on, the paleness, which now covered his face,
could not be seen. The doors leading to the dining-saloon were
thrown open, making visible the sparkling glass, the smoking
dishes, the rare service of gold and silver; the generals of the
prince now hastened forward and confirmed the wild rumor. Yes;
and rumor, for once, was true. General Seidlitz was there with
fiffeen hundred brave cavalrymen. The French are noted for their
politeness, and it did not fail them upon this occasion. Without
4 word, Prince Soubise and his eight thousand men made room for
General Seidlitz and his fifteen hundred, and hastened from the
ducal palace. Before the rich dishes had time to cool, General
Seidlitz and his staff were seated at the table, enjoying the magnifi-
cent dinner prepared for the French generals. Many prisoners,
many spoils were taken afterward. Not that Pince Soubise b ad not
faken all his soldiers with him, but there was another small army
by which the French troops are always accompanied. These, the
lJackeys, valets, cooks, hair-dressers, ballet-dancers, actresses,
priests, ete., ete., were not able to Tun as fast as the French soldiers.
The spoils consisted in the equipages of the prince and his staff, in
which were boxes and chests containing precious things, their large
chests full of delightful perfumes and hair-oils, frunks full of wigs,
dressing-gowns, and parasols. There were several learned parrots
who had a leaning to polities, and who exclaimed continually:
“Vive les Francais! A bas les Prussiens !’ Butthe kind-hearted Gen-
eral Seidlitz did not wish to deprive the French army of the neces
sities of life: he thereforesent them their valets, cooks, hair-dressers,
actresses, priests, efc. The perfumes and hair-oils he gave to his
own soldiers.”

“T {rust you have finished,” said the queen, playing listlessly
with her fan.

% Ah, your majesty has then honored me by listening?” said
General Fink, smiling.

The queen preserved a dignified silence.

The general continued reading : “ After long deliberation, Prince
Soubise concluded he had carried his politeness 00 far in vacating
the ducal palace to the Prussians : he determined, therefore, to g0
after his perfumes, hair-oils, dressing-gowns, wigs, ete., ete., and
drive the Prussians from Gotha. Prince von Hildburghiusen joined
him with his troops. Thus the French advanced to Gotha, secure
and confident of success. But to their terror they found before the
ity not two Prussian regiments, as they had expected, but whak
seemed to them the entire Prussian army arranged in line of baftle,
and in such large numbers that for miles azound the bills were cov:
ered with them. This was so unexpected to the FErench generals
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that they determined to retreat for a while, until they had recovered
from their surprise. They withdrew, leaving the field to the Prus-
sians. Had they not withdrawn so hastily, they would soon have
spen that the Prussian army consisted only of fifteen hundred,
which, thanks to General Seidlitz’s strategy, presented a very im-
posing view. ThusSeidlitz cained the day withont firing a shot—
not by the troops who were present, but by those who were supposed
to be present.”

“I have had enough of this,” said the queen, rising. “I am
weary of listening to your witty stories. The King of Prussia may
trinmph for a while_he may jest over his lost battles—but the hour
of his misfortune is at hand. God, who is just—who throsts the
arrogant and haughty to the ground—will also punish him, and give
victory to the just cause. The battle of Collin was for Frederick the
Second the first proof of God’s anger, and now with inereasing
strength His mighty arm will be raised against him.”

%I am aware that these are your majesty’s sentiments, ” said the
general, smiling; “and my master is as well informed. I think
they were stated in almost the same words in letters which your
majesty. wrote to the Austrian general, Nadasky.”

The queen fell back upon her seat trembling, and a deep red
suffused her countenance. Even Father Guarini showed by the
quivering of his lip and his sudden paleness, that the conversation
was now taking an agitating turn. ;

“What do you know of my letters to Nadasky?” said the queen,
breathlessly. “Who says I have written to him?”

4your own hand, gracious queen,” answered the general.
“While the king, my noble sovereign, was in Bernstadt, he was

2l

told that General Nadasky was at Ostriz, and sent General von
Werner after him. Nadasky fled, but his bagzage was captured,
and amongst his letters this one from your majesty was discovered.”
And he held up the letter in question before the queen, to convince
her of its anthenticity.

Maria Josephine endeavored to tear it from him, but the general
was too quick for her.

“ By command of my master, this letter is to be returned to you,
but upon one condibion.”

“Well, what is it?”" said the queen, faintly.

“T am to read to your majesty a few sentences from it, selected
by the King of Prussia himself.”

“ And all my letters shall then be returned to me?”

% All, your majesty.”

“You can read,” said the queen, seating herself.

General Fink approached the window by which he had been
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standing before, and looked out for a few moments. Some one,
perhaps, had passed with whom he was acquainted, for he bowed
several times and raised his hand as if he were beckoning. After
this intermission, at which the queen and her confessor had looked
in amazement, he opened the letter and commenced to read.

It was a demand from Queen Maria Josephine to the Ausfrian
general to do all in his power to ruin their common enemy. “If we
are energetfic,” continued the general, reading in a loud voice, “if
will soon be done. At the battle of Collin, God laid his mark upon
Frederick : Prussia will have no more victories; her arrogant ruler
has sung his last Te Devm.”

At this moment the bells of the nearest church commenced their
solemn chimes, and from the fort behind the castle the thunder of
cannon was heard. The queen rose from her seat and rushed to the
window.

“What is the meaning of this?” said she, breathlessly. “Why
these bells? Why this cannon? What—"

The renewed thunder of cannon drowned her words. She threw
open the window, and now all the church bells were joined in one
harmonious chant. From beneath the queen’s windows there arose
a slow, solemn hymn, and as if borne aloft by invisible spirits, the
words “Te Deum laudamus” were heard by the queen. Her eyes
sparkled. *“For whom is this Te Deum 27 gaid she, breathlessly.

“Tt is for my master,” said General Fink, solemnly—*for the
King of Prussia, who at Rossbach, with twenty thousand men, has
gained a victory over sixty thousand French soldiers.”

A cry of rage, and Maria Josephine fell fainting to the floor.

CHAPTER XII.
CAMP SCENE.

T1 was 2 cold winter day, and in the Prussian camp at Newmark
every one was occupied making fires.

“Tet us get a great deal of wood,” said a sprightly-looking, slen-
der young soldier, to his comrades; “our limbs must not be stiff to-
day. 1 think to-morrow all will go off bravely, and we will prepare
a strong soup for the Austrians.”

% And instead of the noodles, we will send them cannon-balls,”
said a comrade, standing near him. “« But see here, brother, as we
are not going to fight this evening, I think we shoulld make use of
the time and cook a soup for ourselves. “When we have wood enough
for a good fire, we will set the kettle over it, and the best of pastimes
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will be ready. Shall we do it, comrades? HEyery man a groschen,
and Charles Henry Buschman to cook the noodles.”

«Ves, Buschman must cook the noodles : no one understands if
<o well ashe. Charles Henry Buschman! Where hides the fellow?
He is generally sticking to Fritz Kober, and they are chatiing to-
gether as if they were lovers. Buschman! Charles Henry Busch-
man! Where are you?”

“Here I am ! cried a bright, fresh voice, and a slender youth,
belonging to Prince Henry's regiment, stepped forward and joined
them. “Who calls me?what do you want?”

“We want you to cook moodles for us, Buschman ; every man
pays a groschen, and eafs o his heart’s content. You shall have
them for nothing, because you prepare them. =

“T will have nothing that I don’t pay for,” said Charles Henry,
proudly ; “I can pay as well as the rest of you, and perhaps I have
more money than all of you; for while you are drinking, smoking,
and playing, I put my groschens aside for a rainy day.”

“Yes that is true; Buschman is the most orderly, the most in-
dustrious of us all,” said Fritz Kober, as he nodded lovingly to
his young friend. “THe does nob drink, or smoke, or play; and, I
can tell you, he sews like a woman. He mended a shirt for me to-
day. A ball had passed through if at Rossbach, making a hole in
the left sleeve. I tell you, the shirt looks as if a clever woman had
mended it.”

“WWell, it is a pity he isn’t one.” said one of the soldiers, witha
merry laugh; “perbaps you have a sister at home, Henry, whom
you could give to Kober. 2

“No, comrade,” said Charles Henry, sadly; “I have neither
father, mother, sister, nor brother. I am alone in the world, and
have no other friend but my comrade, Fritz Kober. Will yon not
give him to me, comrades? Will you tease him because he is the
friend of a poor, young fellow, acainst whom youn have nothing to
say except that he is just seventeen years old, and has no beard, and
his voice a little thin, not able to make as much noise as yourself?
Promise me that you will nof laugh at Fritz again becanse heis kind
to, and loves a poor, forsaken boy. If you tease him, he will be-
come desperate and run off from me, and then, when I fall in battle,
he will not close my eyes as he has promised to do.”

“T will never run away from you, darling brother,” said Fritz
Kober. “We two shall stay together in camp and in battle. Yon
have won me with your soft, black eyes; they remind me of those
of my good, faithful Phylax.”

«Well, well, Fritzshall do as he pleases, " gaid one of the boys;
“But enough with our chatting, let us seck the wood for our fire.”




