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build them up. God will one day call you to account, and ask this
precious soul of you, which you have poisoned by your evil exam-
ple, which is lost—lost through you alone.”

Lonise shuddered fearfully, then rousing herself she tried to shake
off these fearful thoughts, and free herself from the stern voices
which mastered her. They had so often spoken, 50 often awaked her
sn the middle of the night, driven sleep from her couch, and tortured
her conscience with bitter reproaches!

Louise knew well this gray phantom which was ever behind her

or at her side ; ever staring at her with dark and deadly earnestness,
even in the midst of her mirth and joyousness; the harsh voice was
often so loud that Louise was bewildered by it, and could not hear
the ring of joy and rapture which surrounded her. She knew that
this pale specire was conscience; press it down as she would, the
busy devil was ever mounting, mounting. Butshe would not listen,
she rushed madly on after new distractions, new pleasures, she
quenched the warning voice under shouts of mirth and levity ; she
threw herself in the arms of folly and worldly pleasures, and then
for long months she escaped this threatening phantom, which, with
raised finger, stood behind her, which seemed to chase her, and
from which she ever fled to new sins and new guilt. Sometimes
she had a feeling as if Death held her in his arms, and turned her
round in a wild and rapid dance, not regarding her prayers, or her
panting, gasping breath; she would, oh how gladly, have rested ;
gladly have laid down in some dark and quiet corner, away from
this wild gayety. But she could not escape from those mysterious
arms which held her captive in their iron clasp, which rushed on-
ward with her in the death-dance of sin. She must go onward, ever
onward, in this career of vice; she must ever again seek intoxica-
tion in the opium of sin, to save herself from the barren, colorless
nothingness which awaited her; from that worst of all evils, the
weariness with which the old coquefte paints the terrible future, in
which even she can no longer please; in which old age with a cruel
hand sweeps away the flowers from the hair and the crimson from
the cheek, and points out to the mocking world the wrinkles on the
brow and the ashes in the hair,

<t is cold here,” said Louise, shuddering, and springing Up
quickly from the grass-plot—“it is cold here, and lonely; I will
return to the saloon. Perhaps—"

Hasty steps drew near, and a voice whispered her name. Ma-
dame du Trouffie drew back, and a glowing blush suffused her
cheek. and as she advanced from the grotto she was again the gays

the beautiful woman, with the cloudless brow

imperious coquette—
never to have been over

and the sparkling eyes, which seemed
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shadowed by tears. The conscience-stricken, self-aceusine
was again the worldly-wise coquette. L

Her name was called the second time, and her heart t E
she knew not if with joy or horror. ; - A

“For God’s sake, why have you dared to seek me here?
not know that my husband may return at any moment?” -

“Your husband is entertaining Prince Henry wh.iie. the pri
(.iances the first waltz with Count Kalkrenth. All the world I]’”;‘C@“"@
ing, playing, and chatting, and, while looking at ﬁ;e )rinieauc.;i
princess, have for ome moment forgotten the Eeautifulllmuis:? :
Troluﬂ“le. I alone could not do this, and as T learned from I’ ilu
Elliot that you were here, T dared to follow you, and seek in“‘::(nr:
glance a cc-)mpensa.t;ien for what T have endured this day. Ah, tell
me, worshipped lady, mustIbe forever banished from you-r.prf-qﬂ;ce n

The words of the young man would have seemed ixlsin{:::re mft
ari:.lftcta.l to every unprejudiced ear, but they filled the i-;p:n;t-of cthe
vain Louise du Trouffle with joy; they convinced her that shs was
yet })eautiful enough fo excite admiration. R

“All will be well, Emil,” said she; “T have convineced my hus-
l.:v:md that I am wise as Cato and virtuous as Lucretia. He I)r::l‘wa:s
in me, and will cast all slander from his door. Remain l.wrﬂi.;.md
et me return alone to the saloon. Awu revoir, mon ami.” -

She threw him a kiss from the tips of her rosy fingers, and
hastened away. : !

Do you

CHAFPTER IV.
THE EKING IN SANS-SOUCI.

m ceremonies and festivities of the reception were ended.
The. king could at length indulge himself in that quiet and repose
which he had so long vainly desired. At length, he who had lived
SO many years to perform the duties of a king, who had in reality
lived for his country, might after so many cares angd sorrows sesk
repose. The warrior and hero might once more become the philoso-
pher ; might once more enjoy with his friends the pleasure of science
and art.

Tl‘le king entered the carriage which was to bear him fo Sans-
Sm{c; with a beaming countenance—his deeply-loved Sans-Souei,
which had seemed a golden dream to him during the dreary years
of the war—a bright goal before him, of whic]:- it (‘un:sul;_-(i and
strengthened him even to think. Now he would again behold it;
now he would again enter those beautiful rooms, and the past would
once more become a reality.
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He seemed enraptured with the road which led him to Sans-
Souci. Every ftree, every stone appeared to welcome him, and
when the palace beeame visible, he was entirely overcome by his
emotions, and sank back in his carriage with closed eyes.

The Marquis d’Argens, hewever, the only one who had been
allowed to accompany the king in this drive, sprang from his seat,
and waving his hat in greefing, exclaimed :

“T greet you, Sans-Souci, you temple of wisdom and happiness!
Open wide your portals, for your lord is returning to you. Let your
walls resound as did Memmnon's pillar, when the sun‘s rays first
greeted it, after a long night. Your night is passed, Sans-Sonci;

you will be again warmed by the sunbeams from your master’s

eyes!”

The king smilingly drew his enthusiastic friend back to his seat.

“You are, and always will be a child—an overgrown child.”

“Sire,” said D’ Argens, “that is because I am pious. It is wrif-
ten, ‘If yon do not become as little children youcannot enter the
kingdom of heaven! Now, Sans-Souci is my kinglom! I have
become as the children, that I might be received atb the side of my
king, and begin once more the days of happiness.”

The king gently shook his head. “QOh, I fear, my friend, that
the days of happiness will not recommence; the sun which onece
illumined Sans-Souci has set. Our lips have forgotten how 10
smile, and joy is dead in our hearts. How many illusions, how
many hopes and wishes I still indulged, when I last descended the
steps of Sans-Souct ; how poor, and weak, and depressed I shall feel
in ascending them !”

=What? your majesty poor!
crowned with imperishable laurels?”

« Ah, marquis, these laurels are bathed in blood, and paid for
bitterly and painfully with the lives of many thousands of my sub-
jects. The wounds are still gaping which my land received during
the war, and they will require long years to heal. Do not speak 0
me of my laurels; fame is but cold and sorrowful food! In order o
prize fame, one should lay great weight on the judgment of men;
I hiave lost all faith in them. Too many bitter experiences have ag
length destroyed my faith and confidence. I can no longer love
mankind, for I have ever found them small, miserable, and crafty:
Those for whom I have done most have betrayed and deceived me
the most deeply. Think of Chafgotch, he whom I called friend,
and who betrayed me in the hour of danger | Remember Warkotel,
whom I preferred to so many others, whom I overloaded with proois

and who wished to betray and murder me! Think of
ife, which were always undertaken

You who return so rich in fame,

of my love,
the many attempts against my 1
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by t'hos.e whom T had trusted and benefited! Think of these things
marqule.'-, and then tell me if I should still love and trust mani;inf\:’”
“It is true, sire,” said the marquis, sadly; “your majest }-l
had a wretched experience, and mankind must appear ".maf! T:c;v 'oms
who are yourself so great. The eagle which soars pr;)udlv to\i ud
the sun, must think the world smaller and smaller, the l;iai ¢ a]I
soars; the objects which delight us poor em.‘th—';v;)rm-: ‘311:-1' 52
gr?vt-}liug in the dust, and mistake an atom floating li'-n the( =
siupe for the sun itself, must indeed appear in:'.i;.':'niﬁc.a_ut to yulus'}’m-
“Do not flatter me, marquis! Leb us, when together, l:ez-tr a

little of that truth which is so seldom heard among men, and of

which the name is secarcely known to kings. You flattered me, be
cause you had not the courage to answer my question COu(,‘(‘l"l:lii} '
the unworthiness of mankind, when I said I could no longer love cﬁ
trust them ! You feel, however, that T am right, and vou will kn.ow
how to pardon me, when I sppear to the world as a cold, hard-
hearted egotist. If is frue my heart has become hardened 'in the
fire of nany and deep sufferings! I loved mankind very dearly.
marquis ; perhaps that is the reason I now despise them o intensel;','
because I know they are not worthy of my love !” 7y
“But, sire, you love them still; for your heart is possessed of
that Godlike quality—mercy—which overlooks and pardons the faults
znlid failings of mankind. Intolerance is not in the nature of my
king, and forgiveness and mercy are ever on his lips.” g

g &1 \\'ill‘endea\'or to verify your words, dear friend,” said the
king, offering I’ Argens his hand. “ And should I not succeed, you
must forgive me, and remember how deeply I bave suﬁ“cred‘ ;md
that my heart is hardened by the scars of old wounds. Butl. will
indulge such sad thoughts no longer. Only look how Sans-Souci
gleams hefore us! Every window which glitters in the sunlight
seems to greet me with shining eyes, and the whispering lea:"es
appear to bid me welcome. There are the windows of my library
and behind them await the great spirits of my immortal fri&!nds:
who look at me and shake their gray heads at the weak child who
has returned to them old and bowed down. Casar looks smilingly
a't the laurels T have brought, and Virgil shakes his eurly locks, :m;l
hg]zt}}' hums one of his divine songs, which are great{’r-ihan all my
vlcw_ri_os. Come, marquis, come! we will go, ih all modesty and
humility to these gifted spirits, and entreatthem not to dospié;e us,
becanse we are so unlike them.”

: As the carriage reached the lowest terrace, Frederick sprang out
with t.hx.e elasticity of youth, and began to ascend the steps so lightly
and f‘&IJldly‘ thet the marquis could scarcely follow him.

From time to time the king stood still, and gazed around him,
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and then a bright smile illumined his countenance, and his eyes
beamed with pleasure. Then hastening on ward, he furned his head
foward the house that looked so still and peaceful, and scemed,
with its open doors, ready to welcome him.

At length, baving reached the summit, he turned enee more
with beaming eyes to look at the lovely landseape which was spread
before him in smiling luxuriousness. He then hastily entered the
house and the beautiful room in which he had spent so many gay
and happy hours with his friends. Now his footsteps echoed in the
lonely room, and nome of his friends were there to welcome the
returning king—none but D’Argens, the dearest, the most faithful
of all.

The king now turned to him, and a shadow overspread his coun-
tenance, which had been so bright.

«1)’ Argens,” he said, “we are very poor ; the most of our friends
have left us forever. The prior of Sans-Souci has refurned, but his
monks have all left him but you, marquis!”

“Poes your majesty forget my TLord Marshal, the most amiable
and intellectual of your monks? Itneeds but a sign from hisbeloved
prior to recall him from Neufchatel I”

“Tt is true,” said the king, smiling; “T am not so deserted asT
thought. Lord Marshal muss return to us, and he must live hers in
Sans-Souei, as yon will. I must surround myself with those who
deserve my confidence; perhaps, then, I can forget how bitterly I
have been deceived by others. Come, marquis, give me yOur arim,
and we will make a tour of these rooms. >

He placed his hand upon the arm of the marquis, and they
passed through the silent, deserted rooms, which seemed to greet
the king with a thousand roemembrances. Perhaps it was thathe
might the more distinctly hear the whispers of memory that be had
commanded that no one should receive him in Sans-Souei, thaino
servant should appear until called for. Without noise or ceremony,
he desired to take possession of this house, in which he had not been
the king, but the philosopher and poet. He wished to return here,
at least, as if he had only yesterday left the house. But the seven
years of care and SOTTOW went with him ; they crept behind him
into these silent, deserted halls. He recognized them in the faded
furniture, in the dusty walls, and in the darkened pictures. They
were not merely around, but within him, and he again felt how

utterly he had changed in these years.

As they entered the room which Voltaire had occupied, Fred-
erick’s countenanee was again brightened by a smile, while thab
of the marquis assumed a dark and indignant expression.

« Ah, marquis, I see from your countenance that you are ac
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qu_,am‘ted with all the monkey-tricks of my immortal friend.” sai

t!’}e kfng, gayly; “and you are indiguantvt.hat 80 £ o i ol
Voltaire should have possessed so small a soul! greﬂtfl_gei-l_lus =
perﬁ;)]lious in Voltaire to bave joined my-ener.niesoz'lfglzmli = add
trouble, an 0 S i i s
o victo(ll‘yt!llen to send me his congratulations if I happened to

“Does you aje 7 27
s ot your majesty know that also?” asked the astonished

“Dear marquis, have we not always good friends and servants
WI:lO take E? pleasure in telling bad news, and informiz;fr us ? alntb'
things “'hlch.th@y know it will give us pain to hem-?ap‘i:] l::msef
?;:: ;?);r:;.filer{c_is, and mine eagerly acquainted me with Vthelfl::::
e ._1r.c. \nshed‘ all manner of evil might befall his frien-(l

ue,’ as it pleased him to call me. Did henot write to D’
that he desired nothing more fervently than my uttf-rnl _-l'rgf‘u't?l
and the punishment of my sins, on th;: same da’v on 'wf:;::llmlhatwn
e an enthufsi::‘lstic poem, written in honor of my .vic.%orv ab I_:e:ilsiln:
Did he nhot write on another occasion to Richelieu, that the ha 1‘1-11‘-
day of his life would be that on which the French' P]’.l;é’l‘('d B((-r];?)whf
€conquerors, _and destroyed the capital of the treaciler;m.-; kinfrm-iﬂh
dared .t:o write to him twice every month the l.em](—-rtmlt 'mil: . 1‘0
ﬁe&tl:en‘ng things, without dreaming of reinstating him -15 (‘le'iz:lu?bt
Iaa.n with the pension of six thousand thalers? DH@ wi;ln;-d‘ th ?:1'1
might suffer ‘la damnation éternelle,” and proudly added ‘ I?ozzs
wysz.'qnf dzm:‘; la tragédie je vewr towjours que le erime so.it punt.””
mFo?::g; R};I_t:;;l D'f&rgells.’“ﬂnd at the same time he wrote here

Ay e 10t est towjours un homme unique, étonnant, inirii-

wiﬂe,.‘ ?.af fait des vers charmants dans de femps ot un autre ne pour
rail j(m'#,t un ligne de prose, il merite d’étre hevwreux.”” : :
vo}'-:'.l:f;:li!:g;llfmg_:]md aloud. “Well, an.d what does that prove, that

- s the greatest and most unprejudiced of poets?”

That proves, sire, that he is a false, perfidious man, a faithless
ungrateful friend. All his great poetical gifts weigh as nothing hi!;
;h;;.cale against the weakness and wickedness of his characbter.
utter;:ZS]:]ffz; .idmlre him as a poet, because I despise him so

: “You are too hard, marquis,” said Frederick, laughing. * Yol
;a;l.m has a great mind, but a small heart, and that is, after all, less
wllief?illlz them his (.‘l‘eﬂtory‘s. ‘Why should we wish to punish him,
e > is innoeent? Why should we demaad of a great poet that
hg Z;«:tlﬂrll;t; a good man? We w.ill allow him to have a bad heart,
e W; : Guflt 1t<? ‘1\..[3[13!1.16 De.ms- for that; and if we cannot love
wic];edue 'm at E‘d.tsf;la(.h'l]"ll'e him as a poet. We can forgive much

ss in men, if it is redeemed by great virtues.”
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% Ah. sire, that is very sad,” sad D’ Argens, “and could only be
uttered by one who had the most profound love or the greatest con-
tempt for mankind.”

“Perhaps the two are combined in me,” said the king. “As
Ghrist said of the Magdalen, ‘She has loved much, much will be
forgiven her,” so let us say of Voltaire. He has written much,
rmmch will be forgiven him. He has lately rendered an immortal
service, for which I could almost love him, were it possible to love
him at all. He undertook with bold courage the defence of the
unhappy Jean Calas, who was murdered by fanatical French priests.

§ The priests, perhaps, will condemn him : we, however, honor him.*

“Did not your majesty do the same thing?” asked D'Argens.
= Did you not also take pity on the unhappy family of Jean Calasi
Did you not send them a considerable amount of money and oifer
them an asylum in your domin ions?”

“That 1 did, certainly; but what is that in comparison with
what Voltaire has done? He gave them the strength of his mind
and his work, his besb possession, while I could only give them
gold. Voltaire's gift was better, more beautiful, and I will now
take a vow for his sake, that the persecuted and oppressed shall
always find aid and protection in my land, and that I will consider
liberty of spirit a sacred thing as long as Llive. Freedom of thought
ghall be a right of my subjects. T will call all free and liberal-
minded persons to come to me, for liberty of thought brings liberty
of will, and I prefer to rule a thinking people, to a mass of thought-
less slaves, who follow me through stupid obedience. Prussia shall
be the land of liberty and enlightenment. The helievers and the
anbelievers, the pietists and the atheists may speak alike freelys
the spirit of persecution shall be forever banished from Prussia.”

“ Amen,” cried D’ Argens solemnly, as he glanced at the excited,
beaming countenance of the king. “The spirit of love and of free:
dom hears your words, my king, and they will be written with a
diamond-point in the history of Prussia.’

« And now, marquis,” said the king, “we will visit my library,
and then we will Tepose ourselves that we may enjoy our meal. In
the evening I invite you to the concert. My musicians are coming
¢rom Berlin , and we will see if my lips, which bave been accus:
tomed so long to rough swords of discipline, are capable of produc:
ing a few sweet notes from my flute.”

Thus speaking, the king took the arm of the marguis, and they
passed slowly through the room, whose desolate silence made them
both sad.

«The world is nothing more than a great, gaping grave,
on ihe brink of which we walk with wild courage,” said the king

n
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softly. “There is no moment that some one does not stumble at

side and fall into the abyss, and we have the courage .tao Continueo?r
the path until our strength fails and we sink, mz-xking-r ToOm fo{;
another. Almost all of those who formerly oceupied E-IIE“-“-P rooms
have vanished. How long will it be ere I shall follow ihen;"f"‘ o

o I\Ia_yl-' that wretched moment be very distant!” exc}aim(--g-l D'Ar-
e tiicyon havs oo TR AR

3 E fes with death.

“No,” said the king; “I am very old, for I have become indiffer
ent to the world. Things which would have deeply distressed me
formerly, now pass unheeded over my soul. T assm-é you, lll’zl;rquis
I have made great progress in practical philosophv: I am old; I
stand at the limits of life, and my soul is freeing itself from tl'liq
world, which, it is to be hoped, I will soon leave.” .

“Ah, sire,” said D’ Argens, smiling, “you are ten years younger
than T am, and each time that you speak of your r:tpirilv ati‘\'an('?llg
age, I ask myself how it is possible that a man so 111:1.(']1 younger
than T shonld complain of old age. Only wait, sire; here-; in ;he
quiet of Sans-Souci, in a few months you will feel ten and Ififteen
years younger. In the happiness and comforts of our existence, you
“’11.1 live to the age of Abraham and T to that of Jacob.” :

“But I am much older than youn, marquis. During the lastseven
years, I have had nothing but destroyéd hopes, undeserved misfor-
tunes, inshort, all that the eaprice of Fortune could discover to dis-
tress me. After such experiences it is allowable, when one is fifty
}'eill‘s old, to say that he is old, that he will no longer be the play-
thing of Fortune, that he renounces ambition and all those fo[li;'-s
which are merely the illusions of inexperienced youth. But no
more of these sad thoughts, for here we are at last at the door of my
tuseulum. Fold your hands, you unbelieving son of the Ci;lll‘(ﬁ'il.;
the gods and heroes await us in this temple, and you will at least
believe in these.” :

They entered the library, and as the door closed behind them and
they were separated from the whole world, as they stood in the
eentre of the room whose only ornament consisted of rows of books,
upon which glittered in golden letters the names of the great minds
of all ages, whose only splendor consisted in the marble busts of
Ceesar and Virgil, of Cicero and Alexander, the king said, with
beaming eyes:

“I am atlast in the republic of minds, and T, as a humble citizen,
?;"Pl;oa.ch the great presidents, who look down so graciously upon

G-
_ And, as the king seated himself in his arm-chair before his writ-
ing-table, he recovered his sparkling humor, his gay wit, and re-

e
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counted with a brightsmile fo the marquis that he intended to work
most industriously, that he would certainly write a history of this
war which he had just closed, and that he intended always to live
at Sans-Souei, as its quiet and repose seemed more agreeable to him
than the noise and turmoil of the great city. He then dismissed
the marquis for a short fime, that he might rest before going to the
table.

But the king did not rest. Too many and too powerful thoughts
were surging in his breast. Leaning back in his arm-chair, he
thought of the future. He recalled his own life and arranged his
future course. After sitting thus for a long time, he suddenly
arose, his countenance bright with a firm and energetic expression.

“Yes, thus it shall be,” he said aloud. “I will be the father
of my people. I will live for them, forgetting the wickedness of
men, or only avenging myself on them by the prickings of a needle.
I have no family, therefore my people shall be my family. T have
no children, therefore every one who needs my aid shall become my
child, and for them T will do the duties of a father. My country
bleeds from a thousand wounds—to heal these wounds shall be the
task of my life.”

True to this resolution, the king called together his ministers the
pextday, and commanded them to obtain exactaccounts of the condi-
tion of his provinees; to inform him of the wants and necessities
of the people; and to assist him in relieving them. True to this
yesolution, the king was untiring in his work for the good of his
people. He wished to see all, to prove all. He desired to be the
source from which his subjects received all their strength and
power. Therefore he must know all their griefs—he must lend an
open ear to all their demands.

His first command was, that any one who asked for an interview
should be admitted. And when one of his ministers dared toex

press his astonishment at this order, “TIt is the dutby of a kKing, # gaid
Frederick, “to listen to the request of the most insignificant of his
subjects. I am aregent for the purpose of making my people happy-
T do not dare close my ears to their complaints. » And he listened
sympatbizingly to the sorrows of his people, and his whole mind
and thoughts were given to obtain their aileviation. He was always
willing to aid with his counsel and his strength. Untiring in the
worl, he read every letter, every petition, and examined every
answer which was written by his cabinet council. He andhealone,
was the soul of his government. :

A new life began to reign in this land, of which he was the soul
He worked more than all of his ministers or servants, and music
and science were his only pleasure and recreation. THe was ahero
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in peace as well as in war. He did not require, as others d

dsstrac_:tmn of gay pleasures. Study was his chie‘f recreati = =the
versation with his friends was his greatest pleasure ]:E.)?_L(m-
hnu_t-, the :SO'Cﬂ,“(_-‘d * knightly pleasure,” had no Charm;t‘or hi?n B

‘:Iqutmg, " said the king, “is one of the senseless l>n.

which excites the body but leaves the mind unemplov;.)d : ;if*llr%
more cruel than the wild beasts themselves. He who c:;.u I 93"9
an innocent animal in cold blood, would find it impossible bum; -
mercy to his fellow-man. Is hunting a proper 9111[\)]0\'1111311&'(13(;:

f?zink;ng creature? A gentleman who hunts can only be forgiven
if he does so rarely, and then to distract his thonghts from sad and
It would be wron i

: s : g > g to deny sovereigns
all relaxation, blllt is there a greater pleasure for a monarch t.ha; to
rule well, to enrich his state, and to advance all useful sciences and
arts? He who requires other enjoyments is to be pitied.”

earnest business matters.

CHAPTER V.
THE ENGRAVED CUP.

PRINCESS AMELIA was alone in her boudoir—she was ever alone
She lay upon the sofa, gazed at the ceiling, and in utter despair re:
flected upon her miserable fate. For }'E-a,rf: she had looked anxiously
forward to the conclusion of this unhappy war in which _;&u:stri:;,
and l"mssia, were so fiercely opposed. So long as they w:ere active
enemies, Trenck must remain a prisoner. But she had said to Ilser-
self, “When peace is declared, the prisoners of war will be released
and Maria Theresa will demand that her captain, F rec‘ieri('k‘ Lvor']
Trenck, be set at liberty.” : )

Peace had been declared four months, and Trenck still lay in his
subterranean cell at Magdeburg. All Eurcpe was freed from the
fetters of war. Trenck alone was unpardoned and forgotten. This
thought made Amelia sad unto death, banished sleep from her
couch, and made her a restless, despairing wanderer during the day.

_Amelia had no longer an object—the last ray of hope was extin:
guished. Peace had been concluded and Trenck was forgotten!
God had denied her the happiness of obtaining Trenck’s freedom:
He would not even grant her the consolation of seeing him released,
tln-ough others. For nine years Trenck had languished in prison—
fqr nine years Amelia’s only thought, only desire, was to enable
him to escape. Her life was consecrated to this one object. She
thought not of the gold she had sacrificed—she had offered up not
only her entire private fortune, but had made debts which her in-




