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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?”
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“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
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with the courage of her beau cousin that she could think of nothing
else. Even her frivolous nature had this feminine instinct—she
prized personal daring and courage in a man more than all other
things; of strength of mind she knew nothing, and therefore she
could not appreciate it, but she demanded courage, dignity, and
strength of physique. She laid her hands upon her cousin with
cordial approbation, and gazed lovingly at him.

“You are as beautiful as a hero and a demigod, and it seems to
me I never loved you so fondly as at this moment, when you stand
before me as the victor over my cowardly husband. Ah, T wish
I could have witnessed that scene; you proud and grand, and he
lying trembling like this miserable windspiel at your feet, repeating
the words of retraction and repentance which you dictated.”

“It was indeed worth seeing,” said Kindar; “but let us speak
now of something more important, dear Camilla. You must leave
Berlin to-day, and for a few weeks at least withdraw to your estate,
till the violence of the storm has blown over. Tt is, of course, most
agreeable and flattering to me to have my name conpled with that
of so lovely and charming a woman—to be Iooked upon with jeal-
ousy and alarm by the cowardly husbands of Berlin. It will not,
however, be agreeable to you to be torn to pieces by slanderous
tongues. Every old maid, every prude, and every hypocritical
coquette (and of such base elements the feminine world is com-
posed), will find this a happy occasion to exalt her own modesty
and virtue, and denounce and condemn you.”

“Not so,” said Camilla, proudly, “I will remain in Berlin. I
have courage to defy the whole world for your sake—I will remain
to prove that I am not ashamed of my love. The whole world shall
know that the brave and handsome Kindar, the beloved of all
women, is my lover. Ah, cousin, you merit this compensation at
my hands; you defended my hcnor against the aspersions of my
husband, and compelled him to a shameful retraction.”

“Does Baron von Kindar make this boast?” cried a voice behind
her. :

Camilla turned and saw Lord Elliot standing in the door: he
looked at her with a cold, contemptuous glance, which wounded her
far more than a spoken insult would have done.

“Why are you here, sir?” she cried. “With what right do you
dare force yourself into my presence?”

Lord Elliot made no reply, but smiled coolly, and Camilla’s eyes
filled with tears of rage.

“Cousin,” said she, turning to Kindar, “will you not free me
from the presence of this contemptible creature, whodares to affront
and—"
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Suddenly she stopped speaking and gazed in amazement at her
handsome cousin; his countenance was not serene: he was indeed
livid, and stood trembling and with downcast eyes hefore her hus-
band.

“Well,” said Lord Elliot, raising himself proudly, “do you not
hear your cousin’s command? Will you not dismiss this poor
creature who dares disturb this tender interview 7"

“I will withdraw,” stammered Kindar, “I am de trop. Ihave
no right to interfere beiween Lord Elliot and his wife. I fake my
leave.”

He tried to step through the door, but the powerful hand of Lord
Elliot held him back.

“Not so, my handsome gentleman,” said Lord Elliot, with a
hoarse laugh, “you are by no means de trop ; on the contrary, I de-
sire your presence ; you will remain here and listen to the charming
and merry narrative I am about to relate to Lady Elliot. I have
come, madame, to give your ladyship the history of a hunt; not,
however, of a chase after wild beasts, of the hartand the hare, but
of an all-conquering cavalier, who, however, judging from the
mannper in which he fled and sought to save himself, must possess
the cowardice of the hare, and the fleet foot of the hart. You know,
I presume, that I speak of your beau cousin and myself.”

While Lord Elliot spoke, Camilla stared in breathless agony at
her cousin. She seemed to hope fo read in his pale face the expla-
nation of this incomprehensible riddle; she expected him to com-
mand her husband to be silent, and to offer him some new insult.
But Kindar did not speak, and Camilla came to a desperate resolu-
tion. She was determined to know why he stood so pale and trem-
bling before her husband. She would force him to an explanation.

“It is wholly unnecessary, my lord,” she said, in a haughty tone,
“to relate your history to me; I am acquainted with all the particu-
lars of the chase of which you speak. I know your degradation and
humiliation—I know that you fell upon your knees and pleaded for
pardon when satisfaction was demanded of you.”

“Ah! 1 see, le beawu cousin has changed 76les with me,” said Lord
Elliot. “That was indeed most amiable. Your lover must, of
course, always play the most importan part, and no doubt, he
thought fo do me honor by this change. T cannot take advantage

of this generous intention, and must correct a few errors in his
narrative.”

“Speak! then; speak! my lord,” said Camilla, whose eyes were
still fixed sternly upon her lover.

*As you graciously permit it, madame, I will give you an account
of the chase. But first, madame, I must clear myself from an accu-
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sation. I am suspected of having challenged Von Kindar, because
he was the lover of my wife. I look upon that; however, as an acel-
dent, and nothing more. Le beaw cousin happened to be at hand
when my susceptible, ardent wife looked around for a lover, and she
accepted him; he was the first, but he will not be the last. I was
not driven to pursue him by jealousy. I am a true son of this
enlightened age, and shall not, like the knights of the olden time,
storm heaven and earth because my wife has a lover. Tama phi-
losopher. For a noble wife, who had made me happy in her love,
I micht perhaps feel and act differently. I, however, married a
heartless fool, and it would have been mad folly torisk my life with
a brainless fop for her sake.”

“Speak, cousin!” cried Camilla, springing forward, white with
passion. *“Speak! Do you not hear these insults?” She laid her
hands upon his arm; he muttered a few incomprehensible words
and fried to shake them off.

“ He has heard every word,” said Lord Elliot, scornfully ; “bub
he is without doubt too polite to interrupt me. He will have the
goodness still to listen silently.”

Camilla let her hands fall; gnashing her teeth she furned away
and seated herself upon the divan. Herlover and her husband stood
before her: the one, trembling like a broken reed, leaned against
the wall, the other erect and proudly conscious of his own worth
and dignity.

T said that I would not have dreamed of risking my life with a
brainless fop, for the sake of a heartless fool; but this fop was
guilty of another crime : he was not only the betrayer of my wife,
but he was the author of a shameful and most insulting letter,
which you, madame, had the effrontery to copy and send me.”

«How do you know that he wrote this letter?” cried Camilla.

“Tn the first place, madame, you are not even capable of com-
posing such a letter. T took the liberty of removing the original of
this letter from your writing-desk. Armed with this proof, Isought
1o beau cousin, and demanded satisfaction. Lieutenant Kaphengst,
a Former friend of this handsome cavalier, accompanied me. When
you deal with such a man as the one who stands cowering before
e, witnesses are necessary. He is quite capable of denying every

thing, and changing the réles. The baron had left home. he had
gone to Mecklenberg. Certainly he did not know that I had come
to Berlin to seek him, or he would have had the courtesy to remain
and receive my visit. I was too impatient to await his return, and
followed his traces, even asardently as he hasfollowed you, madame.
1 found him at last, in the hotel of a little village. Like all other
sentimental lovers, he longed for solitude; and, not wishing to be
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disturbed in his sweet dreams, he rented the entire hotel. T was,
however, bold enough to seek him—with swords and pistols—am‘l
gave him choice of weapons; he was peaceable, and refused both
sword and pistol. I therefore took my third weapon, my trusty
walking-stick. It was a beantiful bamboo-rod, and neither broke
nor split, though I beat away valiantly on the back of the knightly
cavalier.”

“This cannot be true. This isa lie!” cried Camilla.

Lord Elliot raised his arm and pointed slowly to Kindar. “Ask
him, madame, if this is a lie.”

Camilla turned, and as her eye rested upon him, she felt that she
had no need to ask the question.

Kindar leaned with pale cheek and tottering knees against the
wall. He was a living picture of cowardly despair and ;‘embimg
terror.

Camilla groaned aloud, and with a look of unspeakable aversion
s}le turned from him to her husband. For the first time, she did not
find him ugly. He was indeed imposing. His proud bearing, his
noble intellect, and manly worth impressed her. To her hé‘ha{l
never been but the fond, tender, yielding lover—mow she saw be-
fore her the firm and angry man, and he pleased her. Kindar, who
had been so handsome and so irresistible, was now hateful in her
eyes. :

“Go on,” murmured Camilla.

: “Well, I beat this man with my caue till he consented to fight
with me. We had, however, played this little comedy too energeti-
cally. The people of the hotel heard the noise, and fearing some
fatal result, rushed to the rescue of this handsome Ua“a]‘lé.‘z;. We
deferred the duel, therefore, till the mext day, but lo! the next
morning le beau cousin had fled. Without doubt he had forgotten
our little arrangement, and his thirst to see you lured him back to
Berlin. I was barbarian enough to follow him, and I swore to shoot
him down like a mad dog if he did not consent to fizht. This com-
Em}-iﬂ:’n was doubtless somewhat insulting, and he resolved at last to
ight.

“Ah, he accepted the challenge!” cried Camilla, casting a sud-
den glance upon Kindar; but oh, how ugly, how pitiful, how re-
pulsive did he now appear to her! She closed her eyes, in order not
1o see him. %

“We rode on with our seconds and our weapons to the little vil-
lage of Bernan, on the border of Saxony; but I saw, madame, that
your cavalier had no inclination to fight this duel. Besides, I
tllflugbt of yon—of your great grief if he should fall, and thus de-
prive you of your pretty plaything before you had time to replace it
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You know that my heart was eversoft and compassionate. Iresolved,
therefore, to be merciful to le beau cousin. Arrived on the ground,
I proposed to Kindar, instead of fighting with me, to sign a paper
which I had prepared, in which he implores my pardon and my
mercy, acknowledges himself to be an unworthy scoundrel and liar,
and solemnly swears thatevery accusation he brought against me in
the letter you copied was a lie—declares me to be an irreproachable
cavalier, who has been deceived and betrayed by himself and Lady
Elliot. Baron Kindar found this somewhat strongly expressed, and
preferred to fight rather than sign it.”

“God be thanked !” murmured Camilla.

«Well, we were resolved to fight, and I was obliging enough fo
give Kindar the first shot. He accepted this advantage readily,
and I confess he aimed well. His hand trembled, and he shot too
high, just over my head. Now it wasmy turn. T raised the pistol,
and T swear to yon, madame, my hand did not tremble. Perhaps
Kindarnoticed this—perhaps he wished to live and find a compensa-
tion in your love for the terrible torments of the last few days. It
suffices to say, he called out to me not fo shoot, as he was ready to
gign the paper confessing he was a scoundrel and a liar. He
signed it kneeling at my feet, and begging pardon. I then gave
him permission to return to Berlin. For myself, I drove to Sans-
Souci, asked an audience of the king, and obtained his consent to a
divorece. You know, madame, that I have a soft and yielding
nature. I never conld refuse a wish of your heart. I therefore im-
plored his majesty to allow of your immediate marriage with Baron
Kindar.”

“ Never, never, will that marriage take place!” cried Camilla,
springing from the divan and gazing with abhorrence upon Kindar.

“Tt will take place!” said Lord Elliof, firmly and imperiously ;
“you love him, you betrayed me for his sake—he is a base coward,
despised by every man, but still you will marry him. We are di-
voreed, and the king commmands this marriage. From this hour we
are nothing to each other—yon are the betrothed of Baron von
Kindar. Allow me to give you this paper, which he signed to save
his pitiful life, as a bridal present.”

He laid the paper upon the table, and bowed to Camilla, who
was pale and terrified, and whose teeth chattered as if inan ague-fit.

«Madame,” said Lord Elliot, “1 have the honor to bid you adieu.
I wish you a long and happy wedded life!”

Lord Elliot left the room and passed on to the apartment which
had been his own. Every thing had been removed, all the pictures
taken from the wall but one; only Camilla’s portrai, taken in her
bridal dress, remained. He stood long before this lovely picture,
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and gazed steadily, as if to impress every lineament upon his soul.
He felt that in taking leave of this painting he was bidding adien
to youth, to happiness, to all the sweef illusions of life.

“Farewell I” said he, aloud—*farewell, Camilla! my bride! the
dream is over!”

He took a little knife from his pocket and eut the picture in two
pieces, from the top to the bottom, then slowly descended the steps
to his carriage, in which his friend, Doctor Blitz awaited him.

“T am ready, doctor, and I beg you fo give me a bed in your
house for the present. During the last ten days I have had a burn-
ing fever.”

While Lord Elliot was driving off, Camilla and le beau eousin
stood confronting each other; neither dared to break the fearful
silence, or even to look at each other.

Suddenly the door opened, and General von Saldern, the adjo-
tant of the king, entered the room. Camilla had not the strengih
to advance to meet him ; she returned hissalutation by a faint ineli-
nation of the head. The general did not appear to see Kindar, and
made no response to his profound bow.

“Madame,” said the general, solemnly, “I come at the command
of the king ; by his authority as king and judge, and as head of the
church, he has annulled your marriage with Lord Elliof. This was
done as a proof of his regard to Lord Elliot. Qut of regard to your
own family, he insists upon your immediate marriage with Baron
Kindar, who has been dismissed from the king’s service.”

“No, no,” cried Camilla, “I will never marry him! Leave me,
sir—I will never become the wife of this man!"

“Tt is his majesty’s express command that you should be married
without delay,” said General Saldern ; “he has also commanded me
to say to you that this scandalous intrigue, insulting to morals and
good manners, should no longer be brought before the public. You
are both, therefore, banished from his court, from Potsdam and
Berlin, and commanded to take refuge at your country seat, and
lead there a solitary and quiet life. This is the only punishment he
inflicts upon you, and I have nothing more to announce. If agree-
able to you, madame, we will go at once!”

“Where?” cried Camilia, drawing back in terror from the gen-
eral, who approached her.

“In the next room, madame, a priest is waiting, who, at the
express command of his majesty, will now perform the marriage
ceremony.”

Camilla uttered a loud shriek and fell senseless into the arms of
le bean cousin, who advanced toward her at a nod from the general.

‘When consciousness returned, the priest was before her and




-~

564 FREDERICK THE GREAT AND HIS FAMILY.

Kindar at her side. The ceremony was performed, and the unhappy
couple left Berlin at onee, never to return.  The remainder of their
lives was passed in sorrow, solifude, and self-contempt.

CHAPTER XIV.
THE SEPARATION.

THE three days the king had allowed his brother to make up his
mind in, were past. Prince Henry had made up his mind. On the
morning of the second day, he had sent off fwo couriers—one to the
king at Sans-Souci, the other to his wife at Rheinsberg. He had
remained in Berlin, and had taken possession of the splendid palace
opposite the opera-house, that the king had lately built and fur-
nished forhim. Hehad ordered his major-domo to prepare a hand-
some dinner, as he wished to open his house by entertaining all the
nobility of Berlin.

The feast was to take place the third day after the king’s inter-
view with the prince.

The courier who left the morning before, carried a letter to Prin-
cess Wilhelmina, requesting her in a few cold, ceremonious words,
to come to Berlin and preside at the proposed dinner and conecert.

This invitation was to the princess a command she dared not
resist. She left Rheinsberg early in the morning and arrived at the
palace an hour before dinner.

Prince Henry met his wife in the large vestibule leading to the
front building. He advanced toward her with a bright smile, passed
her arm through his, and led her, pale and trembling, up the steps,
making her observe the style of the building and the anany con-
veniences of their new dwelling. He spoke cheerfully, walking
slowly so as to give the followers of the princess, who were occupied
with her baggage, time to collect around her and witness the per-
fect understanding between her and her husband. When they had
mounted the last step, the prince laughingly pointed to the two halls
leading from the stairway.

“ Here, madame, commence our separate apartments. To you
belong the right, to me the left wing of the castle. T will pass
through the hall to the right and lead you to the apartments whose
mistress you will now become.”

The princess threw a timid, inquiring glance at him. She had
been so convineed that her husband would demand a divorce, that
she had allowed her thoughts to linger upon this possible mode of
escape. Now her heart trembled within her. “Perhaps,” mur-
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mured she as they passed through the long hall—“perhaps he will
murder me as the Duke of Orleans did his wife because she loved
the Count de Guiche.” She hesitated, therefore, as the prince opened
a door and bade her enter. She, looked anxiously around for her
followers.

“Cannot my maids accompany us?” said she, softly.

“No, madame,” said the prince, roughly. “We go alone.”

He drew her info the room, entered after her, then closed and
locked the door.

Princess Wilhelmina shrieked in terror, and drew away from
him. “Why do you lock the door?” said she, trembling. “Do youn
wish to murder me?” 2

The prince laughed aloud. “Ah, you wish a tragic end to vour
romance, madame,” said he. “Not so, however. It will be (;uiet
and prosaic. ¥ou will act neither the part of a martyr nor a hero-
i_no. I wish neither to reproach nor pumnish you. Ileave that fo
God and your conscience. 1 wish only fo arrange with you the de-
tails of our future life. I locked the door, as I do not wish to be
disturbed.”

“What are these details?” said the princess.

“ We will speak of them hereafter, madame. Will you first do
me the honor to read this letter I have just received from the king
1n answer to mine? Have the kindness to read it aloud.”

The princess received the letter and read -

“My DEAR BROTHER— Your letter has been a great source of con-
solation to me, for it assures me that you are again a man, and have
overcome your grief. It is not your lot to be only a tender or an
avenging husband. You are, before all else, a pl“illt,‘e and a man.
Both qualifications have duties forcing you to submit to life and to
become worthy of it. There is still much to be done in this world
by both of us, and a true man should not be turned from his path
ber-guse a foolish woman places a few thorns beneath his pillow.
Stifling: his pain, he continues his road quietly. I am glad thisis
also your opinion—that you have given up all thought ofa public
scandal and denunciation. In relation to the prin:.x;"s:s, Igive you
full power to make any and every arrangement you see fit. Asto
Kalkreuth, he shall receive the place you men'tgone.d. I have ap-
pointed him lientenant-general of the third armvy corps in Prussia.
He ‘l\'ill leave here at once. I desire you to inform him of his pro-
motion. Assoon as you dismiss him, send him to me at Sans-Souei.
You tell me you are about to give a feast. That pleases me right

we-!l: It is better fo stifle your pain with bright flowers and gay
music, than to tear out your hair and retire to a4 convent. May your
feast be a bright one, and may it last forever ! FREDERICK.”
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Princess Wilbhelmina, having finished the letter, handed it to
her husband. “I see,” whispered she, softly, “that you have been
noble and generous, my husband. You shower benefits upon us in-
stead of just anger.”

“T do neither the one nor the other,” said the prince, coldly; “I
simply wish to pass a peaceful life, and above all things T would
not have the world think me unhappy, for unhappy I am not nor
ever mean to be.”

The princess gave a timid glance at his coantenance, so at vari-
ance with his words. The last three days had worked svch a fearful
change. His cheeks were thin and pale, his brow dark and clouded
—about his mouth were deep lines of care never more to be effaced.
Princess Wilhelmina was deeply touched when she saw this change.

% My husband,” said she softly, raising her hands imploringly to
him, “have pity on yourself—on me. Hear me befors you decide.
1 feel that I have sinned heavily against you, but I will endeavor to
expiate my sin. In looking at you and seeing how much you have
suffered, the pain that almest bursts my heart tells me how dear you
are to me. I repent—I repent, my husband. I will force my heart
to love you, and you alone. From now on, I will be a faithful
wife; the one aim of my life shall be to make you bappy. Herel
swear, as before God’s altar, that I will love and oley you as my
husband and master. Will you accept this heart, that comes fo yon
full of repentance? Henry, will you?”

She held out her hand, with a bright, beaming glance, but he
did not take it.

“No; it is too late,” said he. “I raised you a temple in my
heart. You have destroyed it, and wish now to build another with
the shattered ruins. No, princess; that which the lightning has
struck must remain in ashes. I could never believe in the stability
of your building, but would be expecting it to fall daily. This
temple can never be rebuilt. I forgive, but can never more love
you. We are separated before God and our own hearts. But to the
world we are still wedded. We shall both inhabit this palace, bub
we shall seek never to meet one another. On grand fé{2 days, when
etiquette demands if, we shall dine together, but preside at separate
tables. And you must forgive me if I never address yon. We are
déad to ene another ; and the dead do not speak. In the summer I
shall live at Rheinsberg ; the king presented it to me on my mar-
riage with you, and I think T have paid dearly enoughk for it fo be
allowed to spend my time there alone. You will not follow me
there, but will remain in Berlin, or fravel, as it suits you. Do you
accept my conditions, madame?”

“Yes, sir,” said the princess, proudly. “I accept them. We
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will live like two gzalley-slaves, bound together in chains, without
one thought or feeling in unison. You have devised a severe pun-
ishment for me, my prince. My only fear is that T am not the only
victim—that you also suffer?”

=1 told you before, that T wished to punish no one. Al T seek is
a little rest—a little peace, and your presence in this palace cannot
endanger that, for yon, madawme, have not only annihilated my love
for you, butalso the remembrance of it. Andnow, as you have ac-
cepted my conditions for our future life, T have nothing more to say
than farewell, until death! Farewell, madame: may your life be a
happy one 1”

“Farewell, prince!” murmured Wilhelmina, in a voice choked
with tears. “Farewelll and may God teach your heart to pity and
forgive I” ;

“You will now have the kindness, madame, to arrange your
toilet, then to follow me with your court to the great recepizion-
room. We give to-day a splendid dinner. At this féte we will take
an eternal adieu of the past. Tt will be the last time we dine to-
gether. Farewell, madame ; I await you.”

He bowed profoundly, then moved to the door. The princess
gazed after him breathlessly, and the tears that had long stood in
her eyes now rolled slowly down her cheeks.

When the prince had reached the threshold, she started forward,
crying in a piteous voice :

“Henry ! oh, Henry !”

The prince did not turn, but opened the door and passed out of
the room.
> Fifteen minutes later, a gay crowd was assembled in the recep-
tion-room. The prince received his guests in his usual gay, cordial
manner. But the princess was different. She was more quiet and
formu}. than usual.  Her eyes did not sparkle ; her cheeks were pale
in spite of her rouge; her voice was low and tremulous, and the
smile she called to her lip was hard and forced. A still more re-
markable change had taken place in Count Kalkreuth’s appearance.
He who generally sparkled with gayety and wit, whose merry Jjests
had been the delight of the eourt—he who had been the very shadow

of the prineess, her most devoted cavalier—stood now pale and
*_speechless at a window, gazing sadly at the prince, who was laugh-
ing and talking with his guests, and who had passed him repeatedly
without turning his head. The courtiers, however, saw only th'e
outward signs of that agony that had almost distracted the connt in
the last four days.

For four days, since their last meeting in the garden of Rheins-
berg, the prince had not spoken to him. It was in vain he had
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written and implored an audience. The prince retun.}ed his letters
unopened. In vain that at almost every hour dm‘m_g these f‘our
wretched days he had had himself announced to the prince. Prince
Henry woul‘(‘. not receive him. And still he felt the inevitable
neces};itv of having an explanafion with the prince. H.is.h.earz
craved {t as the dying man craves the last consolations of religicn.
This friendship for the prince, notwithstanding hehad i_wtx:a:._‘ed and
wounded it, was, and had always been to him a sort of religion; he
had sinned against it in the folly of his passion, buf vhe had now
come to his senses, and he repented his emilt bitwrly.. Nota thought
of the princess lingered in his heart; it was the -prmce hB. yearnc»_d
after: he must speak to him; hie must be forgiven by him. His
Jove for him was greater than ever. Now that he had turned from
him. he knew how much he had lost. He had not yet given up the
hope of an inferview; for this alone had he come to the dinner.
But whenever he endeavorea to approach the prince, he had turned
from him and entered into earnest conversation with some by-

standers. :

Now the prince stood alone at a window ; now or never must the
count succeed in speaking to him. Passing through the room
hastily, he stood before Prince Henry.

«My prince,” murmured the count, softly, “have pity on me. I

entreat you to listen to me for fifteen minutes . g

The prince fixed his piercing eyes upon the count’s pale, aglta:ted
countenance, but did not speak. Then passing proudly before ]l?lll.
he advanced to meet Prince Frederick William, who had just
arrived.

The doors of the dining-saloon were now thrown open, apd the
guests approached the richly-covered table, at one end of ’wlnch sat
the prince and his wife. Not far from them was Couut' Kalkreuth.
For more than two hours he had borne the agony of being near the
prince without being addressed by him. For two hours he .had
stood the inquiring, malicious smiles and glances of the eourtiers,
who were looking on with delight at his humiliation.

His martyrdom was almost over. Dinner was finished, and all
awaited a suign from the princely couple to rise from I..he table.
Prince Henry arose, glass in hand, and said, in a loud voice:

« And now, my guests, T have pleasant news for you; as you are
a1l friends of Count Kalkreuth, what is good news to him will be to
vou also. His majesty has appointed him lieut.enam-;;cnvra} of
Prince Frederick William’s army corps in Prussia. T'lm: kmg,'
knowing my true friendship for him, granted me the prn'ileige of
announcing his promotign. Tam sorry to say that through it we
lose him, for his majesty desires him, as soon as we leave the table,
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£o hasten to Sans-Souei to receive his commission. And now, gen-
tlemen, fill your glasses, we will drink to the lieutenant-general’s
welfare.”

All arose to drink the toast except Count Kalkreuth. His head
was bent almost upon his breast, as if he were ashamed to show his
pale, agitated countenance. He would have given all he possessed
to have flown from the hall. Princess Wilhelmina sat opposite, she
had not yet looked at him, but she now threw him a glance full of
inexpressible pity, and raised her glass hastily to her lips. It was
not wine, but her own tears that she drank.

The prince now led the princess to the reception-room. He stood
beside her when Kalkreuth approached. The guests were grouped
about the room, every eye was fixed eagerly upon this trio.

Count Kalkreuth was still pale and unmanned ; with tottering,
trembling steps he advanced toward the princely couple.

The prince turned laughingly to his guests, saying: “See the
strange effect of joy. It has transformed our gay and witty count.
He is stern and solemn as if, instead of an honor, he had received
a degradation.”

No voice answered the prince. Finally, in midst of deepsilence,
the count said :

] come to take leave of your royal highness before going fo that
exile which his majesty has kindly chosen for me. For, although
it is promotion, you must permit me to reiterate that it is also ban-
ishment, for at Konigsberg I shall not see my prince. But I shall
carry your picture in my heart—there it shall forever dwell.”

“We will not make our parting more hard by sweet words,” said
Prince Henry, emphasizing the last words. *“Pid adieu to my wife,
kiss her hand, and then God be with you!”

The princess, muttering a few incomprehensible words, gave
him her hand, white and colorless as that of a corpse. Count Kal-
kreuth touched his lips to it, and they were so cold that the princess
shuddered as if she had been embraced by death itself.

It was their last meeting !—a cold, formal farewell for life. The
count now turned to the prince, who gave him his hand smilingly.

“Farewell, count,” said he. Stooping to embrace him, he whis-
pered in his ear: “ You once saved my life, we are now quits, for -
you have murdered my heart. Farewell!”

He turned from him. The count, no longer able to suppress his
tears, covered his face with his hands and tottered from the room.

A few hours later he stood in the king’'s ante-chamber at Sans-
Souci. He had just been announced. He waited long—no one
came to conduct him to the king ; every door remained closed, every
thing around him was dull and deserted. It was dark; the sharp
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April wind was beating against the window and howling through
the chimney. The count’s conscience was busy af work in this
gloomy chamber. He could endure it no longer, and was preparing
to leave, when the door was opened, and an adjutant entered to con-
duect him to the king’s apartments.

The king was in his sitting-room. As Count Kalkreuth entered,
he laid aside the book he had been reading, and rose. In a stern,
imperions manner he advanced to meet him.

“ As my brother desired it, T have appointed you lieutenant-gen-
eral of the third army corps,” said he, harshly. “You leave at once
for Konigsberg—you know your dufies. Go, and endeavor to fulfil
them.”

% Sire I” said the count, softly.

“Go! not another word I”

Count Kalkreuth, almost unable to make the military salute,
left the room, stifling his anger.

The king looked after him thoughtfully. “Poor Henry!” mur-
mured he, softly, “had you also to receive the Judas-kiss from a
friend? Poor brother! you were so happy—why did cruel fate dis-
enchant you? There is much in being happy in your own estima-
tion—there is upon the earth no other sort of happiness; and whether
true or false, the peace if brings is alike. I, Tam so poor that I no
longer believe in the one or theother. And still men envy mel
Envy a poor, disenchanted, solitary man—envy him because he
wears a crown! What sort of an existence have 1? My life is full
of work, full of sorrow, nothing elsel I work for my subjects ;
they do not thank me, and will greet and welcome my successor
some day, be he ever so mean and contemptible, as they once greeted
and welcomed me. The love of a people for their king is a love full
of egotism and self-interest. Who has ever loved me otherwise than
selfishly? I met my friends with an open heart—when with them
I forgot that T was a king, but they never forgot it; not one, not a
single one loved in me the man. The foolish populace call me a
hero, and speak of the laurels that crown my brow, but of the
thorns they have woven 1n if they know nothing. Would I need
have no more to do with men, for they have poor, slavish souls!
They deceive themselves—they all deceive me.”

As the king ceased speaking, he felt his foot touched. Some-
what startled, he looked down. His greyhound Diana was lying at
his feet, gazing at him with her large, intelligent eyes. A soft
smile crossed Frederick’s countenance. Stooping to caress her, he
said :

“Vou come to remind me that there is still love and truth upon
the earth, but one must not be silly enough to look for it among
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men. Come here, Diana, my little companion ; T was wrong to call
myself solitary, for are you not here? and then have I not my flute?
Is she not a loving, trustworthy friend, to whom every thing can be
confided? You two shall be my sole companions this evening.”

Raising his flute, he commenced to play softly, walking up and
down his room. Diana followed him slowly, listening in seeming
devotion to the long, wailing tones of her rival.

Sad and wonderful to hear was the music of this solitary king;
like broken, dying sighs and sobs were its tones; and the howling
wind, rushing in through the window, added its mournful wail to
Federick the Great's song of woe.

NOTES.
(Pace 152.)
ODE TO COUNT BRUHL.
Inscription. —“Itis not necessary to make ourselves uneasy about the future,”
“High Destiny’s unhappy slave,
Absolute lord of too indolent aking,
Oppressed with work whose care importunes him—
Briihl, leave the useless perplexities of grandeur.
In the bosom of ‘thine opulence
I see the God of the wearied ones,
And in thy magnificence
Bepose makes thy nights.

“Descend from this palace, whose haughty dome
Towering o’er Saxony, rises to the skies;
In which thy fearful mind confines the tempest,
‘Which agitates at the court, a nation of enviers
Look at this fragile grandeur,
And cease at last to admire
The pompous shining of a city
Where all feign to adore thee.

“Enow that Fortune is light and inconstant;
A deceiver who delights in eruel reverses;
She is seen to abuse the wise man, the vulgar
Insolently playing with all this weak universe.
To-day it is on my head
That she lets her favors fall,
By to-morrow she will be prepared
To carry them elsewhere.

‘“ Does she fix on me her wayward fickleness,
My heart will be grateful for the good she does me;
Does she wish to show elsewhere her benevolence,
I give her back her gifts without pain—without regret.
Filled with strongest virtue,
I will espouse Poverty,
If for dower she brings me
Honor and probity."
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(PacE 340.)
& Adien, prArgens] 1n this picture
Thou wilt see the cause of My death;
At least, do not think, & nothing in the vault,
That I aspire to apo is.
ATl thab ¢riendship by these lines proposes
Is only this much, that here the celestial torch
May clear thy days while 1 repose,
And each time when the Spring appears anew
And from her abundant breast offers thee the flowers there enclosed,
That thon with 2 bouguet of myrtle and rose
Wwilt deign o decorate my tomb.™

(PAGE 479.)
« pder 4 most happy omen,
The goddess of love
Wished that & new sacrifice
Should consecrate to her our bright days.
Already the fagols are lighted,
The altar glows, the incense fumes,
The victim is adorned—
By love jtself it is consumed,
The mystery accomplished.™

(PacE 430
« Tt is thine, SWan of the Saxons,
To draw the seeret from the miser Natures
To soften With thy songs the hard
‘And detestable sounds of 8 parbarous tongue.”

(PaGE 505.)

e Thig isnot a Sparrow
Kept in this cage.
It is one of those birds
Who sing in storms.
Open. griend of the wise,
PBreak iron and bolts,
The songs i1 your woods
Shall fly ‘back to you.”

(PacE 505.)
s is the reason
That he is taken to sing in & pPrison-
See NOW the sparrow, who does S0 much evil,
Plays with life without fear of cages.
See in this portrait,
Which shows the effect
Of the good luck of TOEUES, and the misfortune of sages.”







