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CHAPTER T
THE KING’S RETURN.

BERLIN was glittering in festal adornment! This was a great, a
joyous day ; the first gleam of sunshine, after many long years of
sorrow, suffering, and absolute want. For the last seven years the
king had been absent from his capital—to-day he would return to
Berlin.

Afterseven years of bloody strife, the powers at Hubertsburg had
declared peace. Nonation had enlarged its boundaries by this war.
Not one of the cities or fortresses of the King of Prussia had been

taken from him, and he was forced to content himself with his =

former conquest. There had been no successful results! ILosses
only were to be calculated.

During these seven years, Russia had lost one hundred and eighty
thonsand men. the French two hundred thousand, the Prussians a
hundred and twenty thonsand, the English and confederate Germans
2 hundred and sixty thousand. and the Saxons ninety thousand—
lastly, the Swedes and the States sixty thousa nd. This seven years'
war cost Europe nearly a million of men. Their blood fertilized the
German soil, and their bones lay mouldering beneath her green
sods.

Throughout all Europe, weeping mothers, wives, and children
turncd their sorrowful faces toward the land which had robbed them
of their dear loved ones; they were even deprived the painfully
sweet consolation of weeping over theselonely and neglected graves.

T.osses were not only to be counted in myriads of men, whose *

blood had been shed in vain, but uncounted millions had been lav-
ished upon the useless strife.

During this war, the debt of Fngland had increased to seventy
million pounds sterling; the yearly inferest on the debt was four
and a half million crowns. The Austrians caleulated their debt at
five hundred million guldens; France at two thousand million
livres: Sweden was almost bankrupt, and unfortunate Saxony had
to pay to Prussia during the war over seven million crowns.
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In the strict meaning of the term. Prussia had made no debt,
but she was, in fact, as much impoverished as her adversaries. The
Prussian money which was circulated during the war was worthless.

At the close of the war, all those who carried these promissory
notes shared the fate of the rich man in the fairy tale. The money
collected at night turned to ashes before morning. This was the
fatal fruit of the war which for seven years had scourged Europe.
Prussia, however, had reason to be satisfied and even grateful.
Althongh bleeding from a thousand wounds, exhausted and faint
unto death, she promised a speedy recovery ; she was full of youth-
ful power and energy—had grown, morally, during this seven years’
struggle—had become great under the pressure of hardship and self-
denial, and now ranked with the most powerful nations of
Europe.

To-day, however, suffering and destitution were forgotten; only
smiling, joyous faces were seen in Berlin. The whole city seemed
to be invigorated by the golden rays of fortune; no one appeared
to suffer, no one to mourn for the lost—and yet amongst the ninety-
eight thousand inhabitants of Berlin, over thirty thousand received
alms weekly—so that a third of the population were objects of
charity. To-day mo one thirsted, no one was hungry; all hearts
were merry, all faces glad !

They had not seen their great King Frederick for seven years;
they would look upon him to-day. The royal family had arrived
from Magdeburg.

Every one hastened to the streets to see Frederick, who on his
departure had been but the hero-king of Prussia, but who now, on
his return, was the hero of all Europe—whom all nations greeted—
whose name was uttered in Tartary, in Africa, with wonder and
admiration—yes, in all parts of the civilized and uncivilized world !

The streets were filled with laughing crowds; all pressed toward
the Frankfort gate, where the king was to enter. The largest arch
of triumph was erected over this gate, and all other streets were
decorated somewhat in the same manner. Every eye was turned
toward this street; all were awaiting with loudly-beatinghearts the
appearance of that hero whose brow was decked with so many costly
laurels. No heart was more impatient, no one gazed so eagerly at
the Frankfort gate as the good Marquis d’Argens; he stood at the
head of the burghers, near the arch of triumph; he had organized
the citizens for this festal reception; he had left his cherished
refirement for love of his royal friend; to welcome him, he had
ventured into the cutting wind of a cold March morning. For
Frederick’s sake he had mounted a horse, a deed of daring he had
not ventured upon for many a year; in his lively impatience, he
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even forgot the danger of being run away with or dragged in the
dust.

The marquis knew well that nothing could be more disagreeable
to the kine than this public reception, but his heart was overflow-
ing with hope and happiness, and be felt the necessity of shouting
his wivats in the sunny air. In the eogtism of his love, he forgot to
respect the preferences of the king.

Perhaps Frederick suspected this triumph which his good Ber-
liners had prepared for him. Perhaps it appeared to his acufe sen-
sibilities and noble heart altogether inappropriate to welcome the
returned soldiers with wild shouts of joy, when so many thousand
loved ones were lying buried on the bloody battle-field. Perhaps he
did not wish to see Berlin, where his mother had so lately died;
adorned in festal array.

Hour after hour passed. The sun was setting. The flowers
which had been taken from the greenhouses to decorate the arch of
{riumph, bowed their lovely heads sadly in the rongh March winds.
The fresh. cool breeze whistled through the light draperies and dis-
placed their arfistic folds. Notwithstanding the enthusiasm of the
citizens, they began to be hungry, and fo long greatly for the con-

clusion of thesesolemnities. Still the king camenot. The Berliners

waited awhile longer, and then one affer another quietly withdrew.
This bad example was speedily imitated, and the gay cortége of
riders grew small by deerces and beautifully less. At sunsef buta
few hundred eitizens remained at the gate, and even these heroi¢
Spartans showed but little of the enthusiasm of the morning.
Marquis d’Areens was in despair, and if Frederick had arrived
at this moment he would have heard a reproachful phillipic from his
impatient friend instead of a hearty welcome. But fortune did not
favor him so far as to give him the opportunity to relieve his tem-
per. The king did not appear. The marquis at last proposed to the
citizens to get torches, and thus inspite of the darkness give to their
king a glittering reception. They acreed cheerfully, and the mos
of them dashed off to the city to make the necessary preparations.
The streets were soon brilliantly lighted, and now in the dis-

tance the'king’s carriage was seen approaching. Throughout the

vast train shouts and vivats were heard, and the proud voices of this
happy people filled the air as with the thunder of artillery.

“TLong life to the king! Long life to Frederick the Great!”

The carriage came nearer and nearer, and now myriads of lights
danced around it. The citizens had returned with their torches,
and the carriage of Frederick rolled on as if in a sea of fire. It drew
up at the arch of trinmph. The king rose and turned his face
toward his people, who were shouting their glad welcome. The
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light from the torches fell upon his countenance, and their red lustr
gave his cheek a fresh and youthful appearance. e

His subjectssaw once more his sparkling, speaking eye, in which
shone the same energy, the same imperial power, as injdays gone
by. They saw the soft, sympathetic smile which played around his
eloquent lips—they saw him, their king, their hero, :;ud were glad
They laughed and shouted with rapture. They strt"!;ched out aht‘hei;'
arms as if to clasp in one universal embrace t-heir dear-loved king
whr:. was 50 greaf, so beautiful, so far above them in his brirri::t
radiance. They threw him fond kisses, and every utterance of?xis
name seemed a prayer to God for his happiness. :

: But one stood by the carriage who could not speak—whose
silent, trembling lips were more eloquent than words. No lanrrn'a.;-e
could express the delight of D’Argent—no words counld pail’:t ‘tie
emotion which moved his soul and filled his eyes with tears.

The king recognized him, and holding out his hand invited him
tc? take a seat in the carriage. Then gi"\*ing one more greeting to
his people, he said, “Onward—onward to Charlottenburg.”

At a quick pace the carriage drove through Berlin. Those who
had not had the courage and strength to await the king at the
Frankfort gate, were now crowding the streets to welcome him.

Frederick did not raise himself again from the dark eorner of
the car.riage. He left it to the Duke of Brunswick to return the
salutations of the people. He remained motionless, and did not
even appear to hear the shouts of his subjects. Not once did he
raxse_his hand to greet them—not a word passed his lips.

When they crossed the king’s bridge and reached the castle
grounds, the people were assembled and closely erowded together.
Frederick now raised himself, but he did not s:-:e them—he did not
{‘egard the brilliantly illuminated houses, or the grounds sparkling
in 3 flood of light. He turned slowly and sadly toward the castle—
his eye rested upon that dark, gloomy mass of stone, which arose to
the right, and contrasted mysterionsly with the brilliant houses
ground it. It looked like a monstrous coffin surrounded by death-
Ilghts. Frederick gazed long and steadily at the castle. He raised
his head once more, but not to greet his subjects. He covered his
face—he would not be looked at in his grief. < D’Argens heard him
Inurmur, “My mother, oh my mother! Oh, my sister!”

The Prussians welcomed joyously the return of their great king,
but Frederick thought only at this moment of those who could never
return—those whom death had torn from him forever. Onward,
imward through the lighted streets! All the inhabitants of Berlin
:taeel‘ned to be abroad. This was a Roman triumph, well calculated
o fill the heart of a sovereign with just pride. '
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The Berliners did not see that Frederick had no glance for them.
Gloom and despair veiled his counienance, and no one dreamed that
this king, whom they delighted to honor, was at this proud moment
a weeping son, a mourning brother.

At last the joyous, careless city lay behind them, and they ap-
proached Charlottenburg.

The noise and tumult gradually ceased, and a welcome quiek
ensued. Frederick did not utter one word, and no one dared to
break the oppressive silence. This trinmphant procession seemed
changed to a burial-march. The vietor in so many battles scemed
now mastered by his memories.

The carriage drew up at Charlottenburg. The wide court was
Glled with the inhabitants of the little city, who welcomed the king
as enthusiastically as the Berliners had done. Frederick saluted
them abruptly, and stepped quickly into the hall.

The castle had been changed into a temple of glory and beauty
in honor of the king’s return. The pillars which supported it were
wound around with wreaths of lovely, fragrant blossoms ; costly
draperies, gay flags, and emblems adorned the walls; the floors
were covered with rich Turkish carpeis; the gilded candelabras shed
their variegated lights in every direction, irradiating the facesof

the court cavaliers glittering with stars and orders, and the rich =

toilets of the ladies. The effect was dazzling.

Tn the middle of the open space two ladies were standing, one m
royal attire, sparkling in diamonds and gold embroideries, the other
in mourning, with no ornament but pearls, the emblem of tears.
The one with a happy, hopeful face gazed at the king; the other
with a sad, weary countenance, in which sickness, sorrow, and dis-
appointment had drawn their heavy lines, turned slowly toward
him ; her large eyes, red with weeping, were fixed upon him with
an angry, reproachful expression.

Frederick drawing near, recognized the queen and the Princess
Amelia. At the sight of this dearly-beloved face, the queen, for-
getting ber usual timidity and assumed coldness, stepped eagerly
forward and offered both her hands to her husband. Her whol
heart, the long-suppressed fervor of her soul, spoke in her moist and
glowing eyes. Her lips, which had so long been silent, so long
guarded their sweet secret, expressed, though silently. fond WO]'E!-S
of love. Elizabeth Christine wasne longer young, no longer beauli-
ful: she had passed throngh many years of suffering and inward
struggle, but at this moment she was lovely. The eternal youth of
the soul lighted her fair brow—the flash of hope and bappines
glimmered in her eyes. But Frederick saw nothing of this. ].33
had no sympathy for this pale and gentle queen, Now glowing Wi
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vitality. He thought only of the dearly-loved gqueen and mother
who had gone down into the cold, datk grave. Frederick bowed
coldly to Elizabeth Christine, and took both her hands in his a shoré
moment.

“Madame,” said he, “this is a sad moment. The queen m
mother is missing from your side.” 7

Elizabeth Christine started painfully, and the hands which the
king had released fell powerless to her side. Frederick’s harsh
ernel words had pierced her heart and quenched the tears of joy and
hope which stood in her eyes.

Elizabeth was incapable of reply. Princess Amelia came to her
relief. :

“If my brother, the king, while greeting us after his long ab-
sence,_is unconscious of our presence and sees only the faces of the
dead, he must also be forced to look upon my unhappy brother.
Prince Augustus William, who died of a broken heart.” 5 '

The king’s piercing eyes rested a moment with a strangely mel-
ancholy expression upon the sorrowful, sickly face of the Princess
Amelia.

“Not s0, my sister,” said he, softly and gently; “I not only see
those who have been torn from us by death, I look upon and wel-
come gladly those who have been spared tome. I am happy fo see
you here to-day, my sister.”

Frederick offered Amelia his hand, and bowing silently to those
who were present, he entered his apartment, followed OI;I_Y by the
Marquis d’ Argens.

Frederick stepped rapidly through the first room, scarcely looking
at the new paintings which adorned the walls; he entered his
study and threw a long, thoughtful glance around this dear room.
Every piece of furniture, every book, recalled charming memories
of the past—every thing stood as he had left it seven }'ear-'s ago. He
now for the first time realized the joy of being again at home; his
country had received him and embraced him with loving arms.

With glowing cheeks he turned toward the marquis, who was
leaning against the door behind him.

“Oh, D’Argens! if is sweet to be again in one’s own native land
—the peace of home is sweet. Theold furnitureappears to welcome
me ; that old chair stretches its arms wooingly toward me, as if to
l.ure me to its bosom, and give me soft sleep and sweet dreams in
its embrace. Marquis, I feel a longing to gratify my old friend ; I
yield to its gentle, silent pleadings.”

Frederick stepped to the arm-chair and sank into it with an ex-
pression of indescribable comfort.

“Ah, now I feel that T am indeed at home.”
31
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s Allow me,” said D’Argens, “to say, your majesty, what the
dear old arm-chair, in spite of ifs eloguence, cannot express. 1,
also, am a piece of the old furniture of this dear room, and in the
name of all my voiceless companions, T cry ‘Welcome to my king!”
We welcome you to your country and your home. You return
greater even than when you left us. Your noble brow is adorned
with imperishable laurels ; yourfame resounds throughout the earth,
and every nation sings to you a hymn of victory.”

“Well, well,” said Frederick, smilingly, ¢ do not look too sharply
at my claims to such world-wide renown, or my fame will lose a
portion of itslustre. You will see that chance has done almost
every thing for me—more than my own valor and wisdom, and the
bravery of my troops combined. Chance has been my best ally
during this entire war.* Chance enabled me to escape the famine
camp of Bunzelwitz—chance gave me the victory over my enemies.
Speak no more of my fame, marquis, at least not in this sacred
room, where Cicero, Casar, Tucretius, and Thucydides look down
upon us from the walls; where the voiceless books with their gilded
letters announce to us that we are surrounded by great spirits.
Speak not of fame to me, D’ Argens, when from yonder book-shelf I
see the name of Athalie. I wonld rather have written Athalie, than

to have all the fame arising from this seven years’ war.” t

“ Ferein I recognize the peaceful, noble tastes of my king,” said
D’ Argens, deeply moved ; “years of hardship and victory have nok
changed him—the conquering hero is the loving friend and the
wise philosopher. I knew this must be so—T knew the heart of my
king: I knew he would regard the day on which he gave peaceto
his people as far more glorious than any day of bloody: battle and
trinmphant victory. The day of peace to Prussia is the most glori-
ons, the happiest day of her great king's life.”

Frederick shook his head softly, and gazed with infinite sadness
at his friend’s agitated countenance.

« Ah, D’Argens, believe me, the most beautiful, the happiest day
is that on which we take leave of life.”

As Frederick turned his eyes away from his friend, they fell
accidentally upon a porcelain vase which stood upon a tableneat
his secretary ; he sprang hastily from his chair.

“How came this vase here?” he said, ina trembling voice.

“Sire,” said the marquis, * the gueen-mother, shortly before her
death, ordered this vase to be placed in this room; she prized if
highly—it was a present from her royal brother, George II. Her
majesty wished that, on your return from the war, it might serve

# The king’s own words
4 Thid.
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as a remembrance of your fond mother.

E;:lts[;iﬁg; Tlfd It'et l:m:s at th.e fofit of the v:::ot, ]‘;;;jiﬁ:{:?if:nll plfged
i led addressed it with her dying hand.” S
Fre_der:ck was silent ; he bowed his: head u 70‘1 the v

cogl his burning brow upon its cold, glassy \:n}rr":rs-m ;l

wished also to conceal from his friend the %ef;rs \\l'[;.i.;‘ll 1'{:[?1‘051’6%;]:)2\?]%

S 8 1y

down his cheeks, and fell 3
o ell upon the packet of letters lying before

ase, as if to

L o .
: ’l.h(., l‘xlizi_r_: kissed the packet reverentially, and examined witl
deep sigh the trembling characters 1 a i
; acters traced by the h: i
S o s traced by the hand of his be
“For my son—the king.”
Frederick read the address softly
poor you have made me. A

loved

o “Alas ! my dear mother, how
He bowed his head ove.i-a:}ll ! iﬁ 301“1;‘_'cr g h ki g
e L e v e packet, and pressed his mother’s
ng to his lips, then laid the letters at the foot of the vase anc
remained standing thoughtfully before it. T
!hprx‘flcilgg Sﬁ:{sﬁ]:}ﬂ:ﬂ:l f[‘(.’dl‘.l’lt)k stm_)d with folded arms hefora
‘mdd‘mh,r e arquis ]L‘-illltfd against the door behind him.
£ >nly the king tarned to him.
B = 5 :
i qul;‘J:;, : ff‘ﬂ.\'m of you, I'I'l:l.l‘l;lll:s‘. Hﬂst(fu_to Berlin, and tell Benda
: st perform the Te Deum of my dear Graun here in the ecastl
chapel to-morrow morning at nine o’clock. I know the si “-J«‘:T ’
tllt‘: c]}apel can execufe it—they gave it once a.-i'u‘r thxhlmrt\elrD 7
Lsilgmtz. Tell Benda to make no -rliiiicu]tie& for it ls ;vm\ L : (')f
\vz._%h to hear the music to-morrow morning, I trast t:o \:m: \E:':;%
2::;&};,;?1 Tieu::f_ \::h f:ljf‘{]fm!, to m.a}.m t.}n‘,‘ impossible p:):-:sibie. if
Ty Hﬁ.{:icc_t. J- nje capricious if you will, for desiring
e e i o-r_:vmlrm\_ I have so long been controlled by
- e:.l 1'tm:~., that I will allow myself now to yield to a caprice.”
;.S?v gfue his hand to the marquis, who pressed it to his lips.
f.. ire, tq-:11r{r1'n\W‘ morning at nine o’clock the Te Deum shall be
ﬁ;li‘;r?;eir'z}x;rtni t(;hapcl, Asl‘muh_l I even be compelled to péss the
=2 ,r;,t‘ m.. e rrfflsn:lans from their beds.”
o a]f I:;Ii:l(lzt];';’bt }.ll:-; \\'(?l‘t"l‘. he surmounted all difficulties, re-
L O.u,iz, Q.fl_ia.s. 7}1 vain Benda dr-_\ciaz‘pd the organ in the
e nr:m?,j,m pr_*rfn_rmancf& impossible ; the mavquis
e Ta_i]; tilga.‘r.usu)..md obliged hm_l to ;.\ut.it in order that
Ay s;-lngflls protested ag:amst singing this difficult
them in the name o?cﬂ“ 1_10115 e e
i ]-}I’g(npﬁ-o : 1e king to have a rehearsal during the night.
Tk e }u-i gnﬁel“}:_V zu'xd ;w.ai._ til@.siﬂ.j_'.‘:?]-s assembled, and
el 1;,9-(-10‘3}: his gjk 1:0 direct this midnight concert.
3¢ struck nine the next morning every difficulty
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had been set aside, and every preparation completed. The organist rays through the windows, and lighted up the church with gold
zolden

i st is o ] - 3 ~der - T od their in- - i -i - 3
as in his place, the organ in order; the musicians tuned their in glory. The king whe, until now, had been in the shadow of the

‘ {
i} i i struments, the singers were prepared, and the chapel-master, Benda, cloud, was as if by magic bathed in a sea of light. All eye
il | i . 3 5 ide 7 3 - - = e Ves were
i was in their midst, bdion in hand. fixed upon his bowed head, his face partially covered with his hands
R All eyes were directed toward the door opposite the choir, and the tears gushing from his eyes : it
| i through which the court must enter; all hearts were beating with No one could withstand the :i'iont.pgwpr of this se
| joyful expectation—all were anxious to sce the king once more in the singers filled with tears, and they could only e o;;ﬁ:]:{ tillit':lﬁ};-:s 0{’
, and they 3 Sthicir chin

g the midst of his friends, in his family circle. Every one sympa-
thized in the queen’s happiness af being accompanied once more by
her husband ; laying aside her loneliness and widowhood, and ap-
pearing in public by his side.

ATl eyes, as we have gaid, were impatiently directed toward the
door, waiting for the appearance of their majesties and the court.

Suddenly the door opened. Yes, there was the king. Hestepped
forward very quietly, his head a little bowed down ; in the midst
of the solemn stillness of the ehapel his step resounded loudly.

Yes, it was Frederick the Great, he was alone, accompanied by
no royal state, surronnded by no glittering crowd—but it was the IH
king; in the glory of his majesty, his endurance, and his valor, CHAPTER II1. i
radiant in the splendor of his heroic deeds and his great victories.

Frederick seated himself slowly, gave one guick glance at the
choir, and waved his hand to them. Benda raised his baion and
gave the sign to commence. And now a stream of rich harmony

in soft, broken, sobbing tones, but Benda was not angry ; he dared
not look at them, lest they might see that his own stern eyc;s were
veiled in tears.

Frederick seemed more and more absorbed in himself—lost in
Painful memories. But the loud hosannas resounded and awakened
fiim from his slumber ; he dared no longer give himself up to brood-
ing. He arose slowly from his seat, and silent and alone, even as i
he had entered, he left the church. : F

T ———r

-
—

.,.

PRINCE HENRY. 1!

SEVEN years had passed since Prince Henry had leff his wife, to
fight with his brother against his enemies. During these long years

et Aty
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To the masterly manner in which Prince Henry managed to unite
his forces with those of his brother after the battle of Kinersdorf,
the king owed his escape from the enemies which then surrounded

melting unison the Te Deum Laudamus, which resounded solemuly,
grandly through the aisles. The king turned pale, and as the hymn
of praise became miore full and rich, his head sank back and bis

!

bR
£ ] 1
“tt ' i fioated through the ehapel. The organ, with its powerfal, majestic of strife and contest, neither the king nor the prince had returned
i 1 bE tones: the trumpets, with their joyous greeting ; the drums, with to Berlin. Like the king, he also had won for himself fame and 1%
R their thunder, and the soft, melting tones of the violin and flute, glory upon the battle-field. Much more fortunate than his brother J g
: {'I bl o mingled together in sweet accord. : he had won many victories, and had not sustained a single def(,u,t E }
;: : The ]{ing. with hf:arl' erec.:t. and eager countenance, listened o with h‘is army corps. More sucecessful in all his nndertakings than i
- '1 i L the beautiful and melodicus introduction. He secmed to be all) car, Frederick, perhaps also more deliberate and careful, he bhad always L
LR to have no other thought, no other passion than this music, which chosen the right hour to attack the enemy, and was always prepared i
Eﬁ'ﬁ TR was wholly unknown to him. And now, with a powerful acctm_i, for any movement. His thoughtfulness and energy had‘ more than : “

Rl the sweetly-attuned human voices joined in, and the choir sang 11t oncereleased the king from some disagreeable or df-mgeruus]mbit.ion. k

?

eyes were fixed upon the floor.

Touder and fuller rose the solemn tones; suddenly, from the
midst of the choir, a soff, melting fenor sang in a sweet, touchimng
voice, Tuba miruim Spargeus sOTum. Frederick’s head sank sti.ll
lower upon his breast, and at last, no longer able to restrain his
tears, he covered his face with his hands.

The lofty strains of this solemn hymn resounded through the
empty church, which until now had been wrapped in gray ciouf!s,
but in 2 moment the sun burst from behind the clouds, darted 18

him. And to the great and glorious victory gained by Prince
Henry over the troops of the empire and of Austria at Freiberg, the
present happy peace was to be attributed. This battle had subdued
the courage of the Austrians, and had filled the generals of the troops
of the empire with such terror, that they declared at once their un-
Wfﬁinguos:s to continue the war, and their determination to return
with their forces to their different countries.

‘The battle of Freiberg was the last batile of the Seven Years'
War. Tt brought to Prince Henry such laurels as the king had
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gained at Leignitz and Torgau; it placed him abt his brother’s side
as an equal. Frederick saw it withouf envy or bitterness, and re-
joiced in the fulness of his great soul, in his brother’s fame. When
he found himself, for the first time after the Seven Years’ War, sur-
rounded at Berlin by the princes and generals, he advanced with
2 cordial smile to his brother, and laying his hand gently on his
shoulder, said aloud:

“ Vou see here, sirs, the only one amongst us all who did nof
commit a single mistake during the war!”

Seven years had passed since Prince Henry had seen his young
wife, Princess Wilhelmina. He could at last return to her—fto his
beloved Rheinsberg, and find rest after his many years of wander-
ing. He had written to the princess, and requested her not to meef
him in Berlin, but to find some pretext for remaining at Rheins-
berg. His proud soul could not endure the thought that the woman
he loved, who appeared to him fit to grace the first throne of the
world, would occupy an inferior position ab court—would have to
stand behind the queen. He had never envied the king his crown
or his position, but his heart now craved the crown of the queen,
for the brow of his own beautiful wife, who seemed much better
fitted to wear it than the gentle, timid Elizabeth Christine. Prin-
cess Wilhelmina had therefore remained at Rheinsherg, feigning
sickness.

It was night! The castle of Rheinsberg glittered with the light
of the torches by which the gates were adorned, to welcome the
prince to his home. The saloons and halls were brilliantly lighted,
and in them a gay, merry crowd was assembled. All the prince’s
friends and acquaintances had been invited by Princess Wilhelmina
to greet his refurn.

Every thing in the castle bore the appearance of happiness—all
seemed gay and cheerful. But still, there was one whose heart was
beating anxiously at the thought of the approaching hour—it was
the Princess Wilhelmina. She was gorgeously dressed; diamonds
glittered on her brow and throat, bright roses gleamed upon her
breast, and a smile was on her full, red lips. No one knew the
agony this smile cost her! No one knew that the red which burned
upon her cheek was caused, not by joy, but terror!

Ves, terror! She was afraid of this meeting, in which she was
to receive the prince as her loved husband, while, during the long
years of absence, he had become a perfect stranger to her. Nob even
bound to him by the daily oceurrences of life, she had no sympathies
with the husband who had been forced upon her, and who had once
contemptuously put aside the timid heart that was then prepared to
love him. This stranger she was now fo meet with every sign of
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love, i)er:a.use he had one day waked up to the conviction that the
heart he had once spurned was worthy of him ¥

11{)“‘. to return this love—to conseerate the rich lrca;fr;: t(‘;' :1“:1' ld}.h:‘
to him who had once scorned them. Her soul rose m AT “ lLlu'l:
thought like an insulted lioness, and she felt some of t;;:.r]; = L'“b
haltred that the lieness feels for her master who “-:-idu--* Llyltaumlmg-
with an ironrod. The prince was to her but her 1-';1@.;.{’1(' wll::.fh!’:ill
. - =% = y = : :
E‘:::]nd and held her heart in irons, to keep it from escaping from
During these seven long years, she had experienced all the fr
dom and happiness of girlhood ; her heart had beat w i_Lh a pow .,1-69-
fire condemned by the princess herself, but which she w-rf : s U .
of extinguishing. o
: Trembling and restless, she wandered through the rooms, smil
ing when she would have given worlds to liz:'e shrieked (.‘:11\":11;1>‘
pain, her agony; decked in splendid garments, when «i;.o w }'u;;
gifld]_\' have been in her shroud. Every sound, ei'en’ ~;.1(» 1 lir.lk’ ;! ‘
with terror, for it might announece the ;L!'rii‘lil of }u.-r.h;tuijlu:nd \:11 J:"
she must welcome with hypeeritical love and joy. L:ou]d ’shu ;Jl:
sh_ow him her scorn, her hatred, her indifference! Bl;t the ]nv : £
e‘t-lquf.!tte held her in their stern bonds and would not I'(‘IU'L‘;L‘. ]:,v?'.
She was a.princv.ss. and could not escape from the painful.n;tt"lint;
of her positiop. She had not-the conrage to doso. At limp-" i,v; Il(:
day'-fh-e;uns, she longed to leave all the cold, dz.\co‘i-tt'ul gijx-e h!'
which she was surrounded—to go to some far-distant vﬂié‘v ‘ax;fl
thf’re to live alone and unknown, by the side of her lovert ‘x'it*;re no
ettqu?tte would disturb their happiness—where she woulai be fme as
I:hve birds of the air, as careless as the flowers of the field. But thegza
wild dreams vanished when the cold, cruel reality appeared to her
By the side of the once-loving woman stood aga.in"tl_le princess wh(;
could not smrrender the splendor and magnificenee by which ~]|e was
surm:z.mled. She had not the courage nor the wish to descend £ m;n
h_er ht?lght to the daily life of common mortals. There was dissen-
sion in her soul between the high-born princess and the ln‘:\:ing
basslonate woman. She was capable of making any and every sac'—
rifice 'fm' her IF)\‘(‘. but she had never openly confessed this lm'r:' and
z;;‘:;el:;;]l:;; Z’Il}dosi}if‘f’ams she had never thou.‘__:f_ln of changing her
wit]‘.]‘gm t;) :u r{:);t_mn for those of her lover. She conld have fiea
e rewre,l._oil_v. fls-tmlt \"_a]]nl.:}z m?t would ?;}u.’ be happy? Would
el i;hér ..1_9_1'}l or nzer life? Princess Wilhelmina felt the dis-
g . bf}ﬂ # anu ther&.—f(__)re she trembled at the thought of her
S S refurn. This meeting would decide her whole future.
with&f?mthzuzogsj“still be' saved. The vprjnce. ret.uruing covered
2 med with laurels, might now win her love, and
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drive from her heart every other thought. Bub if he cannot win it—
if his return is not sufficient to loosen the chains which bind her_—-
then she was lost—then she could not resist the intoxicating whis-
pers luring her to ruin. .

These were Princess Wilhelmina’s thonghts as she leaned against
a window of the brilliant ball-room, the protection of whose heavy
curtains she had sought to drive for a moment irom her face t_h(‘ gay
smile and to breathe out the sighs that were almost rf;\n:.!.un,?r her
heart. She was gazing at the dark night without—at th} 1?1'1;;1:!,
starry sky above. Herlips moved in a low prayer—her timid soul
tnrned to God with its fears.

“0 God, my God!” murmured she, “stand by me.
me the sinful thoughts that fill my heart. Make me to love my
husband. Keep my soul free from shame and sin.” :

Hasty steps, loud, merry voices from the hall, d:stm-.bvd her
dreams. She left her retreat, meeting everywhere gay s:mles and
joyous faces. At the door stood the prince h?'-r husband. He ad-
vr;nced eagerly to her side, and ignoring L\lf.u;uette and ‘thr? gay
assemb}ugﬁ alike he pressed the princess to his heart and kissed her

Take from

on both cheeks. _
Wilhelmina drew from him in deadly terror, a?,md a bummg
anger filled her heart. Had she loved the prinece, this plli]llcrdﬁ:l:l-
onstration of his tenderness would perhaps im.*.‘e pleased and bl‘.-lfj’}:f
béen forgiven by her. As it was, she took his embrace a.u‘d kisses
as an insult, which was only 0 be endured by compulsion—ior
which she would surely revenge herself.
Prince Henry was so joyous, so happy at 1 r o
more, that he did not notice her el.}lb-fi.rruss?nl sﬂ;en(.:e, her sti
haughtiness, and thought she shared his joy, his delight. o
This confidence seemed to the princess pr(lfmm‘;pumus and hll‘L'[ll I-
ating. She confessed to herself that the prince’s maun_ore‘. \?el‘e 1101-5
in the least improved by his long cmnpaign-—th.a_t they \_\ @m;()?n]e
what brusque. He took her hand tenderly ; .iouch_ng her fo a (p Hha.l,
and seated himself beside her, but suddezlly_ jumping 1]]1_)“}](’—]j)|t : er,
and returned in a few moments with his frm.nd Count t\i‘.}\]x.l eutvx..m
« Permit me, Wilhelmina,” said he, “to mt,m(lg(:e to you agfn
Men say I have iwon somé
rves the
with

mneeting his wife once

my dear friend and companion in arms. . ‘
fa.;n(}.. but I assure you that if it is true, Kalkreuth ﬂvﬂ-j-,]s
largest share, for he was the gardener i.vho tended my dlrl-l;r b
wise and prudent hands. T commend him, therefow.. to yo e
ness and friendship, Wilhelmina, and beg you to evince f.mle 3
part of that affection you owe to me, and which causes my happ

ness.” s e
There was something so noble, so open, and knightly in th
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prince’s manner, that Count Kalkreuth, deeply touched, thought in
his heart for a moment that he would not deceive this noble friend
with treachery and faithlessness.

The prince’s words had a different effect upon the princess. In-
stead of being touched by his great confidence in her, she was in-
sulted. It indicated great arrogance and self-conceit to be so sure
of her love as to see no danger, but to bring his friend to her and
commend him to her kindness. It humiliated her for the prince to
speak with such confidence of her affection as of a thing impossible
to lose. She determined, therefore, to punish him. With a bricht
smile, she held out her hand to the count, and said to him a few
kind words of welcome. How she had trembled at the thought of
this meefing—how she had blushed at the thought of standing be-
side the count with the conviction that not one of her words was
forzotten—that the confession of love she had made to the departing
soldier belonged now to the returned nobleman! But her husband’s
confidence had shorn the meeting of all its terror, and made the
road she had to travel easy.

The count bowed deeply before her and pressed her hand to his
lips. She returned the pressure of his hand, and, as he raised his
head and fixed an almost imploring glance upon her, he encountered
her eyes beaming with unutterable love.

The court assembly stood i groups, looking with cold, inguisi-
tive eyes at the piquant scene the prince in the innocence of his
heart had prepared for them —which was to them an inimitable jest,
an excellent amusement. They all knew—what the prince did not
for a moment suspeet—that Count Kalkreuth adored the princess.
They now desired to see if this love was returned by the princess,
or suffered by her as a coquette.

None had gazed at this scene with such breathless sympathy,
such cruel joy, as Madame du Trouffle. Being one of the usual
circle at Rheinsberg, she had been invited by the princess to the
present féfe, and it seemed to her very amusing to receive her own
husband, not at their home, but at the castle of her former lover.
Major du Troufifle was on the prince’s staff, and had accompanied
him to Rheinsberg.

Louise had not as yet found time to greet her husband. Her
glance was fixed eagerly upon the princess; she noticed her every
movement, her every look ; she watched every smile, every quiver
of her lip. Her husband stood at her side—he had been there for
some time, greeting her in low, tender words—but Louise did not
attend to him. She seemed not to see him; her whole soul was in
her eyes, and they were occupied with the princess. Suddenly she
turns her sparkling eyes upon her husband and murmurs: “He is

o

i

P ———————

e R e M T e~ T T



o

Epp— = .
il mi——_—

482 FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY.

lost! His laurels will be insutficient to cover the brand which from
to-day on will glow upon his brow!” Her busband looked ab her in
amazement.

“Jsthis your welcome,
said he, sadly.

She laid her hand hastily upon his arm, saying, “Hush, hushi?
Once more she gazed at the princess, who was talking and laughing
gayly with ber husband and Count Kalkreuth. = Jow her cheeks
glow, and what tender glances she throws him !? murmured Louise.
& Ah! the prince has fallen a victim to his ingenuousness'! Verily,
the merits of his friend. He tells her how Kal-
_ how he received the blow meant for his own
for the wound Kalkreuth

an
s

after seven long years of absence, Louise

he isagain praising
kreuth saved his life
head. Poor prince! You will pay dearly
I said, and I repeat it—he is lost!”

received for you.
eared she had gone mad dur:

Her husband looked at her as if he f
«(Of whom do you speak, 1
Will you not speak one word of welcome
yw mme—that I have not becomed

ing his absence. Louise?? whispered he.
“What do you mean?
to me to convince me that you knc
stranger to you?”

The princess now a
band’s arm she passed through
Count Kalkreuth at her side.

“They have gone to the conservatory,” said Touise, grasping ber
husband’s arm. “We will also go and find some quiet, deserted

place where we can talk undi

rose from her seat, and Jeaning on her hus-

the room, talking merrily with

sturbed.”

CHAPTER III.
MOTHER AND DAUGHTER.

1.OUISE DU TROUFFLE drew her hushand onward, and they both
followed silently the great crowd which was now entering the splen-
didly illaminated conservatories. The view offered to the eye Wi
You seemed to be suddenly transplanted as if by magit
remonious court-saloons into the fresh, fragrant
You breathed wiih rapture the odor of
which were arranged in picturesque
er between the evergreen myrtles and oranges. The windows,

d the ceiling were entirely covered with vines, and seemed
eally walking in an opel

superb.
from the stiff, ce
blooming world of nature.
those rare and lovely flowers

ord

and indee
to give color to the illusion that you were r
alley. Colored Chinese balloons attached o fine chains, fell frol
the ceiling, and seemed to float like gay butterflies between the tree
and fowers. They threw their soft, faint, many-colored lights
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throngh these enc i
o se enchantinge halls .
- s, on each side rhi 5
had been forme R & side of which litt] 3
- ¢ med by twining fogether myrtles L e grottoes
bushes.  Each one of these held a little grass. S, and fragrant
RN sy l‘.. gi:a.\h—plot. or green divan,
down over the seats. an ranches of the palms were be
1 seats, and concealed those who rested erebent
a leafy screen. rested there behind
0y L
0 one of these grofioes i
S toes Louise now led 1
rest here awhile,” A Ssei ed her husband. “We will
lies at the (=<:1';L1¢a:j--fsmu she. “This grotto has one advantage ﬂ;:
S ”— 2 the wall and has but one open side -'m:lgl -
b ;.. e thickly grouped about it. We have no liste =5 .(df'v
- m:l_v chat together frankly and harmlessly. An l o
Y : : 2 .\‘.,:tIJO'j"
,r(x}e‘;(;mg, my husband—welcome to vour home I” w, first of
“God be thanke Ao :
known how zmlﬂ d, Louise—God be thanked that you have atl
. L it = wi ast
side! B 1J 0 speak one earnest word, and welcome me to 2
' Roliov =5 ; C your
each day IllC = hen T say that through all these weary ye =
i }—(:{ : 1ave lt‘j(_i]{:e(‘l at the thcm_s_;;l:t of this moment I;; ]' - imh
y refreshment and myv consolat: — X : 1as been
My consolation I truly beli
thoug] i 1. truly believe .
5 '%hiﬂf you and my ardent desire to see vou “‘q‘ : i:?—t P
‘hich kept death afar off. 1 i SSiidba LR
s r,epjm]. w; 1th afar off. 16 seemed to me impossible to die with
= . NOT v 5 i :
live thl-ol);Lfl- f;l once more. I had a firm conviction that I would
. Ls. r OLLd
L gntg 119}“ ar and return to you. Thus I defied the balls of
Y : Sotei : J e B Dalls O
wife—after 2:}m :a\e returned to repose on your heart, my beloved
Be " -and 1e storms and hardships of battle to fold you 'fnm-'l]y i1.1
3 § never again to leave you.” :
her waist, z B A He threw his arms arour
aist, and pressed his lips with a tender kis i
mouth. 7 : o Klespo Phi
Lonise o . :
e ‘I’_‘j“ﬂ:_er“l this display of tenderness for one moment, then
; = ightly under his arms and retreated a few steps S5
0 you know.” said she. wi : e
r(»:pn(:tq[;i 11[ know, ” said she, with a low laugh, “that was a true
spe L -3 3 ey = - : <N
toum’(r} e husband’s kiss; without energy and without fire; not
0 , DO Y WAT S gy
s '.‘vhn : 7 1t;m warm—the tepid, lokewarm tenderness of a bhus
ro - el - = sy ¥ B
Lo }H.l et v loy es his wife, and might be infatuated about her
= :Ll L“ not the misfortune to be his wife?” !
Ah ! vou are still the old SRR 7
B oy &‘;_11 aru.s.ill the old Louise,” said the major merrily ; “still
(s - ) - T 0 - ) e %
gated :‘\fi]lm}ll; tish, unsteady butterfly, who, with its bright, varie
foils - 1:-3- , knows "how to escape, even when fairly f:'m);.:l;t in the
s. ove you just as you ar is S R 7
what T left vou .‘;.(:t ‘1"’_-‘“”” are, Louise ; I rejoiece to find you just
= i you. aw < o¢ acai S ‘
T ill make me young again, child; by youor
power to du_;;“ again t{) laugh and be happy. We have lost the
: 1er amidst the fati 2 g i -
et 4 the fatigues and hardships of our rude
“y.
€s, yes,” sai i :
¥es,” said Louise; “we dismiss -
e 3”??0, we dismissed you, handsome, well-
i bn. and you return to us clumsy, growling bears*
od ut savage pets, rather toc willing to learn again to

e S e T




