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“Why should you return, my lord?” said the doctor, in ter}'or.
“Ts it not sufficient that you have deprived the mother of her child?
that you have branded the woman with s‘?}:axne before the whole

12 What more would you do, my lord?”
Wm;:}i.th ‘a.vs.ht;rlange smile, Lo)rd Elliot laid his hand upon the doctor’s
Eho“mlf‘i]?):'s there milk instead of blood in your veins, man? or have
you forgotten that I have been hit by a poisoned arrow? I must be
revenged, if I would not die of this wound.”

“Tet yvour wounds bleed, my lord—the longer they bleed, the
sooner thuey will heal. But why destroy the arrm‘\:, that wounded
you? Will you recover the sooner or suffer the less? > s

“ Again I ask you, is there milk instead of bleod in your vemts’;
My honor is stained—I must cleanse it with the blood of my enemy.

% A duel, then, my lord? You will suffer chance to de(z'lde your
most holy and sacred interests—your honor audI life? {1”1;1(] if chance
is against you? If you fall, instead of your adversary?
= a;?’fli‘;:e‘at:,}lfly frieu-d, God will have decided it, and I shall thank
Him for relieving me from a life which will. from Illencefor_t.h lt.)e a
heavy burden to me. Farewell, doctor. I will be with you in eight
days, and will again need your assistance.”

“It is then irrevocable, my lord?”

o ble, doetor.” :

% {r;l?;ﬁ(i:e :eady. God grant that if this sad drama Iis to end in

i not be yours I”
bimT(;;e;'t [ri'zzsed eac}f other’s hands tenderl}.', Lord Elliot §pr'f1ng
into the carriage, the coachman whipped his horses, and._the ul;
riage in which were the unfortunate man and the stolen child roll
merrily along the deserted streets.

CHAPTER XI.
THE DISCOVERY.

PrINCE HENRY stood at the window and Iookgd down f_nw the
garden. He saw his wife walking in the park wat‘h her ladies, az;_:f
enjoying the clear, cool winter day ; he heard their gay an(! merry
langhter, but he felt no wish to join them and share their m:rth'.

Since that day in the wood, a change had come upon the: pru;ce?
—a dark, despairing, melancholy had taken possession ():f him, bat
he would not let it be seen:; he forced himself to a noisy gayetg.
and in the presence of his wife he was the same tender, dl(:‘jo}iehé-
complaisant lover he had been before ; but the mask under whic 3
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concealed his dislike and scorn was a cruel torture and terrible
agony ; when he heard her laugh he felg as if a sharp dagger had
wounded him ; when he touched her hand, he could with difficulty
suppress a cry of pain; but he conquered himsclf, and kept his grief
and jealousy down, down in his heart. It was possible he was mis-
taken. Tt was possible his wife was innocent ; that his friend was
true. His own heart wished this so earnestly ; his noble and great
soul rebelled at the thought of despising those whom he had once
loved and frusted so fully. He wished to believe that he had had a
hurtful dream ; that a momentary madness had darkened his brain
he would rather distrust all his reflections than to believe that this
woman, whom he had loved with all the strength of his nature, this
man whom he had confided in so entirely, had deceived and betrayed
him. Tt was too horrible to doubt the noblest and most beautiful,

the holiest and gentlest—to be so confounded, so uncertain in his
best and purest feelings. He conld not banish doubt from his heart ;
like a death-worm, it was gnawing day and night, destroying his
vitality—poisoning every hour of the day, and even in his dreams
uttering horrible words of mockery. Since the Jéte in the wood he
had been observant, he had watched every glance, listened fo every
word ; but he had discovered nothing. Both appeared unembarrassed
and innocent ; perhaps they dissembled ; perhaps they had seen him
as he Iay before the hut, and knew that he had been since that day
following and observing them, and by their candor and simplicity
they would disarm his suspicions and lull his distrust to sleep.

This thought kept him ever on his guard ; he would, he must know
if he had been betrayed; he must have absolute certainty. He

stood concealed behind the curtains of his window, and looked
down into the garden. His eyes were fixed with a glowing, con-

suming expression upon the princess, who, with one of her ladies,

now passed before his window and looked up, but she could not see

him ; he was completely hidden behind the heavy silk curtains.

The princess passed on, convinced that if her husband had been
in his room, he would have come forward to greet her.

The prince wished her to come to this conclusion. “Now,”
thought he, “she feels secure; she does not suspect I am observing
her, at last T may find an opportunity to become convinced.”

Count Kalkreuth was there : he had gone down into the garden.
He advanced to meet the princess, they greeted each other, but in
their simple, accustomed manner, he, the count, respectfully and
ceremoniously—the princess dignified, careless, and condescending.
And now they walked near each other, chatting, laughing, charm-
ingly vivacious, and excited by their conversation.

The prince stood behind his curtain with a loudly-beating heart,
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breathless from anxiety ; they came nearer ; she led the way to the
little lake whose smooth and frozen surface shone like a mirror.
The count pointed to the lake, and seemed to ask a question ; the
princess nodded affirmatively, and turning to her ladies, she spoke
a few words; they bowed and withdrew.

“They are going to skate,” murmured the prince. “She has sent
her ladies to bring her skates; she wishes to be alone with the
count.”

Breathless, almost in death-agony, he watched them: they stood
on the borders of the lake, and talked quietly. The expressions of
their countenances were unchanged, calm, and friendly ; they were
certainly speaking of indifferent things. But what means that?
The princess dropped her handkerchief, seemingly by accident.
The count raised it and handed it to her; she took it and thanked
him smilingly, then in a fow moments she put her hand, with a
sndden movement, under her velvet mantle. The prince cried ouk;
he had seen something white in her hand which she concealed in
her bosom.

& A letter! a letter I crid he, in a heart-breaking tone, and like
a madman pursued by furies, he rushed out.

The Princess Wilhelmina was in the act of having her skates
fastened on by her maid, when Prince Henry advanced with hasty
steps from the alley which led to the lake.

Count Kalkreuth advanced to meet him, and greeted him with
gay, jesting words; but the prince had no word of reply for him ; he
passed him silently, with a contemptuous glance, and stepped
directly in front of the princess, who looked up with a kindly smile.
He said :

% Madame, it is too cold and rough to skate to-day ; I will have
the honor to conduct you to your rooms.”

Princess Wilhelmina laughed heartily. “It isa fresh, invigor-
ating winter day, my husband. If you are cold, it is not the fault
of the weather, but of your light clothing. I pray you to send for
your furs, and then we will run a race over the ice and become
warm.”

Prince Henry did not answer. He seized the arm of the princess
and placed it in his own. “Come, madame, I will conduct you to
your apartment.”

Wilhelmina gazed at him with astonishment, but she read in his
excited and angry countenance that she must not dare oppose him.
“ Permit me, at least, to have my skates removed,” said she, shortly,
giving a sign to her maid. The prince stood near, while her maid
knelt before her and removed the skates. Count Kalkreuth was at
some distance.
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_Not one word interrupted the portentous silence. Once the
prince uttered a hasty and scornful exclamation. He had inter-
cepted a glance which the prineess exchanged with Count Kalkreuth
a.nd a glance full of significance and meaning. ;

;’Vhat is the matter with you, prince?” said Wilhelmina.

“I am cold,” said he roughly, but the perspirati ;

: ; ; rspiration was s i
in large drops on his forehead. ks s

‘When t_he skates were taken off, the prince drew his wife on
qullckly, ‘:’F‘lt.]lo!lt a word or greeting to his friend. Kalkrenth stood
ga;. e and immovable, and gazed thoughtfully npon the glittering ice.

. fear he knows all,” murmured he. “0Oh my God, my God ! Why
wn!: not the earth open and swallow me up? I am a miserable,
ig;n ty Wretc_h, and in his presence I must cast my eyes with shame
2 the: grour::.’l. I have deceived, betrayed him, and yet I love him.

‘oe is me! He cla.sped his hands wildly over his face, as if he
;-oulddhlde frclnn daylight and the glad sun the blush of shame which

urned upon his cheeks ; then slowly, with h 7ed
e Y, with head bowed down, he

_The prince, during this time, had walked rapidly on with his
wife; no word was exchanged between them. Only once, when he
felt her arm trembling, he turned and said harshly : :

“ Why do you tremble?” -

“It is cold !" said she, monotonously.

“And yet,” said he, laughing derisi “it i
! ¢ , g derisively, “it in-

vigorating weather.” § b
They went onward silently ; they entered the castle and ascended
the gteps t.'o the' apartment of the princess. Now they were in her
;_‘;i,bmetv-—]n this quiet, confidential family room, where Prince
enry ha:.l passed so many happy hours with his beloved Wilhel-
mina. Now he stood before her, with a cold, contemptuous glance
panting for breath, too agitated to speak. '
n 'Ifhe princess was pale as death ; unspeakable anguish was writ-
ap[;;n h:;r mfai)c: ;:xhe dared not interrupt this fearful silence, and
are only occupied in arranging her toilet; she :
her hat and velvet mantle. = R
“Madame,” said the prince at last i
% e at last, gasping at every word, “
here to make a request of you!” iRl e
Wilhelmina bowed coldl i
y and ceremoniously. “Y
to eommand, my husband !” : Tmacy
ccml:\?ﬁ"ell. theln.” said he, no longer able to maintain his artificial

posure, “I command you to show me the let y i

e etter you have hidden

:What letter, I?rince ?” stammered she, stepping back alarmed.

The letter which Count Kalkreuth gave yon in the garden. - Do




544 FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY.

not utter a falsehood ; do not dare to deny it. I am not in a mood
to be restrained by any earthly consideration.” :

As he stood thus, opposed fo her, with flashing eyes, with tron:!-
bling lips, and his arm raised threateningly, Wilhelmina felt t!'na}t it
would be dangerous, indeed impossible to make any o_pposntaon.
She knew that the decisive moment had arrived, the veil must be
lifted, and that deception was no longer possible. :

“The letter | give me the letter!” cried the prince, with a menac-
ing voice.

Wilhelmina gazed at him steadily, with eyes full of scorn and
hatred.

“Here it is,” taking the letter calmly from her bosom, and hand-
ing it to the prince. 3 i

He snatched it like a tiger about to tear his prey to pieces; but
when he had opened it and held it before him, the paper trembled
so in his hands, he was scarcely able toread it. Once he murml.zred -
“ Ah! he dares to say thou to you; he calls yon his ‘adored Wilhel-
mina!’”” He read on, groaning, sometimes crying out aloud, then
muttering wild imprecations. oy

The princess stood in front of him, pale as death, trembling in
every limb; her teeth were chattering, and she was forced to lean
against her chair to keep from falling. £

When the prince had finished reading the letter, he. cn‘lshed. it
and thrust it in his bosom, then fixed his eyes upon his w1fe_ with
an expression of such intense, unspeakable misery, that the prineess
felt her heart moved to its profoundest depths.

“Oh, my husband, ” she said, “curse me | —murderme !—but_ do .n?t
look upon me thus.” She then sank asif pressed d.ow?m by an invisi-
ble power, to her knees, and raised her hands to him 1{-_nplormg1y. =

The prines laughed coarsely, and stepped back. ¢ Rise, madame,
said he, “we are not acting a comedy—it is only your husband who
is speaking with you. Rise, madame, and give_ me the ke)lr to your
secretary. You will understand that after having read this lett_er I
desire to see the others. Asyour husband, I have at least the right
to know how much confidence you have placed in your lover, and
how far you return his passion.” Foi

“You despise me,” cried Wilhelmina, bursting into te.a.rs.“

“ think I am justified in doing so,” said he, coldly. Stand
up, and give me the key.” . -

She rose and staggered to the table. “Here is the key.

The prince opened the secretary. “Where are the letters,
madame?”

“Tn the upper drawer to the left.” ;

% Ah,” said he with a rude laugh, “not even in a secret compart
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ment have you guarded these precious letters. You were so sure of
my blind confidence in you that you did not even conceal your
Jjewels.”

Princess Wilhelmina did not answer, but as the prince read one
after the other of the letters, she sank again upon her knees. “My
God, my God!” murmured she, “have pity upon me! Send Thy
lightning and crush me. Oh, my God! why will not the earth
cover me and hide me from his glance 1?

Rivers of tears burst from her eyes, and raising her arms to
heaven, she uttered prayers of anguish and repentance.

The prince read on, on, in these unholy lettters. Once he ex-
claimed aloud, and rushed with the letter to the princess.

“Is this true?” said he—*“is this which you have written, true?”

“What? Is what true?” said Wilhelmina, rising slowly from
her knees.

“He thanks you in this lefter for having written to him that you
have never loved any man but himself—him—Kalkreuth alone!
Did you write the truth?”

“I wrofe it, and it is the truth,” said the princess, who had now
fully recovered her energy and her composure. “Yes, sir, I have
loved no one but Kalkreuth alone. I could not force my heart to
love you—you who in the beginning disdained me, then one day in
an idle mood were pleased to love me, to offer me your favor. I
was no slave to be set aside when you were in the humor, and to
count myself blessed amongst women when you should find me
worthy of your high regard. I was a-free born woman, and as T
could not give my hand to him I loved, T gave my heart—that heart
which you rejected. You have the right to kill me, but not to de-
spise me—to dishonor me.”

“Do I dishonor you when I speak the truth?” cried the prince.

“You do not speak the truth. Ihavesinned heavily against you.
I suffered your love—TI could notreturn if. I bad not the courage
when I saw you, who had so long disdained me, lying at my feet,
declaring your passion and imploring my love in return, to confess
to you that I could never love yon—that my heart was no longer

free. This is my crime—this alone. I could not force my heart to
love you, but T could be faithful to my duty, and I havebeen so. It
i8 nop necessary for me to blush and cast my eyes down before my
husband. My love is pure—my virtue untarnished. T have broken
no faith with you.”

“Miserable play on words!” said the prince. “You have been a
hypocrite—your crime is twofold: you have sinned against me—
you have sinned against your love. You have been a base coward
who had not the courage to do justice to the feelings of your own
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heart. What mean you by saying you have broken no faith with
me? You have acted a daily lie. Oh, madame, how have I loved
you! Both body and soul were lost in that wild love. When you
stood with your lover and listened well pleased to those glowing
confessions of his sinful love, you excused yourself and thought,
forsooth, you were breaking no faith. Ycu have defranded me of
the woman I loved and the friend whom I trusted. May God cuise
you, evenas I do! May Heaven chastise you, even as I shall 1™

He raised both his hands over her as if he would call down
Heaven’s curse upon her guilty head, then turned and left the room.

CHAPTER XII.
A MORNING AT SANS-SOUCL

IT was five o’clock in the morning. Deep silence reigned, the
darkness of night still encompassed the world, the weary might still
sleep and rest, life had recommenced nowhere, nowhere except at
Sans-Souei, nowhere except in the apartment of the king; while his
people slept, the king watched, he watched to work and think for
his people. Without the wind howled and blew the snow against
his window, and made even the fire in his room flicker ; but the
king heeded it not. He had completed his toilet and drunk his
chocolate ; now he was working. Itdid not disturb him that his
room was cold, that the candle on his table gave but a poor light,
and even seemed to increase the appearance of discomfort in his
apartment; it gave sufficient light to enable him to read the letters
which lay upon his table, and which had arrived the previous day.
His ministers might sleep—the king waked and worked. He read
every letter and petition, and wrote a few words of answer on the
margin of each. After reading all business communications, the
king took his own letters, those that were addressed fo him person-
ally, and came from his absent friends. His countenance, which
before was grave and determined, assumed a soff and centle ex-
pression, and a smile played upon his lips. The receipts for to-day
were small. There were but few letters, and the large proportion of
them came from relations of the king, or from distant acquaint-
ances.

“No letter from D’ Argens,” said the king, smiling. “My eccle-
giastic letter has accomplished the desired end, and the good mar-
quis will arrive here to-day to rail at, and then forgive me. Ah,
here is a letter from D’Alembert. Well, this is doubtless an agree-
able letter, for it will inform me that D" Alembert accepts my pro-
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posal, and has decided to become the president of my Academy of
Science.”

He hastily broke the seal, and while he read a dark cloud over-
shadowed his brow. “He declines my offer,” he said, discontent-
edly. “His pride consists in a disregard for princes; he -—ishes
posterity to admire him for his unselfishness. Oh, he does not yet
know posterity. She will either be utterly silent on this subject or,
should it be spoken of, it will be considered an act of folly which
D’ Alembert committed. He is a proud and haughty man, as they
all are.” He again took the leiter and read it once more, but more
slowly and more carefully than before; gradually the elouds disap-
peared from his brow, ard his eyes beamed with pleasure.

“No.” he said ; “I have misjudged D’Alembert. 1y displeasure
at a disappointed hope blinded me ; D’ Alembert isnota small, vain
man, but a free and great spirit. He now refuses my presidency,
with a salary of six thousand thalers, as he last year refused the
position of tutor to the heir of the throne of Russia, with asalary of
a hundred thousand francs. He prefers to be poor and needy, and
to live up five flights of stairs, and be his own master, than to live
in a palace as the servant of a prince. I cannot be angry with him,
for he has thought and acted as a wise man ; and were I not Fred-
erick, T would gladly be D’Alembert. I will not love him less
because he has refused my offer. Ah, it is a real pleasure to know
that there are still men who are independent enough to exercise
their will and judgment in opposition to the king. Princes would
be more noble, if those with whom they associated were not so mis-
erable and shallow-hearted. 1’Alembert shall be a lesson and a
consolation to me; there are still men who are not deceivers and
flatterers, fools and betrayers, but really men.”

He carefully refolded the letter, and, before placing it in his
portfolio, nodded to it as pleasantly as if it had been D’ Alembert
himself. He then took another letter.

“T do not recognize this writing,” he said, as he examined the
address. “Tt is from Switzerland, and is directed to me personally.
Fiom whom is it?”?

He opened the letter, and glanced first at the signature.

“Ah,” he gaid, “from Jean Jacques Rousseau! I promised him
an asylum. The free Switzers persecuted the unhappy philosopher,
and my good Lord Marshal prayed my assistance for him. Lord
Marshal is now in Scotland, and it will not benefit him to have his
friend here. Well, perhaps it may lead to his return, if he hopes to
find Rousseau here. I must see what the philosopher says.”

The letter contained only a few lines, which the king read with
utter astonishment.
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* Vraiment!” he exclaimed; “philosophers all belong to fhe
devil. This Jean Jacques does not content himself with declining
my offer, but he does it in an unheard-of manner. This is a work
of art; I must read it again.”

The king read aloud in a most pathetic voice: “ Voire majesté
m’offre un asyle, et m'y prome la liberté; mais vousavez une epée,
et vous étes roi. Vous m’offrez une pension, 4 moi, q~i n’a rien
fait pour vous. Mais en avez-vous donné a tous les braves gens qui
ont perdu bras et jambes en vos services?”

“Well,” said the king, laughing, “if being a ruffian makes one a
philosopher, Jean Jacques Rousseau deserves to be called the greatest
philosopher in the world. Truly, Fortune is playing curious pranks
with me to-day, and seems determined to lower my royal pride.
Two refusals at one time ; two philosophers who decline my invita-
tion. No, not two philosophers—D’Alembert is a philosopher, but
Rousseau is in truth a fool.”

He tore this letter, and threw the pieces in the fire. He then
seized another letter, but laid it down again before opening it. He
had heard the great clock in the hall strike eight. That was the
sign that the business of the day, which he shared with his atten-
dants, should begin, and that the king had no more time to devote
to his private correspondence. The last stroke of the clock had
scarcely sounded, as a light knock was heard at the door, which
was instantly opened by the command of the king.

Baron von Kircheisen, the prefect of Berlin, entered the room.
He came to make his weekly report to the king. His respectful
greeting was returned merely by a dark side-glance, and the king
listened to his report with evident displeasure.

“And that is your entire report?” asked his majesty, when the
prefect had finished. “You are the head of police for the city of
Berlin, and you have nothing more to tell me than any policemen
might know. You inform me of the number of arrivals and depart-
ures, of the births and deaths, and of the thefts which have been
committed, and that is the extent of your report.”

“But I cannot inform your majesty of things that have not oc-
curred,” returned Baron von Kircheisen.

“So nothing else has occurred in Berlin. Berlin is then a most
quief, innocent city, where at the worst a few greatly-to-be-pitied
individuals occasionally disturb the repose of the righteous by mis-
taking the property of others for their own. You know nothing.
You do not know that Berlin is the most vicious and immoral of
cities. You can tell me nothing of the crimes which are certainly
not of a kind to be punished by the law, but which are creeping
from house to house, poisoning the happiness of entire families, and
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spreading shame and misery on every hand. You know nothing of
the many broken marriage-vows, of the dissension in families, of
the frivolity of the young people who have given themselves 11;; to
gambling and dissipation of all kinds. Much misery might he
avoided if you knew more of these matters, and were ready with
& warning at the right moment.”

‘_‘Sire. will you permit me to say that is not the task of the
ordinary police; for such matters a secret police is required.”

“Well, why do you not have a secret police? Why do you not
follow the example of the new minister of police at Paris, De
Bartines? That man kndws every thing that happens in Paris i He
k‘uows the*history of every house, every family, and every'indi—
v:dual: He occasionally warns the men when ;heir wives are on
the point of flying from them. He whispers to the wives the names
of those who turn their hushands from them. He shows the parents
the fa.m-bank at which their sons are losing their property, and
sometimes extends a hand to save them from destruction. T}.Jat. is
a good police, and it must be acknowledged that yours does no;.'
resemble it.™

“If your majesty desires it, T can establish such a police in Berlin
as De Sartines has in Paris. But your majesty must do two things:
First, you must give me a million of thalers annually.”

: “Ah! a million! Your secret police is rather expensive, Con-
tinue. What do you desire besides the million?”

“secondly, the permission to destroy the peace of families, the
happiness of your subjects—to make the son a 8py upon his fatl:e‘r—
the mother an informer against her daughter—the students and
servants the betrayers of their teachers and employers. If your
majesty will permit me to undermine the confidence of man to his
fellow-man—of the brother to his sister—of the parents to their chil-
dren—of the husbands to their wives by buying their secrets fmm
them—if T may reward such treachery, tim;, your majesty, we can
have such a police as De Sartines has in Paris. ButIdo n;t think
that it will promote propriety or prevent crime.”

Tl}e king had listened to him with increasing interest, his brow
grown-lg clearer and clearer as the bold speaker continue:d. ‘When
ht_a finished, the king ceased his walk, and stood motionless before
hm‘l‘,Iig_oking fully into his excited countenance, :

18, then, your positive conviction i i
with it those evils yofllave depicted ‘2”0 S

“Yes, your majesty, it is my positive conviction.”

“H.e may be right,” said the king, thoughtfully. Nothing de-
moralizes men so much as spies and denunciations, and a good
government should punish and not reward the miserable spies whg
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betray their fellow-creatures for gold with the wicked intention of
bringing them into misfortune. A good government should not
follow the Jesuits’ yule— That the end consecrates the means.’”

«Will your majesty, then, graciously allow me {o dispense with
a secret police?”

«Well, yes. We will remain as we are, and De Sartines may
keep his secreb police. Tt would not suit us, and Berlin shall not be
still further demoralized by spies and betrayers. Therefore, no
more of the secret police. When crime shows itself by day we will
punish it. We will Jeave it to Providence to bring it to light.
Continue to report to me, therefore, who Bas died and who has been
born : who have arrived and who have departed ; wio has stolen
and who has done a good business. T am well pleased with you
—vyou have spoken freely and bravely, and said openly what you
thought. That pleases me; I am pleased when my agents have the
courage to speak the truth, and dare oceasionally to oppose me.
T hope youn will retain this virtue.”

He bowed pleasantly to the prefect, and offered him his hand.
He then dismissed him, and ordered the ministers to enter with
their reports and proposals. After these came the council, and only
after the king had worked with them uninterruptedly for three
hours. did he think of taking some repose from all this work, which
had occupied him from six o’clock in the morning until nearly
twelve. He was on the point of entering his library as loud voices
in the anteroom arrested his attention.

«But I tell you that the king gives no audiences to-day,” he heard
one of the servants say.

“The king has said that every man who wishes to speak to him
shall beadmitted !” exclaimed another voice. “I must speak to the
king, and he must hear me.”

“If yon must speak to him, you must arrange it by writing.
The king grants an audience to a1l who demand it, but he fixes the
hour himself.”

« Misery and despair cannot await a fixed hour1” cried the other.
«If the king will not listen to unhappiness when it calls to him
for redress, but waits until it pleases him to hear, he is nota good
king.”

“The man is right,” said the king, “I will listen to him imme-
diately.”

He hastily advanced to the door and opened it. Without stood
an old man, poorly dressed, with a pale, thin face, from whose
features despair and sorrow spoke plainly enough to be understood
by all. When his great, sunken eyes fell upon the king, he cried,
joyfully, “God be thanked, there is the king!”
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The king motioned to him to
C approach, £
forward with a cry of delight. o see bt

“Come into the room,” said th i

; > : e king; “ 7

you wish from me?” Cewent i
5 : s : 2

0 ;T :ftlc‘e.lxlour ma_]G;Sf_V, nothing but justice. Thave been through

he , and T am without bread. T have nothi 1i

I have twice petitioned j Sl

o _ T . S
s your majesty for a situation which is now

“
And I refused it to
ou, becas i i
. ¥ ecause I had promised it to an-
uT -
s l;:ly told me that'.y.our majesty would refuse me thissituation,”
s 'e man, despairingly. *“But I cannot believe it, for your
najesty owes it to me, and you are usually a just king wa:t'-an
your r.na.]esty_, t.n. perform your duly, and justify voufse]f fron; z;
Susgllc'lon which is unworthy of your kingly fame.”
he king measured him wi g i =
L Sure ith a flas e, whi
e LB 1 flashing glance, which the pale,
D g suppliant bore with bold composure.
: By \\-h:;t authority,” asked the king, in a thundering voice, as
he approached the man, with hi ! Tai tenin ‘
an, 1is arm taised threateningly—~
‘ ! i ) > sate y—*by-
what authority do you dare speak to me in such a tone? amlcon wh ut
do you ground your shameless demands?” i
“ L - = 7 =
quegtOn -tI!;lh:t ?oulr majesty, that I must starve if you refuse my re
St. 1at is the most sacred of all I § i vk
S0 54C all claims, and to whom i
dare I turn with it if not to my king?” ot
0 .Th.E‘J:E ]ay_ in these words a sorrow so heart-breaking, a plaint so
m::m.(lllm%'l in the voice, that the king was inveluntarily much
ed. He let fall his uplifted arm, and the expression of his
countenance became gentle and tender
“T see that you ar i
See ; you are very unhappy iri i
kindly; “you were right tov{'nm ]t']pp} :mg el
Yirie 6 Tig ome to me. You shall have the
: , K : g slace
:;or g!lll’:h you asked. T will arrange it. Come here to morr(zw to
the Councillor Muller. I will give : s
: give you some m y 7 7
not starve until then.” S
rin(g(;:;l}l?nfe({]l lthe delighted man’s expressions of gratitude, and
ging his bell he summoned Deesen, w i or
: : sen, who kept his purse, i
to give the man a gold pi ; e
r z gold piece. But Deesen did not
second chamberlain an i Siedials
L nounced in an embarrass
: ; arrassed manner that I
was not in the palace. The ki o
» palace. > King commanded him fo giv
. . e the m
theh[;r;?m:.s{?fi gold piece and then to return to him - 7%
o Iwere 1{3 Deesen 77 asked the king, as the chamberlain returned
i 3 5 -y ;
= S TL.l do not know,” he stammered, his eyes sinking beneath
e piercing glance of the king . :
% X7r . = P?.-
o You do know !” said the king, gravely. “Deesen has positive
orders from me to remain in the anteroom, because T migl.lt need
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him. If he dares to disobey my orders, he 'must ha‘veﬂa powertnl
reason, and you know it. Out with it! T will lmo:.v it. >
“If’your majesty commands, I must speal ’." said the cham‘e;-
lain, siching. “Your majesty will nof perlimt us to. be mm"’ne ;
but !we :vera made with hearts, and we sometimes fall in love.
is 1 ” gaid the king.
“Deesen is in love, then?” said the : ot
"'Yis your majesty, he loves a beautiful girl in Potsdam, ;:’hlose
name is ‘Maria. Siegert. And although he cannot marry her, she has
consented to be hisbeloved. Andas to-das‘ wai the grea.d = me;ﬁ i;i'i;
] 1d not need him,
: thought that your majesty won
]Ifgehsaeg timetl.'.o go to Potsdam to visit his sweethez.x.rt. He se;;nes to
have been delayed. That is the reason, your majesty, that sen
i in the anteroom.”
- nuo %elafy well, ? said the king ; “as soon as Deesen returns he r::lusz
come to my library. Iforbid you, however, to repeat one word o
is conversation.” :
thli K;? your majesty, I am well pleased that I need not do it, {C_rl'
Deesen '1‘3 very passionate, and if he learns that I have betrayed his
3 ]
> is capable of giving me a box on the ear. :
sem“f'\tvl“fic; cwI())?lldt: perhaps, be very wholesome for you,” said the
Tl turned toward his library. _ ]
Llni, qaja.llfer of an hour later, Deesen entered the library with a
»d, anxious face. ! ;
hea;;e king, who was reading his beloved Lucretius Whll.e 11? paced
the floor, turned his great, piercing eyes with a questioning ex-
pression t"bn the anxious face of his attendant. “I called for you,
d you did not come, ” said the king.
= “}]zobeg your majesty to pardon me,” stammered Deesen.
“Where were you?” ¥ i
¢ in my room writing a letter, = . 4
5 i‘;"i ]ettery. You were no doubt writing to that beautiful b_z'd
maid af., the hotel of the Black Raven at Amsterdam, who declin
i eTV brothers Zoller.”
he attentions of the servant of the
: mThis reference to the journey to Amsterdam showed ]IZleese.n that
the king was not very angry. He dared, theref{_)re. to raise his eyes
to those of the king, and to look pleadingly at him. i S
“Sit down,” said the king, pointing fo the “’Titl'ﬂg-i.;a'w e. =
called you because I wished fo dictate a letter for you to write.
nd take a pen.” 2 Lo
dowl':le:sen seated himszlf at the table, and the l];mg'began walking
up and down as before, his hands and bock behind him.
“ Ave you ready ?” asked the king. s ; :
«] am ready, sire,” returned Deesen, dipping his pen into the
ink.
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“Write then,” commanded the king,
diately in front of Deesen—“write, th
beloved—’7

Deesen started, and glanced inquiringly at the king. Frederick
looked earnestly at him, and repeated, ‘My beloved—7

Deesen uitered a sigh, and wrote,

“Have you written that?” asked the king.

“Yes, sire, T have it—° My beloved.’”

“Well, then, proceed. ‘My beloved, that old bear, the king—'
Write,” said the king, interrapting himself as he saw that Deesen
grew pale and trembled, and could scarcely hold the pen—*write
without hesitation, or expect a severe punishment.”

“Will your majesty have the kindness to dictate? T
Write every thing,” said Deesen. as he wiped his brow,

“Now then, quickly,” ordered the king, and he dictated—‘That
old bear, the king, counts every hour against me that I spend so
charmingly with you. That my absence may be shorter in the
future, and less observed by the old seold, T wish you to rent a room
near here in the suburbs of Brandenburg, wh
conveniently than in the city.

as he placed himself imme-
en, first the heading: ‘My

am ready to

ere we can meeft more
I remain yours until death.

“*DEESEN.’
“Have you finished?” asked the king.

“Yes, sire, I have finished,” groaned Deesen.

“Then fold the letter and seal it, and write the address ‘To the
unmarried Maria Siegert, Yunker Street, Potsdam.’”

“Mercy, sire, merey!” cried Deseen, springing up and throwing
himself at the feet of the king. “Isce that your ma jesty knows all
—that I have been betrayed.”

“You have betrayed yourself, for to-day is the tenth time that I
have called for you when You were absent. Now send your letter
off, and see that your Siegert gets a room here. If, however, you
are again absent when I call, T will send your beautiful Maria to
Spandau, and dismiss you. Go, now, and dispatch your letter.”

Deesen hurried off, and the king looked smilingly after him for
2 moment, and was on the point of returning to his reading, when
his attention was attracted by the approach of a carriage.

“Ah,” he murmured anxiously, “T fear that T shail be distnrbed

again by some cousin, who has come to rob me of my fime by hypo-
critical professions of love.”

He looked anxiously toward the door.
& servant announced Prince Henry.

The king’s countenance cleared, and he advanced to mest his
brother with a bright smile. But his greeting was not returned,
and the prince did not appear to see the extended hand of the king.

36

It was soon opened, and
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A heavy cloud lay upon his brow—his cheeks were colorless and his

lips compressed, as if he wished fo suppress the angry and indig-

: ; . Sy
3 ds which his flashing Cves expre © nd
naﬂf:‘;:”fmy brother,” said the king, sadly, “it seems that you have

H n
announce a misfortune. e
‘303‘]‘9\}: ’?said the prince, “I only came, your majesty, to rec:allma
o ‘ 1 wi s ago i is S TOOm,
conversation swhich I held with you ten years ago in this same
on this very spot.” I
“7Pen years ago?” said the king.
marriage, Henry.” b e
“Ves. the conversation I refer to concerned 1:}nyﬁ 1I 1& e ]:engm
‘ S ith that subject, that T had ¢
had pursued me so long w1 . 2
foc;ﬁzludaifto submit to the yoke which was to free me from those
£ SR
;orthy and humiliating persecutions. : :
un‘:‘?rttlfink that you could select more fitting e-.xpresm:;:lx:s:;S u;i
- e =
brother.” said the king, with flashing eyes. “You forget thaty
; -3 »
e speaking to your king. 5
ar “ g:n; T remember that T am speaking to my ‘t)l'ot_;ht-:*t it
is to hear the complaints which I have to utter agami.Y bm;her
= «Speak,” said the king, after a slight pause. our
. u’” - 0
W]I}‘ Féz:nioto remind you of that hour,” said the prinece, scrien_r‘nll_v,'i
; i i ire,
«in which I gave my consent to be rnzm-:er?. As_ I d}z.d %I:);dir o
said to you that T should held you responsible for tn!s; Gawatl
which was made for political purposes and nmz} ft{'lon‘a R
would call you to account before the ﬂlrollit{} of God, .Lln L i
-ou by what right you robbed me of my lllmerty, by \; ;a ] ie}l;me
iaid a chain upon my hand and heart which lcve.ccm a n-o‘l il
to bear. I said further, sire—if the weight ?f this chain sh 2 Wm;
come tt;o heavy. and this unnatural connection of a Tlarlrl‘iim e
ve should driv : spair, that upon your head
love should drive me to despair, : o
2;:: curse of my misery, and that you would be answerable for my
fes ist or my ished hopes.”
red existence, for my perishe : Ll .
des?‘r?\"nil 1.7 said the king, “I took this responsibility npon m‘ﬁ.ﬂ ﬁ
v lr‘i;ing,anli vour elder brother, I reminded you of lyoufrc(m;{! 3
:';?i'e the state avfa.mi}y—sons who would be an examp. eoattem .
n;d hon;)r to the men, and daughters w?m woul;li l.)eii.] I;ies o
iirme and propriety to the women. In view of these duties,
£ vou to be married.” : _ ! :
maﬂ?ﬁ;e}now to call you to account for this marriage, exilmgle;:
the prince, solemnly. “I have come to tell you that mg feam; .
tornpwith )pa.in and misery : that I am the most Wret-che : }:)i : mar:
d that vou have made me so—you, who forced me into o
55 a.l.theugh you knew the shame and despair of a marriag

“That was at the time of your

r, whose duty

riage,
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without love. You had already taken a heavy responsibility upon
yourself by your own marriage : and if You were compelled to endure
it so long as my father lived, you should have relieved yourself
from it 50 soon as you were free ; that is, 80 soon as you were king.
But you preferred to continue in this unnatural connection, or rather
you put the chains from your hands, and let them drag at your feetf.
Not to outrage the world by your divorce, you gave it the bad ex-
ample of a wretched marriage. You made yourself free, and you
made a slave of your poor wife, who has been a martyr to your
humors and cruelty. You profaned the institution of marriage.
You gave a bad and dangerous example to your subjects, and it has
done its .work. Look around in your land, sire. Everywhere you
will see unhappy women who have been deserted by their husbands,

and miserable men who have been dishonored by their faithless
wives. Look at your own family. Our sister of Baireuth died of
grief, and of the humiliation she endured from the mistress of her
husband. Our brother, Augustus William, died solitary and alone.

He withdrew in his grief to Oranienburg, and his wife remained in
Berlin. She was not with him when he died ; strangers received
his last breath—strangers closed his eyes. Our sister of Anspach

quarrelled with her husband, until finally she submitted, and made

a friend of his mistress. And 1, sire, T also stand before you with

the brand of shame upon my brow. I also have been betrayed and
deceived, and all this is your work. If the king mocks at the sacred
duties of marriage, how can he expect that his family and subjects
should respect them? Tt is the fashion in your land for husbands
and wives to deceive one another, and it is you who have set this
fashion.”

“I have allowed you to finish, Henry,” said the king, when the
prince was at length silent. “I have allowed you to finish, but T
have not heard your angry and unjust reproaches, I have only heard
that my brother is unhappy, and it is, T know, natural for the un-
happy to seck the source of their sorrows in others and not in them-
selves. 1Iforgive all that you have said againstme; but if you hold
me responsible for the miserable consequences of the war, which
kept the men at a distance for years and loosened family ties, that
shows plainly that your judgment is unreliable, and that you ean-
not discriminate with justice. T did not commence this war heed-
lessly ; I undertook it as a heavy burden. It has made an old man
of me; it has eaten up my life before my time. I seeall the evil
results, and I consider it my sacred duty to bind up the wounds
which it has inflicted on my country. I work for this object day
and night; I give all of my energies to this effort; I have sacrificed
to it all my personal inclinations. But T must be contented to bind
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up the wounds. I cannot make want disappear; I cannot immedi-
ately change sorrow into gladness.”

% Ah, sire, you seck to avoid the subject, and to speak of the
general unhappiness instead of my special grief. I call you fo
account, beeause you forced me to take a wife that T did not know
—a wife who has made me the most miserable of men—a wife who
has outraged my honor, and betrayed my heart. You gave me a
wife who has robbed me of all T held dear on earth—of the wife I
loved, and of the friend I trusted.”

«Poor brother,” said the king, gently, “ youare enduring the tor-
ments from which I also suffered, before my heart became hardened
ar it mow is. Yes, it is a fearful pain to be forced to despise the
friend that you trusted—to be betrayed by those we have loved. T
have passed through that grief. The man suffered deeply in me be-
fore his existence was merged in that of the king. 2

“Gire.” said the prince, suddenly, I have come to you to de-
mand justice and punishment. You have occasioned the misery of
my house, it is therefore your duty to alleviate it, as far as in you
lies. I accuse my wife, the Princess Wilhelmina, of infidelity and
treachery. I accuse Count Kalkreuth, who dares to love my wife,
of being a traitor to your royal family. I demand your consent to
my divorce from the princess, and to the punishment of the traitor.
That is the satisfaction which I demand of your majesty for the ruin
which you have wrought in my life. %

“Vou wish to make me answerable for the capriciousness of
woman and the faithlessness of man,” asked the king, with a sad
smile. “You do that because I, in performing my duty as a king.
forced you to marry. It is true you did pot love your intended
wife, because you did not know her, but you learned fo love her.
That proves that I did nof make a bad choice ; your present pain is
a justification for me. You are unhappy because you love the wife
I gave you with your whole heart. For the capriciousness of women
you cannot hold me responsible, and I did not select the friend who
has so wickedly betrayed you. You demand of me that I should
punish both. Have you considered, my brother, that in punishing
them I should make your disgrace and misery public to the world?
Do not imagine, Henry, that men pity us for our griefs; when they
seem most deeply to sympathize with us they feel an inward pleas-
ure, especially if it is a prince who suffers. It pleases men that
fate, which has given us an exceptional position, does not spare us
the ordinary sorrows of hamanity.”

“T understand, then, that you refuse my request,” said the prince.
“Vou will not consent to my divorce, you will not punish the
traitor?”

A HUSBAND'S REVENGE.

“No, I do not refuse your request, but I beg you will take three
days to consider what I have said to you. Af the end of that time
should you come to me, and make the same demand, I will give m v
consent ; that is, I will have you publicly separated from your wife}
I will have Count Kalkrenth punished, and will thus O.'iveft-lw worlc,i
the right to laugh at the hero of Freiburg.” % ’

“Very well, sire,” said the prince, thoughtfully, “T will remind
you of your promise. T beg you will now dis;mis:; me, for you see I
gran a_v'?ry man and no philosopher, unworthy to be a g’ueathat Sans-

ICY.

He bowed to the king, who tenderly pressed his hand and silently
left the room.

.tFrederick looked after him with an expression of unufterable
pity.

v Three days will be long enough to deaden his pain, and then he
will be more reasonable and form other resolutions.”

CHAPTER XIII.
A HUSBAND'S REVENGE.,

CaMiryra lay upon a sofa in her boudoir, and listened with breath-
less attention to the account her beau ecousin gave of the adventures
of the last eight days. She listened with 5[)81’[(“110' eyes to the witty
description he gave of his duel with Lord Eilit}tj:a[vld declared ti‘:‘:‘t
she found him extraordinarily brilliant. Camilla was indeed )ro;;cl
of her bandsome lover. Kindar explained minutely how }nl had
[‘L.)IHPEHE‘d Lord Elliof, who for a long time avoicle-rjl‘ and fled Ifro.r
him, to fight a duel with him. How he forced him on his knees tg
acknowledge that he had done his wife injustice, and to ar.)o]r;-;iyo
for the insult he had offered to Kindar, in chargin,g him wlith biq' =
the lover of his pure and virtuous wife. e

“And he did this?” cri illa - =
b Iirdot]-l]];: cried Camilla; “he knelt before you and

“Yes, he knelt before me, and begged my pardon.”

3 “Then he i_s even more pitiful than T tho;;ght him,” said Camilla

':md. I am justified before the whole world in despising him’
Nothing can be more contempfible than to beg pardon rather thal;
fight a duel, to kneel to a man to save one’s m?sc-.rahle life. T ama
woman, but I would scorn such cowardice. T would d—eq]}i‘ie the
man [ loved most fondly if he were guilty of such an act Gf_ﬁ‘.ll\ame 4

Camilla was much excited ; she did not notice how Kindar\starter‘i

turned pale, and fixed his eyes on the floor. She was so charmec‘l




